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EJUBDEM  ORDIKIS. 


INTRODUCTION, 


The  following  pages  contain  several  important  Sermons,  with  some 
remaining  fragments,  of  one  of  the  most  eminent  and  gifted  preachers 
of  his  time, — the  Rev.  Nicholas  Molloy,  O.S.A. 

It  would  he  a well-merited  reproach  to  the  Order  of  St.  Augustine, 
of  which  he  was  so  bright  an  ornament,  to  let  such  manuscript  trea- 
sures lie  mouldering  and  neglected  in  undeserved  obscurity.  Perhaps, 
if  not  soon  saved  from  the  moths  and  the  ravages  of  time,  they  would 
be  for  ever  lost  to  the  Church,  the  faithful,  and  posterity. 

This  celebrated  orator  studied  philosophy  and  publicly  defended 
theses  with  great  eclat  in  Rome,  under  the  excellent  auspices  of  the 
Very  Rev.  George  Staunton,  O.S.A.,  then  Rector  of  the  College  of  St. 
Matthew  in  Merulana.  Soon  after  his  return  to  Ireland,  he  began  to 
display  those  talents  which  gained  for  him  the  reputation  of  being  one 
of  the  most  eloquent  and  impressive  sacred  orators  of  which  the  Catho- 
lic Church  had  then  to  boast.  From  the  specimens  here  submitted  to 
the  public,  it  is  evident,  that  as  a preacher,  he  possessed  an  unction, 
an  imagination,  a pathos,  a clearness,  and  a power,  rarely  united  in 
one  and  the  same  individual. 

The  subjoined  Dedicatory  Epistle  of  a learned  and  venerable  Father 
of  his  Order  in  Italy,  will  give  some  idea  of  the  extent  and  direction 
of  his  highly  cultivated  mind,  even  at  that  early  period  of  his  literary 
career.  But  what  must  have  been  the  amount  of  his  judgment,  elo- 
quence, and  learning,  when,  ten  or  fifteen  years  after,  in  the  zenith 
of  his  glory,  he  delivered  those  beautiful  orations  on  the  most  moving 
and  important  of  all  topics  ! 
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“ To  the  Rev.  Nicholas  Molloy,  O.S.A.,  Actual  Lector  in  the  Irish  Angus- 

tinian  Convent  of  St.  Matthew  in  Rome , and  Member  of  the  Convent 

of  Dublin. 

“ Reverend  and  dear  Friend, 

“ As  I have  now  completed,  so  far  as  my  slender  abilities  allowed 
me,  the  * Miscellaneous  Collection  of  English  Literature,’  in  reference 
to  which  I wrote  to  you  some  time  ago,  I think  myself  more  than 
repaid  for  my  labour,  whilst  I have  the  honour  of  dedicating  it  to 
a friend  like  you,  who  have  so  much  distinguished  yourself  in  Italy  by 
your  acquaintance  with  both  foreign  and  domestic  literature,*  and  still 
more  by  your  profound  knowledge  of  the  English  language,  of  which 
many  compositions,  in  prose  and  verse,  bear  a striking  testimony. 
These  have  been  applauded  by  the  most  eloquent  orators  and  celebrated 
poets ; but  particularly  by  a female  friend,  who  is  the  honour  of  her  sex 
and  the  glory  of  Italy,  Signora  Fortunata  Sulgher  Fantastici,  who, 
by  her  poetical  genius,  has  rendered  herself  conspicuous  in  the  literary 
world,  and  far  outstrips  the  remainder  of  her  countrywomen. 

“ Yes,  my  friend,  these  noble  qualifications,  united  to  your  very 
particular  knowledge  of  philosophy  and  theology,  were  the  motives 
which  determined  the  Most  Rev.  General  of  the  Augustinian  Order  to 
promote  you  to  the  honourable  degree  of  * Lector  in  both  Sciences,’  and 
induced  the  principal  Academies  of  Italy  to  enrol  you  as  a member. 

“As  to  your  social  virtues,  I will  only  say,  that  they  have  rendered 
you  dear  to  every  person  who  has  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  acquainted 
with  you,  and  all  Italy  laments  your  departure. 

“ But  it  is  now  time  that  your  native  country  should  enjoy  you  and 
benefit  by  your  instructions.  Go,  therefore,  my  dear  friend,  and  by 
preaching  the  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ,  dissipate  the  darkness  of  error, 
and  save  the  souls  of  your  countrymen ; and  thus,  your  friends  in 
heaven  will  he  as  innumerable  as  those  on  earth. 

“ Relying  on  that  goodness  of  heart  which  is  indeed  your  distinguish- 
ing characteristic,  I hope  you  will  receive  with  pleasure  this  fruit  of 
my  labour,  in  token  of  that  sincere  regard  and  tender  love  with  which 
I remain 

“ Your  affectionate  friend  and  brother, 

“ Joseph  Jaume,  Augustinian. 

“ Genoa , January  10,  1796.” 

Such  were  our  Reverend  Author’s  antecedents,  as  delineated  by  the 
above-named  distinguished  and  venerable  Father. 

In  reference  to  his  maturer  years  and  missionary  labours  in  Ireland, 
abundant  evidence  will  be  found  in  these  Discourses  to  indicate  that 
his  zeal  to  promote  the  honour  and  glory  of  God,  continued  to  maintain 
its  ascendancy  until  the  latest  moment  of  his  life. 

♦ The  greatly- gifted  Irish  ecclesiastic  preached  in  Italian,  whilst  yet  a Deacon. 
— Editor. 
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In  his  day,  he  had  a claim  to  public  gratitude,  and  to  the  veneration 
of  every  Christian,  as  having  so  ably,  so  frequently,  and  so  successfully 
pleaded  the  cause  of  the  poor,  the  widow,  and  the  orphan. 

The  beneficial  effects  expected  to  be  produced  by  this  volume  of  Ser- 
mons, have  led  to  its  publication.  It  is  earnestly  hoped  that  its  peru- 
sal and  study  will  tend  to  the  advancement  of  the  readers  in  the  path 
of  virtue  and  morality,  whilst  it  must  inflame  all  with  a love  of  that 
divine  eloquence,  which  is  as  powerful  as  it  is  exalted,  having  for  its 
object  the  maintenance  of  faith,  the  sustainment  of  hope,  and  the  ad- 
vancement of  that  saving  charity,  which  ends  here,  only  to  live  in  eter- 
nal beatitude  with  God. 

Another  object,  most  interesting  to  the  faithful,  as  well  as  to  all 
Pastors  of  souls,  will,  no  doubt,  operate  to  ensure  the  extensive  circu- 
lation of  this  valuable  work,  namely,  that  the  profits  to  be  derived  from 
its  sale  shall  be  applied  towards  the  erection  of  a new  Church , on  the 
site  of  the  lowly  old  Chapel  of  Johns  Lane,  ( off  Thomas  Street,  Dublin ), 
in  which  many  of  these  beautiful  and  soul-inspiring  Discourses  were 
delivered. 

JOHN  WALSH,  Ex-Provincial  O.S.A. 

Church  of  St.  Augustine, 

John  Street,  Dublin. 

Feast  of  the  Conversion  of  St.  Augustine, 

May  5,  1859. 


POSTHUMOUS  OPINIONS  OF  THE  PRESS. 


Father  Nicholas  Molloy  was  considered,  not  only  by  the  Catholic  journals,  but 
by  Protestant  reviews  of  his  day,  as  equal  to  the  great  Dean  Kirwan  as  an  orator, 
and  in  every  sense  his  superior  for  the  stability  of  his  mind,  the  solidity  of  his 
judgment,  and  the  power  of  his  argument. 

In  “ The  Hibernian  Magazine”  and  “ Dublin  .Mirror,”  he  was  described  as 
the  leading  orator  of  the  Catholic  Church  in  Ireland.  “With  a voice. powerful, 
deep,  and  melodious — action  just,  graceful,  and  dignified — language  correct, 
classical,  elegant,  and  energetic — his  appeals  in  most  cases  were  forcible,  awful, 
and  overwhelming.  Beautiful  sketches  of  virtuous  education,  charity,  &c.,  might 
be  taken  from  his  sermons,  if  written  or  properly  reported.” 

He  considered  “ the  advantages  of  education  as  clearly  seen  in  all  classes,  from 
the  cottage  to  the  throne,  and  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest  rank.  The  pro- 
gress of  infamy  appears  from  the  illustrious  robber,  whose  crimes  affect  every 
rank  of  society,  to  the  royal  ruffian,  whose  midnight  rambles  destroy  the  home  of 
families  or  whose  tyranny  convulses  an  empire.” 

Then  he  would  describe  “ the  illustrious  idlers,  who  are  bora,  like  gaudy  insects, 
but  to  live  and  to  expire.  Wicked  men,  who  will  do  nothing  but  indulge  in 
vice,  from  the  cradle  of  infancy  to  the  decrepitude  of  olcf  age.” 

His  eulogium  on  virtuous  women  was  as  great  as  it  was  just,  and  as  eloquent 
as  it  was  appropriate.  “ The  good  wife,  with  sweet  temper,  mild  manners,  refined 
taste,  and  just  judgment,  might  be  called  a kind  of  household  divinity,  soften- 
ing and  refining  all  the  rude  passions  of  man,  truly  created  to  the  image  of  God, 
and  in  her  plastic  nature,  ‘ little  less  than  angel/  she  was  destined  to  avenge 
Eve’s  wrong,  and  trample  on  the  head  of  the  infernal  serpent ; like  the  conqueror 
of  Holoferaes,  stopping  the  march  of  tyranny;  as  an  angel  of  mercy  at  the  couch 
of  disease  and  death,  acting  as  man’s  guide,  his  hope,  and  his  consolation.” 


A SERMON 


ON  THE 

SACRED  PASSION 


OF  OUR 

LORD  AND  SAVIOUR  JESUS  CHRIST. 


“ Bat  He  was  wounded  for  our  iniquities,  He  was  bruised  for  our  sins,  the  chas- 
tisement of  our  peace  was  upon  Him,  and  with  His  stripes  we  are  healed.” — 
Isaias , liii.  5. 

What  objects  of  horror  are  these  which  present  themselves 
to  our  view  on  this  ever-memorable  morning  ? What  sad  catas- 
trophe are  we  about  to  consummate  ? Why  are  our  altars,  but 
yesterday  covered  with  the  bright  emblems  of  joy  and  pious  festi- 
vity, stript  of  their  dazzling  ornaments,  and  their  ministers  clad 
with  the  sable  garments  of  grief,  sending  up  their  sighs  to  heaven 
in  the  most  plaintive  sounds  of  sorrowful  lamentations  ? Why 
that  mournful  silence  and  that  deep  dismay  which  seem  depicted 
on  every  countenance  ? Why,  in  short,  these  thick  clouds  of 
gloomy  fear,  that  bring  such  intense  trouble  to  the  soul,  and  ob- 
scure so  much  the  native  glory  of  the  sanctuary  ? 

Has  the  awful  day  of  judgment  at  length  arrived  ? No  ! Is 
the  hour  of  trial  at  hand  ? Yes,  my  brethren.  The  trial,  the 
judgment — the  condemnation — the  death  of  a God,  judged  and 
doomed  to  suffer  for  his  dear,  his  beloved,  but  ungrateful  chil- 
dren of  Sion.  All  are  now  before  us.  It  is  by  man  he  is  con- 
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demned,  although  it  is  for  man  he  suffers  all  the  severe  pang9  of 
a bloody  agony  and  cruel  death,  “ even  the  death  of  the  cross.” 

Behold,  then,  the  great  cause  why  our  temples  and  our  altars 
are  shrouded  in  darkness,  and  that  all  our  ministers,  with  their 
flocks,  should  grieve  ! That  deathlike  but  eloquent  silence  tells 
me  that  the  Author  of  life  is  no  more.  That  gloomy  darkness 
gives  us  to  understand  that  the  Light  of  the  world  is  extinct. 
This  holy  horror  discovers  the  depth  of  that  sorrow  which  saddens 
the  Christian  heart.  The  confusion  which  reigns  universally 
through  the  material  world,  announces  in  agonizing  tones,  that 
the  great  God  of  nature  is  dead,  and  that  all  nature  ought  to 
mourn  for  his  loss. 

0 Heavens  ! can  all  this  be  true  ? It  is  to  confirm  you  in  this 
truth,  and  to  speak  on  this  lamentable  subject,  that  I appear  this 
day  in  this  chair  of  evangelical  truth,  in  order,  by  my  feeble  voice, 
to  animate  all  with  contrition,  and  learn  a lesson  from  the  sad 
pageant  around  me.  Never  was  there  a more  sublime  subject 
treated  of  by  the  preachers  of  the  Gospel ; never  one  more  worthy 
of  our  serious  attention.  In  fact,  my  confined  imagination  is 
perfectly  bewildered  in  the  sublimity  of  the  Passion  of  Christ,  and 
drowned  in  the  bottomless  ocean  of  his  unspeakable  sufferings. 

But,  my  brethren,  your  own  feelings  will  more  than  supply  the 
want  of  abilities  on  my  part.  Your  tender  hearts  already  even 
melt  with  compassion  for  the  sufferings  of  our  Divine  Redeemer, 
and  will  meet  the  deficiency  of  my  thoughts  and  language  on  a 
theme  so  awful  and  exalted. 

Reflect,  that  in  the  tragic  recital  which  shall  constitute  the 
subject  of  this  mornings  discourse,  we  shall  see  the  innocent 
Jesus,  the  eternal  Son  of  the  living  God,  chastised  for  our  sins, 
pierced  through  the  heart  to  pay  the  debt  of  our  crimes,  and  ex- 
pire in  excruciating  agony  on  the  cross,  to  satisfy  the  justice  of 
his  offended  Father.  One  thought  on  this,  I say,  were  even  your 
hearts  as  hard  as  adamant,  must  make  them  throb  with  swelling 
sentiments  of  the  most  boundless  sorrow  and  the  tenderest  grati- 
tude and  love. 

Your  eyes  will  overflow  with  tears  of  blood,  at  the  sight  of  his 
agony  in  the  garden  ; your  soul  will  feel  the  piercing  nails  which 
fastened  him  to  the  cross ; your  tongue  shall  be  drenched  with 
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the  vinegar  and  gall  which  moistened  the  lips  of  your  expiring 
Saviour  on  Calvary ; and  his  dying  words,  his  last  groan  shall 
strike  death  into  your  hardened  hearts,  whilst  they  petrify  your 
agitated  frames. 

Ah  ! who  could  imagine,  that  on  this  solemn  day  ungrateful 
man  should  repeat  to  God  what  this  God  said  one  day  to  his  ven- 
erable and  faithful  servant,  Abraham,  on  the  mount  of  vision,  in 
the  land  of  Moriah  : “ Thou  hast  not  spared  thy  only-begotten 
Son  from  me,  or  for  my  sake !”  {Gen.  xx,  ii).  This  revered  Patri- 
arch, in  obedience  to  the  command  of  his  Lord  and  Master, 
awakes  from  his  gentle  slumber  his  dearly-beloved  son,  Isaac,  du- 
ring the  dark  silence  of  the  night.  He  conducts  him  to  a neigh- 
bouring forest,  loads  him  with  the  wood  which  was  to  consume 
his  body,  and  leads  him  to  the  mountain-top,  as  a willing  sacrifice 
to  the  will  of  the  Almighty.  What  a clear  figure  of  Christ  we 
behold  in  the  innocent  Isaac  ! Both  are  to  be  sacrificed  by  the 
hands  of  a father ; both  carry  the  fatal  wood  which  is  to  be  the 
instrument  of  their  death ; both  ascend  the  mountain  where  the 
holocaust  is  to  be  shortly  consumed. 

Yes ; behold  the  fond  Abraham,  how  eagerly  he  erects  the  altar, 
how  calmly  he  arranges  the  different  piles  of  wood  that  must  des- 
troy his  darling  child ! And  now,  fired  with  the  flames  of  charity, 
animated  by  faith,  and  strengthened  by  hope,  he  seizes  on  the 
dearest  pledge  of  his  paternal  affection.  He  binds  him,  hands 
and  feet,  and  already  the  unsheathed  steel  vibrates  the  blow ; 
when  lo  ! a voice  from  heaven  cries  out.  Suspend  thy  arm,  O 
faithful  servant ! I am  now  content ; shed  not  the  blood  of  thy 
child ; shed  it  not ; thy  faith  has  been  sufficiently  proved. 

And  why,  my  God,  not  equally  favourable  to  thine  own  dearly- 
beloved  Son,  Jesus  Christ  ? The  innocent  Jesus  lies  stretched 
on  the  altar  of  the  cross ; already  the  spear  of  the  Jewish  soldier 
is  aimed  at  his  anointed  side.  He  feels  all  the  pangs  of  approach- 
ing death,  and  in  feeble  accents,  calls  on  Thee,  his  Father,  in  the 
hour  of  his  affliction,  exclaiming,  “Father,  father,  why  hast  thou 
forsaken  me  ?” 

Ah  ! merciful  God,  tender  Father  of  my  suffering  Jesus  ! why 
not  interfere  on  behalf  of  thy  own  Son  ? Must  Isaac  be  saved, 
and  Jesus  be  delivered  over  to  death  ? No,  no  ! I myself  will 
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rush  through  the  crowd  to  prevent  the  dread  event.  Neither  the 
armed  phalanxes  of  Rome,  nor  the  noisy  multitude  of  murdering 
Jews,  shall  terrify  me.  Armed  with  the  shield  of  Heaven,  I will 
penetrate  through  the  ranks,  I will  stay  the  hand  of  the  assassin 
who  will  dare  attempt  the  dreadful  Deicide.  I will  seize  on  the 
cross,  and  proclaim  aloud,  that  it  is  my  Jesus  I am  bearing  away. 
Hence,  then,  let  us  hasten  onward  to  Calvary. 

Ah  no  ! it  is  the  decree  of  Heaven  that  Christ  shall  die.  Then 
let  him  die ! Let  us,  rather  than  fathom  the  wisdom  of  God, 
listen  in  profound  silence  to  the  voice  of  those  stones  that  are 
broken,  those  monuments  that  yawn  wide  and  give  up  their  dead, 
of  that  veil  which  is  torn  asunder,  of  that  sun  which  is  eclipsed, 
of  that  earth  that  is  troubled,  and  of  all  nature  in  dreadful  con- 
vulsions. Let  us  hearken,  I say,  to  this  voice,  and  leam  from 
inanimate  nature  what  our  feelings  should  he  on  this  day  of  sor- 
row, while  our  Creator  debases  himself,  to  become  our  Redeemer, 
and  “ humbles  himself  even  unto  the  death  of  the  cross.” 

Let  us  speak,  then,  of  the  Passion  of  Jesus  Christ ; hut  let  our 
sighs  he  more  eloquent  than  our  words,  since  our  crimes  have 
been  the  fatal  cause  why  the  Son  of  God,  on  this  day,  carries  all 
the  burden  of  our  iniquities  in  his  soul  and  in  his  body. 

These  last  words  shall  divide  my  discourse  : Christ  suffering  in 
his  soul  shall  be  the  first  point ; Christ  suffering  in  his  body  shall 
he  the  second.  From  both,  I hope,  we  shall  learn  to  detest  sin, 
the  cause  of  all  his  sufferings. 

But,  before  we  proceed  to  view  this  tragic  spectacle,  let  us 
humbly  prostrate  ourselves  at  the  foot  of  the  cross,  which,  on  this 
day  particularly,  should  he  our  resource.  “ This  is  the  way,  the 
truth,  and  the  life the  way  that  cannot  err,  the  truth  that  cannot 
deceive,  the  life  that  can  never  die.  Raise  your  eyes,  then,  and  with 
your  eyes,  raise  your  hearts,  towards  this  venerable  wood,  that  was 
the  chair  of  your  dishonoured  Master  ; the  wood  on  which  Jesus 
was  to  suffer,  and  the  throne  of  your  butchered  God.  Beg  of  our 
amiable  Redeemer,  whose  figure  we  there  behold,  that  whilst  we 
adore  him  under  his  sufferings,  and  whilst  we  venerate  his  cross, 
we  may  learn  the  true  method  of  honouring  his  Passion,  and  ob- 
tain mercy  through  the  merits  of  his  death. 


Jfirsi  |1  flint. 

As  the  hatred  of  sin  is  necessarily  interwoven  with  the  Divine 
Essence,  so  the  justice  of  God  requires  that  it  should  he  punished 
in  a manner  proportioned  to  the  extent  of  its  malice.  We  may 
consider  sin  under  three  different  lights,  in  so  far  as  we  reduce  it 
to  an  internal  act  of  the  mind.  For,  as  I have  said  already, 
Christ  suffering  internally  is  the  object  we  are  first  to  view. 

Sin,  you  all  know,  is  a transgression  of  the  eternal  law  of  God, 
the  source  and  origin  of  all  others,  whether  natural,  divine,  or 
human.  This  transgression  takes  place,  either  by  an  inordinate 
desire  of  seeking  after  pleasure  in  God’s  creatures,  or  by  a crimi- 
nal disgust  which  we  conceive  against  God,  which  leads  to  a sepa- 
ration from  him ; or  finally,  by  a secret  pride  of  the  heart,  which 
teaches  us  to  despise  the  lawful  authority  of  our  Sovereign  Lord, 
and  arrogate  to  ourselves  an  independence  of  him,  derogatory  to 
his  honour  and  our  nature. 

These  are  the  three  ways  by  which  sin  affects  the  soul.  Now, 
as  the  punishment  of  a crime  internally  committed,  is  inflicted  by 
opposite  sensations  ; so,  the  sinner,  in  punishment  of  his  inordi- 
nate pleasures,  should  suffer  internal  grief.  For  having  aban- 
doned God,  he  should  be  abandoned  by  God,  and  the  pride  of  his 
heart  be  punished  by  a humiliating  confusion.  Such  are  the  re- 
wards of  the  sinner,  and  such  are  the  interior  pains  which  the 
innocent  Jesus,  laden  with  the  burden  of  our  crimes,  suffers  in 
the  different  stages  of  his  Passion. 

Firstly,  “ He  is  sad  even  unto  death secondly,  He  is  “ aban- 
doned by  his  Father;”  thirdly,  He  is  despised  by  his  own  crea- 
tures, as  we  shall  see  in  our  awful  proofs  and  illustrations. 

The  last  supper  is  over ; the  adorable  Sacrament  is  instituted  ; 
the  period  of  Christ’s  mission  is  terminated.  The  fatal  hour  is 
at  hand  “ when  the  Son  of  man  shall  be  delivered  into  the  hands 
of  sinners.”  Everything  is  disposed  for  his  death  : the  soldiers 
are  prepared  to  seize  on  him.  He  himself,  taking  with  him  his  three 
disciples,  Peter,  James,  and  John,  departs  from  the  ccenaculum, 
passes  the  Torrent  of  Cedron,  and  advances  towards  the  Garden 
of  Olives.  His  heart  is  sorrowful ; his  feet  are  trembling ; his 
face  is  pale  and  emaciated ; his  eyes  are  bathed  in  tears : in  short. 
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as  St.  Mark  expresses  it,  “ the  Son  of  God  began  to  be  sore 
amazed  and  to  be  heavy,”  or  struck  with  consternation  and  with 
fear.  He  separates  himself  in  the  garden  from  his  disciples,  in 
order  to  pray  to  his  Eternal  Father  for  comfort;  but  the  dark 
horrors  of  the  night,  the  solitude  of  the  place,  and  the  proximity 
of  his  last  hour, — all  these  crowd  upon  his  afflicted  mind,  and 
present  a thousand  frightful  ideas  to  his  troubled  soul. 

But  what  means  all  this  apparent  oblivion  of  the  Deity  in  our 
suffering  Jesus  ? What  is  mentioned  in  Leviticus  may  explain  it 
in  some  sense — (xvi,  5).  Amongst  the  other  rites  there  pre- 
scribed, two  untainted  kids  of  the  goats  were  to  be  handed  over 
to  the  pontiff,  or  high  priest,  by  the  hands  of  the  people.  Both 
were  presented  to  the  Lord  at  the  threshold  of  the  tabernacle, 
and  after  casting  lots  on  them,  one  was  offered  in  sacrifice  to  God, 
whilst  the  other  was  conducted  to  the  solitary  desert,  there  to  be 
loosened  from  his  fetters,  and  set  at  liberty.  In  those  two  animals 
were  figured  the  two  natures  of  Christ.  In  the  one  immolated  to 
the  Lord,  was  represented  his  human  nature ; whilst,  in  the  liber- 
ated in  the  desert,  was  figured  his  Divine  nature,  which,  as  St. 
Augustine  explains,  during  the  Passion  of  Christ,  retired,  as  it 
were,  to  a wilderness,  and  afforded  him  no  consolation 

This  is  already  the  cause  why  our  divine  Divine  Master  should 
be  agitated  by  such  diametrically  opposite  sensations. 

Our  adorable  and  suffering  Lord  now  proceeds  through  the 
frightful  work  of  his  Passion.  He  advances  and  retires.  He 
prostrates  himself  on  the  ground ; in  an  instant  he  is  once  more 
erect.  He  weeps,  he  smiles,  he  prays,  he  ceases  to  pray.  Now 
he  goes  to  his  apostles,  and  reproaches  their  slumbering  drowsi- 
ness. f Then  he  exhorts  them  in  the  tenderest  manner,  and  retires 
from  their  company.  In  short,  sad,  confused,  agitated,  and 
affrighted,  he  falls,  for  the  third  time,  to  the  ground,  and  begs  of 
his  Father  to  have  compassion  on  him,  exclaiming,  “ If  it  be 
possible,  let  this  bitter  chalice  pass  from  me.”  A stream  of  blood 
issues  from  his  eyes.  His  garments  are  all  bathed  with  his  tears, 
and  the  Son  of  God,  covered  with  our  sins,  offers  nothing  to  our 
view  but  a languid,  a disfigured,  a skeletonized  body, — the 
melancholy  example  of  the  triumphant  wrath  of  an  avenging  God  ! 

Come,  ye  just  and  holy  souls,  come,  and  fly  to  your  agonizing 
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Saviour,  in  order  to  afford  him  that  consolation  which  his  irritated 
Father  denies  him.  But  no,  mortals ; rather  retire  from  the 
appalling  scene ; your  presence  would  only  widen  those  wounds 
which  your  crimes  have  inflicted. 

Angels  of  heaven,  ye  who  have  never  offended  the  Deity,  descend 
on  this  day  from  your  happy  abodes,  to  gather  the  precious  drops 
that  gush  from  the  weeping  eyes  of  Him  whose  presence  constitutes 
your  eternal  felicity ! Come  at  once  to  console  by  your  ministry 
that  God  of  sanctity  whom  you  adore  on  high.  Alas ! however, 
do  I speak  to  the  winds  ? The  angel  of  the  Lord  has  already 
descended,  not  to  comfort  my  Saviour,  but  to  confirm  the  irre- 
vocable decree  that  stands  registered  against  him.  Thus,  my 
Lord,  you  are  abandoned,  not  only  by  your  Eternal  Father,  but 
even  by  men  and  angels. 

O Heavens ! Now  it  is  that  I see  him  delivered  into  the  hands 
of  his  cruel  enemies,  in  order  to  suffer  the  third  punishment  due 
to  sin,  which  is  humiliation  before  men,  in  atonement  for  the 
pride  of  our  heart  and  the  baseness  of  our  ingratitude  ! 

And  what  confusion  must  it  not  have  been  for  the  Son  of  God, 
who  had  laboured  so  much  in  the  instruction  of  his  apostles,  to  see 
himself  betrayed  into  the  hands  of  the  envious  Pharisees  by  his 
once  dearly-beloved  Judas ! 

Yes,  the  execrable  conduct  of  this  ungrateful  apostle  in  selling 
him  for  thirty  pieces  of  silver,  pierces  his  fond  heart  with  a thousand 
swords,  and  should  alarm  all  the  zeal  of  Christian  piety,  lest,  whilst 
standing,  it  should  fall,  and  fall  for  ever ! 

What  \ unfortunate  Judas,  does  not  the  eternal  ignominy  which 
must  for  ever  stigmatize  your  odious  memory,  operate  on  your 
mind  in  favour  of  your  Lord  and  of  your  Christ  ? Does  not  the 
horror  of  this  blackened  action  arrest  your  steps  ? But  what  can 
appal  the  heart  of  a covetous  man  when  gold  is  in  question  ? 
Attracted  by  the  disgraceful  and  horrible  bribe,  his  sordid  soul  is 
near  to  our  Saviour.  Already  he  salutes  him  and  gives  him  the 
sacrilegious  kiss  of  peace,  or  rather  war,  which  delivers  him  into 
the  hands  of  the  infuriated  mob.  These,  like  hungry  lions  darting 
on  their  prey,  seize  on  the  innocent  Lamb  of  God,  and  bind  him 
with  ignominious  cords,  to  accomplish  the  ancient  prophecy  of 
Isaias : “ My  inheritance  is  become  like  that  of  the  lion  in  the 
forest,  for  they  extended  ropes  to  ensnare  me.” 
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Oh  ! what  confusion  must  not  this  have  operated  in  the  mind 
of  our  doomed  and  dearest  Jesus ! Ah  ! yes ; so  sensibly  was  he 
touched,  that  he  reproaches  his  guards  with  their  inhumanity. 
“ What !”  says  he,  “ ye  are  come  to  apprehend  me,  armed  with 
swords  and  clubs,  as  if  I were  a public  malefactor  1”  All  his 
disciples  now  fly  away,  to  verify  the  complaint  of  Ezechiel : “ I 
looked  around  me,  and  there  was  not  one  to  assist  me. — I turned 
my  eyes  again,  and  there  was  not  one  that  would  weep.”  Mary, 
it  is  true,  that  tender  and  immaculate  Mother,  shares  in  his  grief 
and  confusion ; but  this  only  agitates  him  the  more.  Peter,  the 
courageous  Peter,  unsheathes  the  sword  to  defend  him  in  the 
presence  of  an  Annas  and  a Caiphas,  before  whom  the  innocent 
J esus  is  now  conducted  by  the  insulting  soldiers,  to  be  the  derision 
of  the  Scribes  and  the  Pharisees  ! 

Let  us  follow  Jesus  in  spirit  to  this  assembly,  and  listen  to  the 
cries  of  his  accusers  ; hear  the  shouts  of  murder  and  death ; attend 
to  the  insidious  high  priest  calling  the  Saviour  of  the  world  “ a 
blasphemous  and  false  Prophet.”  See  how  he  rends  his  gar- 
ments, and  pronounces  the  sentence  of  death,  whilst  an  infuriated 
mob  ratify  the  iniquitous  sentence  by  repeated  shouts  of  applause ! 

But  whose  voice  is  that  which  in  gentle  accents  protests  “ he 
knows  not  the  man”  ? He  is  accused  by  a female  of  being  a 
companion  of  Jesus,  and  he  swears  “ he  knows  him  not”  ! She 
still,  with  female  obstinacy,  declares  “ she  saw  him  with  Jesus  of 
Nazareth ;”  but  he  adds  imprecations  to  perjury,  and  proclaims 
aloud,  that  “ he  knows  not  the  man.” — Hark  ! the  cock  crows. 
Oh  ! my  brethren,  Peter  has  denied  his  Lord  ! — Even  three  times 
he  has  denied  him,  as  the  shrill  voice  of  the  cock  thrice  proclaims. 
Ah  ! how  sensibly  was  the  heart  of  Jesus  touched  by  this  denial ! 
That  Judas  should  betray  him,  was  the  work  to  which  he  was 
destined.  That  the  Pharisees  should  persecute  him,  was  the  effect 
of  their  malicious  envy.  That  his  disciples  should  abandon  him, 
was  the  natural  consequence  of  their  weakness  : but  that  Peter,  the 
Star  of  Heaven,  should  fall,  that  the  Cedar  of  Libanus  should  be 
shaken ; that  Peter,  his  privileged  Apostle,  to  whom  he  had  more 
distinctly  revealed  the  secrets  of  his  glory  and  divinity,  and  whom  . 
he  had  publicly  promised  to  establish  as  the  pillar  and  visible  head 
of  his  Church ; that  he  should  thus  deny  him,  after  so  many 
protestations  of  fidelity,  must  have  deeply  affected  him. 
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What  an  additional  confusion  must  this  be  for  our  Divine 
Master  ? He  is  no  longer  able  to  suffer  it.  Alas ! he  says,  I am 
abandoned  by  my  Father,  despised  by  my  people,  and  I am 
denied  by  my  favourite  Apostle  ! Oh  ! all  the  cruelties  which 
will  be  employed  against  and  discharged  on  my  emaciated  body, 
torment  me  not  half  so  much  as  the  confusion  with  which  I feel 
myself  covered  by  Peter’s  denial.  Ah  ! who  will,  amidst  the  pangs 
of  my  mind,  give  me  the  wings  of  the  dove,  that  I may  ascend 
into  the  Heavens,  there  to  rest  from  my  sufferings  and  disgrace  ? 
Sweet  Jesus ! my  heart  sympathises  with  you.  Willingly  would 
I grant  what  you  ask.  But  your  irritated  Father  is  as  yet  but 
half  appeased.  He  views  the  sufferings  of  your  soul,  and  is  pleased 
with  this  offering  in  expiation  of  our  sins  ! But  before  it  becomes 
an  offering  of  peace,  your  body,  your  adorable  body,  must  feel 
all  the  lashes  of  his  vengeance.  He  will  grant  your  request,  he 
will  give  you  the  wings  of  the  dove  to  fly  to  him,  and  repose  in 
his  bosom ; but  before  this  is  granted,  he  requires  that  you  should 
be  offered  unto  him,  after  the  same  manner  that  the  dove  in  the 
Old  Law  was  a sacrifice  of  holocaust. 

According  to  what  we  read  in  the  book  of  Leviticus,  the  Priest 
of  the  temple  should  select  an  untainted  dove,  and  after  offering 
it  to  the  Lord,  draw  all  her  blood,  then  break  her  wings  and  legs, 
and  afterwards  place  the  pounded  remains  on  the  altar,  to  be 
entirely  consumed.  What  a moving  and  striking  figure  of  the 
Passion  of  Christ ! 

Now,  my  beloved  Son,  (says  your  eternal  Father,  as  if  addressing 
you,  my  loving  and  adorable  Bedeemer),  after  your  legs  shall  be 
broken,  your  bones  pounded  like  those  of  the  dove ; after  the 
last  drop  of  your  blood  shall  be  poured  out,  and  your  mangled 
body  consumed  by  the  flames  of  charity  on  the  altar  of  the  Cross  ; 
then  indeed  you  shall  rise  more  glorious  from  your  ashes  : you 
shall  triumph  over  sin  and  death ; and,  like  the  dove,  you  shall 
wing  your  way  towards  heaven,  and  repose  for  ever  in  the  bosom 
of  your  own  eternal  Father. 

But  let  us  now  behold,  in  solemn  silence,  the  bloody  sacrifice  : 
Christ  suffering  in  his  body  shall  be  the  object  of  your  attention, 
after  having  once  more  saluted  the  Cross — on  this  day  the  terror 
of  conquered  Hell,  and  triumph  of  victorious  Heaven. 

c 
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Second  Ipoint. 

“ It  is  not  sufficient,”  says  the  learned  Tertullian,  “ that  the 
sinner,  in  expiation  of  his  crimes,  should  suffer  the  internal  pangs 
of  the  mind  alone.  It  is  also  necessary  that  his  bodily  members, 
which  have  been  the  instruments  of  sin,  should  likewise  he  made 
to  feel  the  severe  lashes  of  an  avenging  justice.  The  mind,  by  its 
consent  to  anything  unlawful,  first  transgresses ; consequently,  it 
should  first  suffer ; but  the  body,  that  is  obedient  to  the  dictates 
of  the  corrupted  mind,  and  executes  its  rebellious  decrees,  should 
not  he  permitted  to  pass  by  unpunished.”  Such  is  the  beautiful  and 
exact  reasoning  of  the  great  Tertullian,  and  presently  you  will 
see  it  fulfilled  in  the  sufferings  of  your  Divine  Redeemer. 

Do  not  expect,  my  brethren,  that  I can  follow  closely  the  literal 
narrative  of  the  Passion,  as  related  by  the  Holy  Evangelists.  No  ; 
their  histories  are  so  simply  beautiful,  that  to  attempt  an  imitation, 
would  argue  the  height  of  arrogance  in  me.  And,  indeed,  as  you 
have,  on  the  annual  return  of  this  tragic  day,  repeatedly  heard  them 
from  the  altar,  I shall  only  select  such  passages  as  may  most 
forcibly  strike  your  wounded  imagination,  and  show  in  the  clearest 
light,  the  depth  of  the  malice  of  sin. 

We  shall,  therefore,  be  now,  for  a few  moments,  the  afflicted 
spectators  of  a Man- God  suffering,  for  our  sake,  the  eternal  punish- 
ment of  sin,  in  the  various  stages  of  a cruel  flagellation, — a more 
cruel  coronation, — and  the  most  cruel  crucifixion ! 

Pontius  Pilate,  the  Roman  President  of  Judea,  before  whom 
Jesus  had  been  dragged  by  an  infatuated  mob,  and  accused  of 
being  “ an  enemy  to  Caesar,”  saw  plainly,  that  it  was  the  envy  of 
the  Pharisees  that  bribed  Judas  to  betray  him,  and  stimulated  the 
populace  to  call  for  his  blood.  Terrified  also  by  the  troublesome 
dreams  of  his  wife,  he  wished  to  have  nothing  to  do  in  this  tragic 
affair,  and  empowered  the  Jews  to  judge  the  prisoner  according 
to  their  own  laws.  But  they,  learned  in  the  ways  of  evil,  pro- 
tested against  the  measure,  saying,  that  their  conscience  and  re- 
ligion forbade  them  to  condemn  any  man.  It  is  not  lawful  for  us 
to  kill  any  man. 

0 malicious  Jews!  0 deep-dyed  hypocrites!  do  you  vainly 
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imagine  that  the  guilt  of  a pagan  judge  will  make  you  inno- 
cent ? 

If  it  be  murder  to  condemn  the  Immaculate  Lamb  of  God, 
is  it  not  equally  murder  to  bribe  witnesses  against  him,  and  to 
force  the  judge,  by  clamorous  menaces,  to  destroy  him  ? Pilate 
asks  our  Saviour  what  crime  he  is  guilty  of ; but  he  is  silent — he 
answers  not.  But  the  Jews,  animated  by  the  Scribes  and  Phari- 
sees, cry  aloud,  “ He  is  guilty  of  death.”  Such  is  the  effect  of 
that  infamous  passion  of  envy,  which  realises  phantoms,  changes 
into  crimes  the  most  laudable  actions,  and  stamps  the  most  noble 
acts  of  virtue  with  the  detestable  guilt  of  vice.  Notwithstanding 
the  loud  cries  of  the  mob,  the  poor  infidel  judge  makes  his  last 
effort  to  save  our  Redeemer ; not  willing,  at  the  same  time,  to 
offend  his  persecutors. 

There  was  a custom  amongst  the  Jews,  in  honour  of  the  feast 
of  the  Passover,  to  free  a prisoner  at  the  choice  of  the  people. 
At  that  time,  he  had  in  custody  a notorious  robber  named  Barab- 
bas,  who  was  guilty  of  murder.  He  supposed  this  fellow’s  crimes 
were  so  enormous  as  to  render  him  unworthy,  not  only  of  mercy, 
but  even  of  compassion.  He  was  by  birth  obscure,  by  profession 
a villain,  a nuisance  to  his  country,  and  the  shame  of  the  age. 
Thus,  by  proposing  so  infamous  a malefactor,  the  temporising 
Pilate  thought  there  could  be  no  doubt  or  debate  about  the  choice, 
and  that  in  this  unparalleled  case,  envy  would  give  way  to  justice. 

How  miserably,  however,  did  he  find  himself  disappointed, 
when  he  heard  them  all  vociferating,  “ Release  to  us  Barabbas, 
and  let  Christ  be  crucified !”  Never,  surely,  was  there  a more 
unreasonable  choice  than  the  present.  Never  did  envy  appear 
more  violent,  nor  injustice  so  barefaced ! And  thou,  0 my 
afflicted  soul ! whose  releasement  dost  thou  desire  ? Thy  com- 
passion, no  doubt,  would  deliver  Jesus  ; but  thy  sins  cry  louder, 
“ Let  him  be  crucified  !” 

O Eternal  Father  ! will  you  save  a wretched  slave,  and  crucify 
your  own  Son  ? Nay,  even  my  dear  Saviour  himself  demands 
with  eagerness  the  deliverance  of  Barabbas.  To  redeem  me,  to 
redeem  all  of  us,  you  will  sacrifice  yourself,  and  die  on  a cross, 
that  we  may  live  eternally  hereafter.  You  are,  therefore,  O Jesus  ] 
doomed  to  die  by  the  voices  of  heaven  and  earth,  by  the  justice 


of  your  Father,  by  the  obedience  you  owe  him,  and  by  your  love 
for  us. 

We  condemn  the  vile  conduct  of  the  Jews,  in  the  preference 
given  to  Barabbas.  We  cannot  read  this  passage  without  horror 
and  astonishment ; but  do  we  consider,  that  while  they  are  guilty 
of  suicide,  of  the  murder  of  a God  by  sin,  they,  at  least  the 
greater  part  of  them,  were  ignorant  of  his  Divinity  ? otherwise, 
they  would  not  have  preferred  Barabbas  to  him.  Whilst  we,  who 
firmly  believe  that  he  is  God,  and  adore  him ; we,  who  hope  to 
be  saved  by  his  merits,  or  fear  to  be  damned  by  the  rigours  of 
his  justice ; we — oh,  how  melancholy  to  think  ! — prefer  Barabbas, 
nay,  things  ten  times  more  vile  and  execrable,  to  our  all-sufficient 
God! 

We  indulge  our  unbridled  passions,  we  gratify  our  sensual  ap- 
petites, at  the  expense  of  conscience  and  reason.  We  heap  up 
treasures  on  the  ruins  of  our  neighbour,  and  too  often  sleep 
in  the  embraces  of  a more  notoriously  infamous  character  than 
Barabbas. 

How  many  now-a-days,  slaves  to  the  passion  of  avarice,  repeat 
with  the  perfidious  Judas,  “ What  will  you  give  me,  and  I will 
betray  Jesus  Christ  to  you  ?”  I will  betray  my  friend  ; I will  sell 
his  interest,  and  turn  his  confidence  in  me,  to  his  own  ruin  and 
destruction.  What  will  you  give  me,  say  those  horrid  wretches 
who  make  a trade  of  peijury,  and  I will  swear  whatever  you 
please  ? I will  swear  against  the  evidence  of  my  own  eyes ; I 
will  pronounce  the  sentence  of  my  own  damnation  ? What  will 
you  give  me,  and  I will  betray  the  duties  of  my  state  and  my 
profession ; I will  sell  honour,  justice,  honesty,  conscience,  and 
humanity ; I will  sell  you  my  country,  my  friends,  my  body, 
my  soul,  and  my  salvation  ? Come  up  to  my  price,  and  money 
shall  be  the  purchase  of  all  imaginable  crimes ! 

Oh  ! ye  robed  mighty  ones  of  earth,  who  steer  the  helm  of 
justice,  how  often  are  your  honest  judgments  led  astray  by  such 
knavery  ! Too  often  are  you  forced,  like  the  temporising  Pilate, 
to  sacrifice  your  feelings,  and  to  stab  your  honour,  in  order  to 
appear  friends  to  Caesar,  or  “ the  powers  that  be.” 

Too  often  are  your  unbiassed  hearts  influenced  by  the  cries  of 
more  than  Jewish  malice;  the  studied  malice  of  legal  monsters. 
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who  have  destroyed  the  simplicity  of  justice,  in  order  to  establish 
anjnfamous  traded  of  fraud  and  chicanery  on  the  ruins  of  injured 
equity. 

For  money  they  swear,  for  money  they  lie,  for  money  they 
sacrifice  all.  Wretches,  whose  jetty  garments  are  white  as  the 
snowdrop  when  compared  with  the  raven  dye  of  their  more  than 
blackened  hearts.  Ah ! yes ; too  often  do  we  behold  in  this 
world  the  evidence  of  a Judas,  the  counsel  of  a Pharisee,  and  the 
vile  compromise  of  a Pilate. 

Too  often  is  Barahhas  preferred  to  Jesus.  But  the  Scriptures 
must  be  fulfilled,  and  the  terrific  history  of  Christ’s  Passion  must 
be  told  for  our  use  and  improvement. 

Pilate,  seeing  that  nothing  can  operate  compassion  on  the  flint- 
hearted  Jews,  resolves  to  deliver  him  up  to  their  cruelty,  after 
having  first  whipped  him  severely,  according  to  the  Roman  law, 
which  (as  St.  Jerome  observes)  condemns  the  criminal  first  to  be 
whipped,  and  then  crucified;  or  (as  St.  Augustine  more  chari- 
tably remarks)  Pilate  wished  by  this  means  to  save  Jesus  from 
death.  “ Now,”  says  Pilate,  “ sons  of  Israel,  behold  the  Man  !” 
Surely  your  revenge  must  now  be  appeased  ? Oh  ! my  brethren, 
had  you  viewed  your  dear  Redeemer  when  tied  to  the  pillar, 
naked  and  exposed  to  the  rabble  of  Jerusalem,  your  hearts,  over- 
charged with  grief,  would  burst  from  your  bodies. 

He  now  agonises  under  the  muscular  arm  and  leaden  whip 
of  a powerful  ruffian.  He  is  not  struck  dead  with  a blow, 
but  his  skin  grows  all  piebald  with  contusion  and  cicatrice.  By 
turns,  he  is  cut  with  a scourge  of  knotted  cords,  and  bruised 
with  a shower  of  blows  of  a heavy  cudgel,  and  a wild  soldiery, 
with  blows  and  stripes,  assail  the  welted  back  of  the  tortured 
Jesus.  Wounds  and  gashes  by  piecemeal  reduce  his  body  to  a 
skeleton.  The  sharp  pang,  the  enduring  smart,  the  exhaustion, 
the  weariness,  and  the  knotty  bonds,  which  lacerate  the  holy 
body  of  our  half-murdered  Lord  ! Listen  to  leaden  scourges 
whistling  through  the  air,  anxious  to  lay  open  the  tender  flesh 
of  my  dear  Saviour.  There,  see  the  blood-besmeared  executioner 
stretching  forth  his  strong  and  brawny  arm  to  tear  asunder  his 
delicate  frame.  Hear  how  the  lashes  resound  on  his  mangled 
body.  See  how  the  livid  flesh  flies  in  large  fragments  on  every 
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side.  Hear  the  mournful  groans  of  your  martyred  Saviour. 
Hearken  to  the  deep  sighs  that  he  sends  forth  from  his  fainting 
heart,  whilst  his  surrounding  enemies  exult  in  his  misfortunes, 
and  mingle  their  shouts  with  his  moans.  They  vie  with  each 
other,  in  succession,  to  wield  the  lashes,  and  the  blood  that 
streams  from  every  vein,  only  adds  strength  to  their  arms. 

Blow  succeeds  blow,  wound  to  wound,  shout  to  shout ; not  an 
atom  of  flesh  is  left  on  his  back.  His  shoulders  are  opened  and 
torn  asunder.  “ All  his  bones,”  says  the  Prophet,  “ they  have 
reckoned.”  “Many  dogs  have  surrounded  me,”  says  our  Saviour 
by  the  mouth  of  the  Royal  Psalmist ; “ they  opened  their  mouths 
on  me,  like  the  lion  in  the  wilderness.” 

The  jealous  brother  of  the  young  Joseph  had  compassion  on 
his  sufferings  when  buried  in  the  cave;  the  flames  of  the  fur- 
nace of  Babylon  are  extinguished  in  favour  of  the  three  Hebrew 
youths ; the  lions  spared  Daniel  in  their  den ; but  my  enemies, 
worse  than  lions,  are  comforted  in  my  affliction.  I expected 
somebody  that  would  grieve  with  me,  and  there  was  none  that 
would  comfort  me,  there  was  not  one. 

Well,  indeed,  had  the  Prophet  Isaias  said,  “We  have  seen 
him,  a man  of  sorrows ; we  have  thought  him,  as  it  were,  a leper, 
and  as  one  struck  by  God.”  What  a striking  and  frightful  com- 
parison ! 

Ah  ! sensual  sinners,  consider  your  dear  Redeemer  in  this  dis- 
mal condition.  Ye  libertines,  who  range  through  every  round 
of  pleasure;  ye  gluttons,  who  refuse  nothing  to  pamper  your 
sinful  bodies ; come  and  behold  “ this  Man  of  Sorrows,”  this 
tortured  victim  of  your  intemperance  and  sensuality.  It  is  you 
who  have  thus  disfigured  him ; it  is  you  who  have  thus  torn  him ; 
it  is  you  who  have  thus  crimsoned  him  with  blood,  and  rendered 
him  an  object  of  so  much  horror  ! 

The  Jews,  finding  no  spot  untouched  in  his  whole  body  where- 
on to  exercise  the  lash,  resolved  to  expose  the  King  of  kings  to 
public  ridicule  and  derision  ! After  covering  his  mangled  frame 
with  coarse  clothes,  they  now  violently  tear  them  from  his  back, 
and  carry  away  all  the  remaining  bits  of  flesh,  and  thus  horribly 
widen  all  his  wounds  ! 0 heavens ! what  cruelty  ! How  these 

inhuman  monsters  sport  with  the  feelings  of  nature  ! There, 
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trembling,  bleeding,  tortured,  agonizing,  the  naked  Jesus  stands ! 
A reed  is  given  him  as  a sceptre,  a red  rag  as  the  mock  garment 
of  royalty ; and  instead  of  the  brilliant  diadem,  a crown — and, 
oh ! what  a crown  ! — a crown  of  thorns  is  placed  on  his  head. 
We  know  not  what  number  of  thorns  composed  the  ignominious 
crown,  as  the  Scriptures  are  silent  on  this  head.  But  if  we  con- 
sult the  book  of  Leviticus,  wherein  are  to  be  found  so  many  ex- 
pressive figures  of  the  Passion  of  Christ,  we  may,  perhaps,  be 
enabled  to  form  some  faint  idea  of  their  number.  The  law  of 
Moses  commanded,  in  case  of  the  transgression  of  any  precept, 
that  certain  animals,  according  to  the  nature  of  the  offence, 
should  be  offered  to  the  Lord,  and  that  during  the  ceremony,  the 
delinquents  should  place  their  hands  on  the  head  of  the  victim. 
Now,  as  it  was  impossible  that  all  the  people  could  touch  the  vic- 
tim at  the  same  time,  it  was  ordered  that  a certain  number  of  the 
elders  should  be  chosen  to  represent  the  whole  body.  Now,  my 
brethren,  we  are  all  the  transgressors  of  the  law ; Christ  is  the  vic- 
tim that  is  to  be  offered  here,  and  by  means  of  the  thorns,  they  place 
our  hands  on  his  head.  “ The  thorns,”  says  the  ingenious  and 
illustrious  expositor,  and  Doctor  of  the  Church,  St.  Thomas  of 
Aquinas,  “ could  not  be  as  many  in  number  as  sinners  ; but  we 
must  suppose  a sufficient  number  to  represent  the  sins  of  the 
world ; and  as  Christ  had  chosen  seventy-two  disciples  as  repre- 
sentatives of  the  whole  body  of  the  faithful,  we  may  rationally 
conclude  that  the  number  of  thorns  which  pierced  the  head  of 
our  Lord  was  not  less  than  seven ty-two and  these  (as  St. 
Vincent  Ferrer  observes)  were  not  common  thorns,  but  thick, 
hard,  long,  and  pointed  stumps.  This  is  the  crown,  0 brethren, 
which,  in  his  awful  Passion,  adorns  the  head  of  your  Jesus ! They 
press  it  hard  on  his  skull,  which  is  bored  in  several  places.  They 
then  pluck  them  up,  and  with  heavy  hammers  beat  them  back 
again  in  different  directions.  Some  pass  through  the  brain, 
others  pierce  the  ears,  some  penetrate  the  nostrils,  whilst  others 
burst  through  his  eyes  with  intensity  of  pain. 

O horrid  spectacle ! O revolting  sight ! Come  forward,  sin- 
ners, to  view  the  enormity  of  your  crimes.  Come  forward,  and 
behold  the  Man  ! View,  0 ambitious  and  sensual  ones,  to  what 
condition  you  have  reduced  a God  ! Come  forward,  ye  daughters 
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of  pleasure,  ye  women  of  the  world,  view  that  head  pierced  with 
thorns,  to  expiate  the  vanity  of  those  seductive  ornaments,  with 
which  you  decorate  your  haughty  brows.  Behold  that  face,  all 
livid,  pale,  and  disfigured,  which  once  beamed  with  the  glories 
of  Thabor’s  transfiguration ! Come  forward,  ye  voluptuous, 
proud,  and  vindictive  Christians,  and  learn  from  your  Christ,  to 
“be  meek  and  humble  of  heart.”  Come  forward,  in  short,  ye 
profaners  of  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  in  the  blessed  Sacrament  of 
his  love ; learn  from  the  example  of  the  Jews,  the  terrible  judg- 
ments that  await  your  profanations  and  sacrileges  ! 

They  called  for  the  death  of  Christ,  and  “ that  his  blood  might 
be  on  them,  and  upon  their  children.”  They  have  obtained  their 
request,  and  ever  since,  have  been  wandering  vagrants,  despised 
by  all  men,  and  dispersed  through  every  region  of  the  earth ! O 
my  God ! may  your  blood  fall  upon  us,  hut  not  as  on  the  Jews  ; 
— not  for  our  reprobation,  hut  for  our  justification,  to  wash  away 
the  stains  of  our  sins,  to  penetrate  us  with  a lively  and  heartfelt 
sorrow  for  having  committed  them,  and  doomed  you  to  die  on 
a cross  amidst  the  deepest  agony ! 

Yes,  Jesus  is  at  length  delivered  up  to  be  crucified  ; and  now, 
my  soul,  accompany  your  dear  Lord  on  his  way  to  Calvary,  and 
you,  my  Christian  brethren,  join  me  in  the  mournful  train. 

You  have,  perhaps,  often  seen  unfortunate  criminals  conducted 
to  capital  punishment ; you  have  witnessed  with  what  compas- 
sionate attention  their  most  trifling  wants  are  attended  to;  the 
ministers  of  death  endeavouring  as  far  as  possible  to  sweeten  the 
hitter  draught,  and  the  humanity  of  all  ranks  and  degrees  of  peo- 
ple, at  variance,  as  it  were,  with  the  hard  and  disagreeable  neces- 
sity of  public  justice.  But  nothing  of  this  attention,  this  com- 
passion is  manifested  at  the  execution  of  the  innocent  Jesus  ! He 
is  dragged  along  with  most  inhuman  violence.  The  cross  on  which 
he  is  to  suffer  is  laid  on  his  tortured  shoulders,  and  a thousand 
bleeding  wounds,  from  the  merciless  stripes  he  received,  do  not 
at  all  plead  in  his  favour,  to  alleviate  the  few  remaining  moments 
of  his  life.  Behold  him,  sighing  and  panting  for  breath,  amidst 
this  barbarous  rabble,  who  thirst  after  his  blood,  each  vieing  to 
be  the  executioner.  The  hard  and  heavy  pangs  of  death  begin 
to  invade  his  frame.  He  falls  at  every  step,  and  is  raised  only 
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with  blows.  No  friend  to  comfort  him;  no  kind,  compassionate 
eye  to  shed  a tear  over  his  complicated  misery.  But  yes ; the  holy 
women  who  followed  him  to  Calvary,  mingled  their  tears  with  his 
groans ; but  he  desires  them  “ not  to  weep  over  him,  but  over 
themselves  and  their  children,”  who  were  shortly  to  perish  under 
the  ruins  of  Jerusalem. 

He  is  now  arrived  at  the  mountain-top.  The  executioners  sur- 
round him,  armed  with  nails  and  hammers.  They  seize  him,  and 
throw  him  down  on  the  cross  ; one  drags  his  legs,  another  his 
arms ; one  furnishes  the  nails,  another  hammers  them  through 
his  delicate  members.  Our  Divine  Saviour  is  fastened  to  the  cross, 
and  with  him,  the  decree  of  our  condemnation  ! Stretched  at  full 
length,  weltering  in  his  blood,  crowned  with  thorns,  bruised  with 
bulfets,  torn  with  whips,  the  Saviour  of  the  world  is  raised  on 
high,  amidst  the  loud  cries  of  the  joyful  multitude,  and  placed 
between  two  thieves,  the  one  on  his  right,  and  the  other  on  his 
left  side.  * 

Now  it  is,  that  his  darling  and  immaculate  Mother  gets  a view 
of  him.  Frantic,  she  penetrates  through  the  crowd ; she  embraces 
the  cross ; she  lifts  her  fond  arm  to  sustain  his  weight ; she  kisses 
him,  and  kisses  the  fatal  wood,  a thousand  times.  She  looks 
upwards  to  her  dying  Son,  and  a thousand  shrieks  accompany 
these  looks ; till,  at  length,  exhausted,  she  bows  her  head,  and 
the  blood  of  her  Son  and  her  tears  flow  in  one  common  stream 
over  the  hill  of  Calvary — around  and  down  the  cross  ! She  is 
torn  away  by  the  guards.  She  still  turns  to  view  him,  the  dearest, 
holiest,  divinest  object  of  her  affection ! She  listens  to  the  voice 
of  her  dear  Son,  praying  to  his  Father  for  his  enemies : “ Father, 
Father,  forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do  !”  Alas  ! 
passion  blinds  them.  They  neither  see  my  innocence,  which  they 
torture,  nor  my  divinity,  which  they  blaspheme.  They  forget  or 
despise  thy  justice,  which  they  provoke. — “ Forgive  them,”  then, 
at  my  request,  “for  they  know  not  what  they  do.” 

O transcendant  goodness  ! O excess  of  charity ! O amiable 
spirit  of  forgiveness  ! how  lovely  dost  thou  not  appear  in  our 
crucified  Jesus  ! How  noble,  how  exalted,  how  every  way  wor- 
thy of  our  imitation  ! His  prayer  was  heard,  for  many,  return- 
ing from  this  horrid  scene,  retired  with  compunction,  striking 
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their  breasts,  and  saying,  “ Oh ! this  was  indeed  the  Son  of  God  !” 
But  now  the  pangs  of  death  begin  to  invade  his  disjointed  frame. 
A deadly  paleness  overspreads  his  face  ; his  soul  prepares  to 
leave  his  tortured  body ; and  gathering  his  wasted  spirits,  he  cries 
out,  “ Consummatum  est ,” — all  is  finished ! As  if  he  said.  The 
prophecies  have  been  fulfilled,  for  my  life  has  hung  before  my 
eyes  ; the  figures  have  been  realised,  for  the  true  Isaac  this  day  is 
sacrificed.  The  wrath  of  my  Father  is  at  length  appeased  ; man, 
the  dear  object  of  all  my  cares,  is  redeemed.  I die  in  peace  ! 

And  bowing  his  sacred  head,  He  expires  ! — All  nature  is 
strangely  convulsed  at  the  death  of  Jesus.  The  stones,  that  can- 
not weep,  break  in  pieces, — break  in  pieces  for  sorrow  ; the  ada- 
mantine rocks  are  instantly  rent  asunder ; the  sepulchres  fly 
open;  the  dead  arise  and  walk  about  in  all  the  various  shapes  of 
horror.  “ The  veil  of  the  temple  is  rent  from  top  to  bottom/’ 
The  sun,  retiring  behind  a thick  and  gloomy  cloud,  mourns  the 
death  of  its  Master.  In  short,  all  nature  proclaims,  in  eloquent 
silence,  that  Christ  is  no  more  ! 

And  are  we,  my  brethren,  more  insensible  than  rocks,  more 
stupid  than  inanimate  beings  ? O Heavens  ! can  this  possibly 
be  the  case  ? Are  you  as  yet  unmoved  ? Yes,  not  only  unmoved, 
but  even  determined  to  crucify  Jesus  over  again  ! 0 inhuman 

monsters  ! have  I thus  laboured  in  vain  ? No  ; I cannot  persuade 
myself  to  this.  But  should  you,  unfortunately,  he  so  hard-hearted 
as  to  meditate  a second  crucifixion,  by  the  commission  of  sin,  let 
me  plead,  as  the  people  of  Israel  one  day  did  in  favour  of  Jona- 
thas,  who  was  a figure  of  Christ.  This  young  hero,  after  return- 
ing victorious  from  the  defeat  of  the  Philistines,  was  condemned 
by  his  father,  Saul,  to  die,  for  having  tasted  some  honey  as  he 
marched  along,  which  was  contrary  to  the  law.  The  people,  on 
hearing  the  sentence,  are  astonished ; they  crowd  round  the  king, 
and  with  open  arms,  beg  of  him  to  revoke  the  sentence.  “What,” 
say  they,  “ 0 Sire  ! shall  Jonathas,  who  so  bravely  fought  for  the 
safety  of  Israel,  who  has  rendered  such  services  to  the  nation,  he 
condemned  to  die  ?”  Such  I would  repeat  to  you,  hardened  sin- 
ners. Shall  Christ,  who  conquered  not  only  the  proud  Philistines, 
but  also  the  demons  of  darkness,  who  worked  the  salvation  of  all 
Israel, — shall  he  be  crucified  again  by  your  sins  ? Ah  ! no,  my 
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brethren.  As  Saul  revoked  the  decree  of  death  at  the  request  of 
his  army,  so  I hope  that  you  will,  at  my  advice,  recall  this  impi- 
ous sentence.  Oh  ! had  you  seen  all  he  suffered  for  you,  you 
would  hearken  to  his  voice,  and  not  only  repent,  but  abandon  sin 
for  ever. 

Raise  your  eyes,  then,  and  behold  a lively  image  of  Christ  cru- 
cified. See  him  here,  not  like  Jonathas,  with  his  clothing  covered 
with  dust,  but  naked,  and  stript  of  his  garments ; not  refreshed 
like  him  with  honey,  but  drenched  with  bitter  gall ; not  moist- 
ened with  sweat,  but  covered  with  blood ; not  crowned  with  lau- 
rels, but  pierced  with  thorns  ; view  his  side,  not  ornamented  by 
a sword,  but  opened  by  a lance ; see  his  hands,  his  feet,  not  fa- 
tigued in  the  fight,  but  bored  with  nails ; view  his  entire  body, 
one  wide  and  bloody  wound  ! 

Ah ! weep  then,  my  brethren,  over  the  sufferings  of  Jesus  ; ap- 
proach that  sepulchre  where  he  lies,  with  his  arms  extended  to 
receive  you.  With  sighs  and  tears  appear  before  him,  and  in  the 
words  of  the  Penitent  David,  exclaim,  “ Miserere  mei “Have 
mercy  on  me,  0 Lord ! according  to  thy  great  mercy,  and  accord- 
ing to  the  multitude  of  thy  tender  mercies,  blot  out  mine  ini- 
quity !”  Amen,  amen. 
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A SERMON 

ON  THE 

FIRST  SUNDAY  OF  LENT. 


I say  to  you,  there  shall  be  joy  in  heaven  upon  one  sinner  doing  penance,  more 
than  upon  ninety-nine  just,  'frho  need  not  penance. — St.  Luke,  xv,  7. 


If  the  works  of  penance  are  to  he  proportioned  to  ouii  transgres- 
sions, they  never  should  be  more  multiplied,  nor  more  strictly  per- 
formed, than  in  those  “ evil  days,”  when  irreligion,  impiety,  and 
other  enormous  crimes,  the  most  likely  to  irritate  the  Lord,  and 
excite  his  vengeance  on  the  guilty,  are  increased  to  such  a lamen- 
table extent,  as  to  make  the  pastors  of  the  Church  and  every 
zealous  Christian  dread  the  Almighty  wrath  by  the  most  marked 
effects  of  his  provoked  indignation. 

Our  holy  Mother,  the  Church,  during  the  sacred  time  of  Lent, 
clothes  her  altars  and  ministers  with  mourning  weeds.  Silence 
and  sadness  have  taken  the  place  of  mirth  and  joy,  and  she  min- 
gles her  songs  of  praise  with  the  cries  of  penitential  supplications, 
in  order  to  put  us  in  mind  of  our  religious  duties,  of  piety,  prayer, 
and  mortification.  These  days  of  sorrow  should  be  devoted  to 
meditation,  prayer,  and  penance,  in  order  to  prepare  ourselves  to 
sanctify  the  Lent  in  a manner  becoming  the  followers  of  the  hum- 
ble Jesus. 


But  do  we  hear  the  voice  of  our  tender  Mother,  calling  us  to 
repentance  ? Alas  ! do  not  many  Christians  pervert  the  intention 
of  the  Church  by  changing  the  days  preceding  Lent,  which  are 
intended  as  a preparation,  into  a carnival  of  riot  and  debauchery  ? 
Do  they  not  lavish  their  precious  hours  in  infamous  intrigues,  in 
fraudulent  pursuits,  in  banqueting,  gluttony,  and  libertinage  ? 
Where  are  the  hours  that  are  given  to  God  ? Where  are  the  hours 
that  are  employed  in  public  and  domestic  prayer  ? Where  are  the 
moments  that  are  spent  in  the  sanctification  of  the  soul  ? Alas  ! 
although  the  Church  of  God,  and  even  the  sacred  volumes  of 
Scripture,  are  constantly  and  clearly  enforcing  our  duties  on  these 
heads,  yet,  how  few  follow  their  dictates  ? 

If  we  hear  the  voice  of  the  Church,  what  attention  do  we  pay 
to  her  holy  admonitions  ? Whilst  among  some  the  voice  of  the 
Church  is  the  subject  of  contempt  and  raillery,  even  amongst  the 
many  who  profess  obedience  to  her  authority,  how  few  really  are 
guided  by  her  spirit ! And  whilst  Christians  neglect,  infidels  de- 
ride. As  to  the  pages  of  Revelation,  they  are  considered  by  our 
modern  freethinkers  but  as  “ the  fabulous  records  of  holy  imposi- 
tion, or  the  luxuriant  produce  of  an  intoxicated  fancy.” 

Now,  to  hear  a scanty  service  on  a Sunday,  of  less  than  half 
an  hour’s  duration — and  the  Lord  knows  with  what  dispositions — 
and  spend  the  remainder  of  the  day  in  dress,  in  idle  parties, 
and  visits  of  pleasure,  often  in  calumny,  in  scandal,  and  every 
vicious  and  dissipating  occupation,  is  sanctifying  the  Sunday  in  a 
very  rational  manner  ! To  say,  now-a-days,  that  mortification  is 
absolutely  necessary  to  the  Christian,  in  order  to  appease  the  an- 
ger of  Heaven  and  humble  our  pampered  flesh,  and  that  the  fast 
of  Lent  is  not  a mere  political  institution,  but  a sacred  ordinance, 
would  be  laughed  at  by  all  such  libertines,  as  “ the  vile  offspring 
of  prejudice  or  unenlightened  bigotry.” 

O ye  favourites  of  Heaven,  holy  anchorites  of  the  desert,  why 
did  you  persevere  in  punishing  your  poor  frames  by  all  the  aus- 
terity of  penance  ? If  the  glory  of  Sion  is  to  be  purchased  on 
such  pleasing  terms  as  our  modern  sceptics  set  forth,  why  did  you 
live  amongst  wolves  and  tigers  ? Why  feed  on  the  herbs  of  the 
field,  or  drink  of  the  simple  waters  of  the  brook,  if  Heaven 
knows  no  distinction  between  thy  humble  fruits,  and  the  luxuriant 
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viands  of  extravagance  ? Why  sleep  under  the  canopy  of  an  in- 
clement sky,  if  the  favour  of  the  Almighty  can  he  as  easily,  and 
much  more  comfortably  courted  in  the  gilded  habitation  of  indo- 
lence and  ease  ? 0 generous  souls,  I own  I had  nearly  accused 

you  of  folly  in  thus  torturing  yourselves  ! But,  oh ! how  do  your 
rigours  reproach  the  delicacy  of  those  polluted  times,  when  men 
professing  to  be  the  disciples  of  the  divine  Jesus,  seem  to  prefer 
the  momentary  interest  of  their  corruptible  bodies  to  the  eternal 
interest  of  their  immortal  souls  ! The  unenlightened  disciples  of 
Mahomet,  whose  religious  system  seems  to  be  but  a tissue  of  idle 
absurdities,  are  yet  to  be  admired,  however  mistaken,  for  their 
stubborn  attachment  to  their  principles.  We  are  informed  by  a 
high  authority,  that  during  their  fasts,  which  occur  often  in  the 
year,  they  refrain  from  all  feastings,  and  live  chiefly  upon  bread, 
salt,  and  vinegar,  and  drink  but  water  from  the  barren  rock  ! 
Again,  we  are  told  that  the  Nestorians,  Euty chians,  Armenians, 
and  other  sectaries  in  the  East,  although  separated  from  the 
Catholic  Church  ever  since  the  fifth  or  sixth  century,  yet  have 
always  agreed  with  Catholics  in  this  point.  Nay,  Protestant 
travellers  tell  us,  that  the  Christians  in  the  East  cannot  believe 
any  to  be  Christians,  but  such  as  observe  this  venerable  aod  re- 
vered' law,  which  has  been  obeyed  through  all  ages,  by  all  na- 
tions in  which  the  Christian  religion  has  been  planted,  as  the  learn- 
ed Dr.  Sharpe,  an  eminent  Protestant  divine,  candidly  and  inge- 
nuously confesses.  Is  it  not,  therefore,  shameful,  Catholics  of  the 
present  day,  that  so  venerable  a portion  of  our  holy  discipline 
should  seem  burdensome  to  you,  who  glory  in  being  the  descend- 
ants of  the  noble  champions  of  Christianity  ? Is  it  not  base  for 
us  to  seek  excuses  to  dispense  with  our  obligation,  as  ancient  as 
the  sacred  records  of  our  holy  religion  ? 

Believe  me,  dearly  beloved  followers  of  Christ,  for  any  one  who 
is  able,  and  subject  to  the  precept  of  observing  the  fast  of  Dent, 
and  wilfully  refuses  to  keep  the  command,  it  is  to  exclude  himself 
from  the  number  of  the  children  of  God;  it  is  to  declare  himself 
a rebel  against  the  Church,  by  trampling  her  precepts  under  his 
feet,  deserting  the  standard  of  Christ,  and  the  army  of  God. 
Our  obligation  of  doing  penance,  our  advancement  in  sanctity  and 
spiritual  strength,  should  make  us  be  anxious,  wdth  joy,  to  lay 


hold  of  this  holy  season  of  sanctification.  Yes ; “ this  is  a time 
in  which/’  as  St.  Bernard  observes,  “ our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  as- 
saults the  devil  and  his  angels  in  a general  engagement ; and  bless- 
ed are  those  who,  under  such  a Captain,  fight  manfully,  and  con- 
quer the  legions  of  hell.” 

But  let  us  consider,  for  a few  moments,  the  advantages  arising 
to  us  from  fasting  and  mortifying  our  sensual  appetites,  accord- 
ing to  the  spirit  of  the  Church.  Shall  barbarians,  who  make  the 
gratification  of  sensual  appetites  one  of  the  principal  tenets  of 
their  belief,  behave  on  certain  occasions  more  conformable  to  the 
rules  of  reason  and  morality,  than  Christians,  who  profess  a life 
of  most  perfect  sanctity  and  self-denial  ? Shall  those  who  aim  at 
following  a crucified  Saviour,  and  have  their  lives  squared  by  the 
rigid  maxims  of  the  Gospel,  yet  indulge  themselves  in  all  the  ex- 
cesses of  this  corrupted  age — excesses  which  both  reason  and  re- 
ligion condemn  at  all  times,  but  particularly  in  this  holy  season, 
when  they  should  blush  for  shame,  whilst  they  seem  to  dispose 
themselves  for  the  observance  of  Lent,  by  sacrificing  at  the  un- 
holy shrine  of  gluttony  and  unchristian  festivity  ? 

Ah  ! dearly  beloved  brethren  in  Christ  Jesus,  in  the  name  of 
God,  then,  in  pity  to  the  blood  of  your  Redeemer,  in  compassion 
for  your  own  inestimable  souls,  which  cost  him  so  dearly,  resolve 
to  change  your  conduct  for  a wiser  course,  and  live  according  to 
the  spirit  of  his  holy  law. 

I shall  endeavour,  in  a short  discourse,  to  compendiate  or  epi- 
tomise the  almost  innumerable  arguments  in  favour  of  the  institu- 
tion, the  obligation,  and  the  advantages  of  mortification  during  the 
season  of  Lent,  which  has  commenced. 

As  the  subject  is  of  the  highest  importance,  I request  your 
most  serious  attention  ! 

0 eternal  and  most  bountiful  God  ! Fountain  of  all  wisdom, 
and  Source  of  the  most  tender  mercy ! enable  me,  I beseech  thee, 
to  instruct  this  thy  Christian  people  in  the  high  importance  of  pen- 
ance, as  the  great  means,  after  Baptism,  of  obtaining  salvation  ; 
or  rather,  thou,  my  God,  vouchsafe  to  make  them  feel  it,  that 
thus  they  may  be  as  anxious  to  be  saved,  as  thou  art  graciously 
solicitous  to  save  all  mankind. — Hail  Mary,  dtc . 
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“ Be  ye  afflicted  now  and  mourn  ; let  your  laughter  be  turned 
into  weeping,  and  your  mirth  and  joy  into  sighs  of  repentance. 
Humble  yourselves,  in  short,  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord,  in  these 
penitential  days.”  This  was  the  advice  of  the  great  Tertullian  to 
the  Christians  of  the  third  century.  “ Let  the  rich  especially, 
and  those  who  live  delicately,  deny  their  appetites,  in  this  holy 
Lent,  keep  a slender  table,  and  give  alms  liberally,  in  order  to 
satisfy  for  their  extravagant  excesses  during  the  remainder  of  the 
year,”  says  the  learned  and  illustrious  Father,  St.  Ambrose,  in 
his  third  Sermon  on  Abstinence.  These,  I consider,  are  good 
authorities  in  proof  of  the  antiquity  of  abstinence  in  general,  and 
of  Lent  in  particular.  “Fasting  in  itself,”  says  the  Protestant 
Bishop,  Dr.  Beveridge,  a learned  theologian  in  his  way,  “no  one 
can  deny  to  be  a virtue  and  a becoming  religious  duty ; and  to  fast 
by  precept  and  at  regular  times,  as  Catholics  do,  cannot  be  liable  to 
any  censure,  since  God  himself  enforced  a regular  and  yearly  fast 
in  the  Jewish  law,  as  we  read  in  the  16th  chapter  of  Leviticus. 
Moses,  appointed  by  God,  to  be  the  legislator  of  the  Jews,  fasted 
forty  days,  to  prepare  himself  to  converse  with  God,  as  we  are  told 
in  the  9th  chapter  of  Deuteronomy.  The  holy  prophet  Elias,  be- 
fore he  would  proceed  with  the  great  work  of  the  Lord  on  his 
arrival  on  Mount  Horeb,  also  fasted  forty  days,  an  act  most  ac- 
ceptable to  Heaven.” 

That  fasting  and  penance  were  always  deemed  a most  powerful 
means  of  preventing  the  divine  judgment  and  of  obtaining  pardon 
of  sins,  is  still  clearer  from  various  passages  of  the  sacred  oracles 
of  God. 

After  the  Ninivites  had,  by  their  great  crimes  and  abominations, 
insulted  Heaven  and  excited  its  vengeance,  which  was  ready  to 
fall  upon  their  guilty  heads,  at  the  preaching  of  Jonas,  the  Pro- 
phet, they  believed  in  God,  and  observed  an  austere  fast,  in  order 
to  disarm  his  wrath  and  humble  themselves.  Hence,  the  sacred 
volume  declares,  that  “ they  fasted  and  prayed,”  and  “ did  pen- 
ance in  sackcloth  and  ashes,”  and  obtained  mercy.  We  are  also 
told,  that  David,  in  a similar  manner,  to  appease  the  Lord,  and 
obtain  His  pardon  for  his  many  sins  and  scandals,  prayed  con- 
stantly for  mercy,  and  put  on  sackcloth,  and  humbled  his  soul 
by  fasting. — ( Psal . xxxiv,  13). 
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Thus  we  see,  that  the  Patriarchs,  the  Prophets,  and  other  holy 
men  of  ancient  times,  recommended  to  add  to  the  interior  sorrow 
of  the  heart  for  sin,  the  outward  works  of  prayer,  fasting,  and 
almsdeeds  ; or,  as  the  great  Tobias  says,  “ Alms  are  good,  with 
prayer  and  fasting.”  Hence,  the  Prophet  Joel  (ii,  12)  says,  in 
the  name  of  the  Lord,  “ Now,  therefore,  be  converted  to  me  with 
all  your  heart,  in  fasting,  and  in  weeping,  and  in  mourning add- 
ing, “ Who  knoweth  but  that  the  Lord  will  return  and  forgive  ?” 

Thus,  we  see  the  law  of  nature  and  the  written  law  consecrated 
by  a fast  of  forty  days  in  the  person  of  Moses,  and  that  of  the 
Prophets  by  Elias.  And  to  show  the  double  alliance  with  these, 
as  exemplified  in  the  Transfiguration,  with  Christ,  their  Head, 
“ the  law  of  grace  and  mercy”  by  Christ  was  ushered  in,  in  a 
similar  manner,  by  a fast  of  forty  days,  as  solemnly  set  forth  by 
himself  in  person.  Thus,  he  not  only  commenced  his  preaching, 
like  John  the  Baptist,  with  setting  forth  “ the  necessity  of  pen- 
ance,” (St.  Matt.,  iii,  2,  8,  and  St.  Mark , i,  4) ; but,  “ when  he 
had  fasted  forty  days  and  forty  nights,  he  was  afterwards  hungry,” 
and  met  the  devil  by  saying,  “ It  is  written,  man  shall  not  live 
by  bread  alone,  but  by  every  word  that  proceedeth  out  of  the 
mouth  of  God.” — (St.  Matt.,  iv,  2,  4).  Hence,  this  divine  ex- 
ample was  enforced  and  practised  by  the  Apostles,  and  enforced 
upon  his  followers,  in  order  that  these  three  different  phases,  or 
states  of  religion,  might  each  give  its  sanction'  to  fasting  and 
mortification,  and  they  should  receive  a sanction  from  them  all. 

The  Church,  therefore,  by  a prudent  and  holy  zeal,  calls  on 
all  her  children  to  unite  their  forces,  and  fight  the  battle  of  sal- 
vation, under  the  great  Captain  of  our  spiritual  warfare,  by  re- 
sisting the  devil,  and  imitating  His  quadragesimal  fast,  accord- 
ing to  our  situation  in  life,  and  to  the  fullest  extent  of  our  weak 
abilities. 

So  deeply  has  been  the  sense  of  this  religious  duty  of  fasting 
imprinted  on  the  minds  of  men,  through  all  ages  and  nations, 
that  most  sects  of  pagans  and  infidels,  as  St.  Cyril  of  Alexandria 
remarks,  considered  it  as  a homage  paid  to  the  Supreme  Deity. 
Yes ; the  heathens,  in  most  parts  of  the  world,  ascribe  a most 
powerful  religious  virtue  to  fasting,  which  notion  they  must  have 
certainly  derived  from  the  patriarchal  religion.  St.  Jerome  con- 
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founds  the  heresiarch,  Jovinian,  who  denied  the  virtue  of  fasting 
and  abstinence,  by  the  example  of  the  ancient  Egyptian  priests, 
who  abstained  from  flesh,  eggs,  milk,  and  wine,  on  certain  days, 
in  order,  as  he  says,  to  restrain  the  lust  of  sensual  pleasures, 
and  to  preserve  their  minds  free  from  the  fumes  of  intemperance. 

Eaustus,  the  Manichean,  in  my  opinion,  gives  the  most  de- 
cided proof  of  the  antiquity  of  the  fast  of  Lent,  whilst  he  en- 
deavours to  strengthen  the  erroneous  opinions  of  his  own  sect  by 
the  practice  of  Catholics.  “ You  keep  one  Lent,"  says  he,  writ- 
ing to  the  great  luminary  of  the  Christian  world,  St.  Augustine, 

“ abstaining  from  wine  and  flesh  meat,  without  superstition, 
which  has  been  a law  with  your  earliest  forefathers ; why,  then, 
not  allow  us  to  keep  three  Lents , since  the  greater  the  abstinence, 
the  more  extensive  the  merit  ?”  A wily  argument  indeed.  But 
the  great  St.  Augustine  instantly  saw  into  its  fallacy,  and  thus 
replied  : “ We  do  not  blame  your  fasting  three  Lents ; hut  we 
condemn  your  motives  in  so  doing.  To  abstain  with  a proper 
intention , and  to  subdue  the  flesh  for  the  spiritual  advantage  of 
the  soul,  is  the  duty  of  a Christian  and  a Catholic ; hut  to  re- 
frain from  any  meats  upon  the  persuasion  that  they  are  un- 
clean, or  not  created  by  God,  (as  the  Manicheans  believed),  is 
the  doctrine  of  lying  devils,"  as  St.  Paul  has  declared  long  since. 
From  this  concise  and  beautiful  answer  of  the  great  African 
Doctor,  we  may  clearly  understand,  that  it  is  merely  to  mortify 
our  inclinations  and  rebellious  passions,  that  our  holy  Mother, 
the  Church,  by  the  example  and  command  of  Christ  and  his  holy 
Apostles,  has  preserved  the  institution  of  Lent ; and  it  is  equally 
evident,  from  the  expressions  of  Faustus,  that  this  institution  is 
as  ancient  as  Christianity,  or  our  great  forefathers  in  the  faith. 
In  short,  if  we  trace  the  religious  observance  of  Lent  through 
every  age  from  our  time,  we  shall  find  it  clearly  mentioned  in  the 
Councils  and  in  the  ecclesiastical  writers  of  every  age,  up  to  the 
very  first  century. 

Hence,  Daille,  the  celebrated  Calvinist  minister,  who  writes 
warmly  against  the  propriety  of  this  fast,  allows,  however,  that 
it  was  universally  established  in  the  Church  at  the  conclusion  of 
the  third  century.  But,  if  we  consult  St.  Ambrose,  St.  Gregory 
Nazianzen,  and  the  famous  Theophilus  of  Alexandria,  we  shall 
find  its  origin  in  apostolic  tradition. 


It  is,  therefore,  most  venerable  for  its  antiquity,  for  the  univer- 
sality of  its  observance,  and  for  its  manifold  spiritual  advantages. 
Thus  far  in  support  of  the  fast  of  Lent,  against  the  followers 
of  the  impious  Calvin.  But  what  do  the  followers  of  Luther 
say?  They,  indeed,  generally  allow  the  fast  of  Lent  to  be  of 
primitive  antiquity,  but  they  cannot  persuade  themselves  that  it 
ever  was  a strict  precept  of  obligation.  Certainly,  my  beloved 
brethren,  we  do  not  pretend  to  say  that  the  particular  details  of  the 
fast  of  Lent,  no  more  than  other  apostolic  precepts  handed  down 
by  tradition,  are  distinctly  stated  in  the  volumes  of  Sacred  Scrip- 
ture, although  the  doctrines  of  fasting,  mortification,  and  pen- 
ance, are  repeated  in  almost  every  page  even  of  the  written  word. 
But  we  contend  for  it,  that  the  testimony  of  the  most  holy  and 
enlightened  Fathers  and  writers  of  Christianity,  from  the  earliest 
days,  places  beyond  all  doubt,  that  this  solemn  fast  of  Lent  was 
considered  in  all  ages  of  the  most  strict  obligation.  St.  Basil 
declares  in  express  terms,  that  “ whosoever  is  able  to  keep  this 
fast,  and  breaks  it,  will  be  arraigned  for  this  transgression  before 
Him  who  is  the  Legislator  of  fasts.”  Tertullian,  at  a still  earlier 
period,  although  once  a Montanist,  or  one  who  believed  no  fast 
to  be  binding,  but  merely  of  free  choice,  yet  afterwards  lamented 
his  error,  and  peremptorily  declared,  that  “ to  fast  on  other  days 
is  a remedy  against  sin,  but  not  to  fast  in  Lent,  is  absolutely  a 
sin.  He  who  fasts  at  other  times  shall  obtain  pardon ; but  he 
who  is  able,  and  does  not  fast  on  these  days,  shall  suffer  punish- 
ment.” 

The  great  Origen  is  full  on  not  only  the  necessity  of  fasting 
in  general,  but  on  that  of  the  universality  and  obligation  of  Lent 
in  particular.  In  some  copies,  the  following  words  of  the  before- 
named  great  St.  Basil,  upon  this  universal  observance  of  Lent, 
are  attributed  to  bim.  Doubtless,  they  reecho  his  sentiments. 
“ Fast  because  thou  hast  sinned,”  says  St.  Basil,  “ and  fast  to  pre- 
vent the  danger  of  falling  into  sin.  It  is,  therefore,  to  be  con- 
sidered as  a part  of  penance,  by  which  we  satisfy  for  past  sins, 
and  it  is  also  an  antidote  against  future  sin,  or  relapses,  and 
makes  us  victorious  over  all  our  spiritual  enemies.”  Again,  in 
his  Homily  on  the  fast  of  Lent,  he  says,  “ There  is  no  island, 
no  continent,  no  city,  no  nation,  in  which  this  fast  is  not  pro- 
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claimed  : armies,  travellers,  sailors,  merchants,  although  far  from 
home,  everywhere  hear  the  solemn  promulgation,  and  receive  it 
with  joy.  Let  no  one  exclude  himself  from  the  number  of  those 
who  fast,  in  which  all  men,  of  every  age,  of  whatever  rank  or 
dignity,  are  comprised.  Angels  draw  up  the  lists  of  those  who 
fast.  Take  care  that  your  angel  puts  down  your  name.  Desert 
not  the  standard  of  your  religion.”  “ Sin  must  he  punished,’* 
as  St.  Austin  often  says,  “ either  in  this  world,  by  our  voluntary 
choice,  or  far  more  severely  in  the  next,  by  the  outraged  justice 
of  the  offended  Deity.” 

It  is  evident,  then,  from  those  unquestionable  authorities,  and 
from  many  others  that  might  be  cited,  but  are  here  too  tedious  to 
mention,  that  the  quadragesimal  fast  has  been  considered  by  the 
Church  from  her  infant  days,  as  strictly  binding  on  her  children, 
and  that  such  as  did  not  observe  it,  she  not  only  censured,  but 
severely  punished,  as  appears  from  the  69th  of  the  Apostolical 
Canons,  where  it  is  declared,  “ That  if  any  Bishop  or  Priest 
does  not  fast  the  forty  days  of  the  Passover,  let  him  be  deposed ; 
but  if  he  be  a layman,  let  him  be  excommunicated.” 

Need  I dwell,  my  brethren,  on  the  relaxations  that  have  taken 
place  in  the  discipline  of  the  fast  of  Lent,  and  on  the  permission 
now  given,  owing  to  a variety  of  causes,  for  the  use  of  flesh 
meat  on  certain  days,  formerly  prohibited  ? But  all  this  must 
convince  you,  still  more,  of  the  necessity  of  observing  the  fast 
and  abstinence,  now  so  moderate,  and  of  supplying  the  deficiency 
with  increased  prayer,  almsdeeds,  and  a penitential  spirit. 

Much  as  we  should  esteem  external  penance,  sorrow  of  heart 
for  having  offended  God,  and  a resolution  of  not  only  avoiding 
sin,  but  all  its  occasions,  for  the  future,  must  be  our  predomi- 
nant feeling.  This  great  fast  from  sin,  therefore,  must  be  the 
foremost  object  of  our  souls.  “ A man  who  fasteth  for  his  sins," 
says  the  Lord,  “ and  doth  the  same  again,  what  doth  his 
humbling  profit  him  ? Or  who  will  hear  his  prayer  ?” — Ecclus., 
xxxiv,  31. 

We  must  fast  in  reference  to  the  heart,  to  the  tongue,  to 
the  hands,  to  the  feet,  and  to  the  whole  body,  mind,  and  soul. 
We  must  avoid  all  sin  whatever.  We  must  put  on  the  real  gar- 
ment of  penance,  in  order  to  satisfy  the  offended  majesty  of 
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God,  and  remove  his  provoked  indignation.  We  must,  to  give 
joy  to  the  inhabitants  of  heaven,  assimilate  ourselves  to  them 
by  prudence,  justice,  temperance,  fortitude,  piety,  and  the  fear 
of  the  Lord.  We  must  avoid  drunkenness,  lust,  envy,  gluttony, 
pride,  covetousness,  and  sloth,  and  every  sin  which  excludes 
from  heaven. 

You,  fathers  and  mothers,  must  show  by  your  example  to 
your  children  and  domestics,  that  you  are  really  converted  to  the 
Lord.  You  must  not  only  avoid  your  former  sins  and  scan- 
dals, but  attend  to  your  religious  duties  during  this  holy  season. 
You  must  let  the  pleasure  of  the  theatre  give  place  to  prayer, 
meditation,  and  pious  reading.  Instead  of  a silly  tragedy  that 
so  much  hitherto  occupied  your  attention,  your  whole  mind  must 
now  be  taken  up  with  the  terrible  tragedy  of  mortal  sin,  and 
the  awful  punishments  that  await  it. 

If  the  fictitious  and  the  romantic  have  drawn  tears  from  your 
eyes  and  sighs  from  your  hearts,  you  must  now  sigh  and  weep 
sincerely  at  having  your  souls,  which  were  made  to  the  image 
of  God,  made  types  of  iniquity  and  slaves  of  the  devil,  fitted 
for  the  residence  of  the  damned  by  the  daggers  of  hell  and  the 
powers  of  sin. 

Beware,  my  brethren,  not  to  be  lulled  asleep  by  your  enemies 
in  this  life,  and  those  of  your  happiness  in  the  next.  An  eternity 
of  misery  may  follow  if  you  unhappily  neglect  the  present  op- 
portunity of  securing  salvation  by  a salutary  repentance.  How 
many  are  running  to  the  brink  of  eternity,  wild  with  despair, 
who,  if  penitent,  might  die  saints,  and  enjoy  everlasting  happi- 
ness ! But  what  have  I said  ? No ; you  will  not  follow  such 
unhappy  mortals.  You  will  not  enter  “the  house  of  eternity” 
laden  with  the  burden  of  your  sins,  unconfessed  and  unrepented  ! 
You  know  you  cannot  find  mercy  at  the  hands  of  God  if  you 
do  not  sincerely  repent  of  your  mortal  sins,  and  make  due  atone- 
ment for  them.  For  Christ  emphatically  declares,  “ unless  you 
do  penance,  you  shall  all  likewise  perish.”  Yes;  he  will  con- 
demn you  to  dwell  in  the  torments  of  hell,  if  you  do  not,  by 
sincere  Christian  conversion,  escape  God’s  vengeance,  and  the 
fire  of  his  wrath  ! 

But  oh ! forbid  it,  great  God,  that  any  of  you  here  should  per- 


severe  in  your  sins,  or  cease  too  late,  by  a fruitless  repentance, 
to  live  as  Christians  ! 

Let  all  Catholics  become  sensible  of  the  high  dignity  to  which 
they  are  called.  Let  them  remember,  before  time  ends  and  eter- 
nity commences,  that  they  should  be  sensible  of  their  past  folly, 
and  humble  themselves  before  the  Almighty,  in  the  language  of 
the  Prophet,  “ to  loose  the  bands  of  iniquity”  ( Tsaias , lviii,  6), 
and  render  their  fasts  acceptable  to  God,  and  obtain  his  pardon 
and  mercy.  “ Be  converted  to  me,”  saith  the  Lord,  “ with  all  your 
heart,  and  with  fasting,  with  weeping  and  with  mourning.”  Hence, 
when  the  hardened  people  saith  to  the  Lord,  “ Why  have  we 
fasted,  and  thou  hast  not  regarded  ? Why  have  we  humbled 
our  souls,  and  thou  hast  taken  no  notice  ?”  ( Tsaias , lviii,  3); 
he  answers,  “ Behold,  in  the  day  of  your  fast,  your  own  will  was 
found,”  (their  own  vile  selfishness  and  uncharitableness).  Hence, 
he  tells  them  what  they  must  add  to  fasting : “ Deal  thy  bread 
to  the  hungry,  and  bring  the  needy  and  harbourless  into  thy 
house ; when  thou  shalt  see  one  naked,  cover  him,  and  despise 
not  thy  own  flesh.  Then  shalt  thou  call,  and  the  Lord  shall 
hear ; thou  shalt  cry,  and  he  will  say,  Here  I am.” — Ibid.,  7,  9. 
Hence,  St.  Gregory  says,  “ It  will  be  in  vain  for  us  to  hope 
for  pardon,  whilst  our  unfeeling  heart  and  other  crimes  rise  up 
in  judgment  against  us,  and  convict  us  loudly  of  impenitence.” 
We  must,  then,  examine,  confess,  and  abandon  all  sins — sins 
of  malice,  hatred,  and  revenge;  sins  of  frailty,  indolence,  and 
neglect ; sins  against  God,  our  neighbour,  and  ourselves ; those 
sins  which  unfortunately,  during  a long  life,  may  be  more  nume- 
rous than  the  hairs  of  our  head,  whilst  our  good  works  are  com- 
paratively nothing,  or  unfrequent. 

Whilst  we  then  stand  upon  the  brink  of  the  grave,  and  that 
eternity  seems  to  open  before  us,  let  us  not  set  at  nought  the 
mercy  of  God.  Ah ! my  brethren,  let  us  not  be  doomed  to 
senseless  apathy,  whilst  the  thunders  of  God’s  justice  threaten 
us.  Let  us  settle  our  account  with  our  chief  creditor,  “ whilst 
we  are  in  the  way”  of  making  retribution,  whilst  “ this  is  the 
acceptable  time,  whilst  these  are  the  days  of  salvation,”  as  the 
Apostle  of  the  gentiles  says.  “ It  is  terrible,”  he  adds,  “ to  fall 
into  the  hands  of  the  living  God”  in  a state  of  sin  or  impeni- 
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tence.  If  we  have  been  negligent  in  observing  the  fast  of  Lent, 
and  the  other  fasts  of  the  Church,  we  have  failed  in  one  special 
part  of  the  grand  and  important  work  of  our  salvation.  Let  * 
us,  then,  cry  out  with  the  penitent  David,  “ I will  declare  my 

iniquity,  and  think  of  my  sin Have  mercy  on  me,  0 God, 

according  to  thy  great  mercy,  and  according  to  the  multitude 

of  thy  tender  mercies  blot  out  my  iniquity I did  eat  ashes 

like  bread,  and  mingled  my  drink  with  weeping Night  and  day, 

I have  watered  my  couch  with  my  tears,  and  I have  made  hair- 
cloth my  garment.” 

Remember,  my  brethren,  that  owing  to  the  increased  depravity 
of  the  great  bulk  of  Christians,  and  to  other  causes,  there  has 
been  of  late  much  relaxation  in  the  former  rigorous  and  salutary 
austerities  practised  for  so  many  ages,  and  prescribed  by  the 
Church  during  the  Lent.  The  unexampled  dearness  of  food, 
and  also  the  peculiar  privations  of  Catholics  here,  have  induced 
the  chief  Pastor  to  yield  to  the  pressure  of  circumstances,  and 
made  the  Prelate  of  this  diocese  allow  his  beloved  flock  permission 
to  eat  flesh  meat  on  Sundays,  Mondays,  Tuesdays,  and  Thursdays, 
of  Lent,  at  dinner.  His  request  is,  however,  that  a portion  may 
be  boiled,  that  soup  and  wholesome  food  may  be  given  to  the 
poor,  for  whose  relief  the  relaxation  is  specially  intended.  The 
Prophet  Isaias,  reproving  the  avaricious  during  their  fast  (as  we 
have  seen),  calls  upon  them  to  “break  their  bread  to  the  hungry, 
and  bring  the  needy  and  forlorn  into  their  house.”  And  in  the 
same  sense,  Ecclesiasticus  says,  “ Stretch  forth  thy  hand  to 
the  poor,  that  thy  expiation  and  thy  blessing  may  be  perfected.” 
— Ecclus .,  vii,  36. 

Let  us  daily  mourn  and  lament  and  satisfy  for  our  sins ; sins 
in  every  stage  of  our  existence ; sins  in  thought,  in  word,  and 
in  action;  sins,  in  short,  multiplied  every  day.  Hitherto,  my 
brethren,  what  penance  have  we  performed  to  merit  felicity,  or 
secure  our  eternal  salvation  ? Let  us  be  roused  frotn  our  lethargy. 
Let  us  hasten  to  make  up  our  final  accounts,  for  in  a very  short 
time  we  shall  be  no  more.  What  a dreadful  thing  it  is  to  fall  un- 
preparedly into  the  arms  of  death,  from  whence  there  is  no  re- 
turning or  retreating  ! As  we  have  been  hitherto  most  shamefully 
negligent,  let  us  now  be  determined  to  commence  the  work  of 
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our  salvation  by  penitence,  prayer,  fasting,  and  mortification. 
Let  us  say  with  David,  “I  will  humble  my  soul  with  fasting.” 
Let  me  for  ever  abandon  my  licentious  conduct,  and  pray  for 
that  “ contrite  and  humble  heart  which  the  Lord  will  not 
despise.” 

To  your  prayer  and  fasting,  add  almsdeeds ; for  mercy  to  the 
poor  is  most  acceptable  at  this  holy  season.  But,  my  brethren, 
your  especial  duty  is  to  “ hunger  and  thirst  after  justice,”  that 
“justice,  without  which  no  one  can  see  God.”  As  you  have 
for  years  devoted  yourselves  to  the  service  of  the  world,  for  ever- 
more devote  yourselves  to  the  service  of  God.  Remember,  in  the 
words  of  my  text,  that  “ the  Angels  of  heaven  rejoice  more 
over  one  sinner  that  doth  penance,  than  over  ninety-nine  who 
need  not  penance.”  Take,  therefore,  courage,  and  have  com- 
fort;  that,  if  truly  penitent,  you  will  give  Heaven  joy  and  God 
delight.  Take  care  also  to  avoid,  for  the  future,  sin  of  every  de- 
scription. Let  this  Lent  be  a preparation  for  Easter,  that  you 
may  truly  rise  with  Christ.  Prepare  for  death.  Think  of  judg- 
ment, hell,  and  heaven.  Reflect  on  the  horrors  of  the  damned, 
and  upon  the  glories  of  the  blessed.  Implore  the  intercession 
of  the  Saints,  especially  of  her  who  is  the  “ Queen  of  Saints,” 
that  you  may  ever  be  here  truly  living  members  of  the  Church 
militant,  and  become  for  ever  members  of  the  Church  eternal 
and  triumphant  in  the  heavens ! 

O Lord  God ! to  thee  we  cry.  Vouchsafe,  we  beseech  thee, 
that,  complying  with  thy  grace,  we  may  so  live  and  so  die,  as 
to  be  rewarded  by  thee  and  with  thee  for  ever.  Amen. 
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A SERMON 


ON 

BEHALF  OF  ORPHANS. 


“ Behold,  now  is  the  acceptable  time  ; now  is  the  dajT  of  salvation.” — 2 Cor.  vl,  2. 


J oyful  are  the  tidings  of  which  I am  this  day  the  charitable 
messenger.  Our  salvation,  Christian  brethren,  is  nearer  than  we 
expected  ! The  night  is  passed  ; the  day  is  at  hand.  Yes  ; this 
very  day  of  Advent  tells  us  to  he  big  with  expectation,  for  the 
dark  or  hidden  meanings  of  prophetic  speech  are  shortly  to  be 
unravelled.  Real  presence  will  fill  with  glory  symbolic  space, 
for  now  “ the  royal  sceptre  of  the  house  of  David”  is  swayed  by 
a foreign  hand.  The  expectation  of  nations,  Christ,  the  Messiah, 
■will  in  a few  days  enter  into  the  world,  and  by  the  bright  glare  of 
his  Divine  presence,  the  dark  clouds  of  ignorance  and  error,  which 
have  kept  us  ingulfed  in  the  mire  of  corruption  for  so  many  ages, 
will  he  scattered,  as  by  a whirlwind,  in  the  tempest.  The  gates 
of  heaven  will  once  more  lie  open  to  “ the  banished  sons  of 
Eve,”  and  the  sad  remains  of  a rebellious  Adam  will  again  enter 
the  garden  of  Eden,  the  land  of  delight,  the  haven  of  eternal 
bliss.  Hail,  then,  everlasting  Light ! Eternal  Son  of  the  living 
God  ! Hail,  thrice  hail ! O happy  day  ! 0 moment  of  joy  ! 
Heavens  ! what  do  I now  behold  ? How  different  is  the  scene  ! 
T thought  to  be  the  messenger  of  comfort  with  the  Epistle  of 
this  day,  hut  alas ! I must  he  the  bearer  of  wo,  by  following 
the  unerring  light  of  this  morning’s  Gospel.  Strange,  indeed, 
are  the  signs  which  now  present  themselves  to  my  astonished 
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eyes.  The  full-orbed  sun,  which  a few  moments  hence  beamed 
with  meridian  splendour,  emits  not  a single  ray,  and  his  bright 
garment  is  now  exchanged  for  the  gloomy  horrors  of  the  mid- 
night shade.  The  borrowed  light  of  the  moon  has  already  de- 
scended into  Egyptian  darkness,  and  serves  no  longer  as  a guide 
to  the  nocturnal  traveller.  The  refulgent  stars  tumble  from  their 
spheres,  and  reel  in  horrible  confusion ; the  noisy  thunder  rolls 
dreadful  through  the  vast  regions  of  air  ; and  the  earth  trembles 
to  her  foundation  at  the  agitating  shock.  The  glittering  light- 
nings flash  incessantly  from  the  equator  to  the  poles,  and  strike  to 
death  the  arctic  and  antarctic  savage.  Created  existence  is  all  con- 
vulsed, and  bids  the  world  prepare ; and  agonising  nature,  groan- 
ing with  her  weight,  descends  to  primeval  chaos.  Bright  amidst 
universal  darkness,  the  Angel  of  the  Lord  appears,  and  with 
the  shrill  voice  of  the  trumpet,  calls  on  all  mankind,  and  sum- 
mons them  to  judgment:  “Arise,  arise!”  The  yawning  graves 
give  up  their  obedient  dead.  The  great  valley  is  now  prepared 
by  the  fiat  of  Omnipotence,  and  compassion  and  mercy  retire  sad 
from  the  field,  while  justice  claims  her  rights,  and  sways  alone 
the  sceptre  of  dominion. 

Where  now  are  the  Caesars  and  Alexanders,  the  Cleopatras 
and  Jezabels,  the  Platos  and  the  Senecas  ? Where,  alas ! is 
fled  the  glory  of  the  world  ? Where  is  now  tyrant  ambition  ? 
Where  effeminate  sensuality  ? Your  days  are  over ! Wise  and 
great  ones  of  the  world,  your  boasted  philosophy  can  no  longer 
lull  to  false  repose  your  injured  consciences.  You  who  waded 
through  the  blood  of  the  poor,  to  possess  and  feast  on  their 
patrimony,  read  now  the  black,  the  dire  list  of  your  crimes,  in 
the  oppression  of  the  unprotected  widow  and  the  starving  or- 
phan. You,  glutted  offspring  of  vice,  who  revelled  under  the 
roof  of  voluptuous  ease,  and  smiled  in  the  cruelty  of  your  aban- 
doned hearts  o’er  the  misery  of  the  naked  garret,  or  pestilential 
cellar,  how  must  not  your  leaden  heart  be  now  torn  asunder, 
how  dreadfully  must  your  soul  be  harrowed,  at  the  sight  of  your 
dark  designs,  now  developed  and  exposed  to  your  insulting 
enemies ! Once  the  slaves  and  victims  of  your  passions,  they 
are  now  called  with  a consoling,  tender  voice,  to  the  happy  abodes 
of  immortality;  while  you.  with  a troubled  brow,  an  internal 


hell  flaming  in  your  soul,  must  hear  a dreadful,  a harrowing  sen- 
tence. Begone,  yes,  begone  from  me  for  ever,  from  heaven,  from 
my  Angels  and  Saints,  begone,  and  lie  buried  in  penal  fire  with 
the  condemned  flock  of  perdition  ! Now  it  is  that  the  living 
members  of  Christ  shall  be  separated  from  the  dead,  the  just 
man  from  the  sinner;  one  is  elected,  the  other  reprobated.  Hu- 
mility now  triumphs  over  pride,  tranquillity  over  impatience, 
modesty  over  sensuality,  sobriety  over  drunkenness,  piety  over  ir- 
religion,  and  persecuted  poverty  now  laughs  at  proud,  ungenerous 
opulence.  The  wicked  father  must  bid  an  eternal  adieu  to  his 
virtuous  son,  the  adulteress  mother  must  blush  before  her  un- 
blemished daughter,  the  fratricidal  Cain  will  be  condemned  in 
presence  of  the  slaughtered  Abel,  Jacob  will  be  separated  from 
Esau,  Isaac  from  Ismael,  the  chaste  Susanna  from  polluted 
Bersabee,  an  innocent  David  from  a treacherous  Saul,  and  the 
black-hearted  minister  of  the  altar,  the  stooping  hypocrite,  from 
the  charitable  and  truly  zealous  servant  of  the  Lord.  Where 
now,  ambition,  are  all  thy  swelling  titles,  thy  gaudy  liveries  of 
prostituted  integrity,  purchased  by  the  most  flagitious  crimes, 
supported  by  the  blood  of  famishing  thousands  ? Begone  ! your 
seat  is  on  the  left.  Where  now,  O sensuality  ! are  fled  thy  lasci- 
vious pleasures  ? where  dwell  thy  wanton  harlots,  on  whose  luxu- 
rious lap  you  dreamed  of  past  intrigues,  while  locked  in  the  me- 
retricious arms  of  concupiscence,  and  only  awoke  to  sacrifice  anew 
the  rights  of  God,  the  dictates  of  reason,  the  pungent  stings  of 
your  choked  conscience ; to  sacrifice,  I say,  every  tender  feeling 
of  nature,  every  sentiment  of  honour  and  honesty,  at  the  un- 
hallowed shrine  of  hellish  impurity  ? Ah  ! offspring  of  vice, 
your  giddy  circle  is  run  out,  your  day  is  past,  never  to  return. 
Judgment  now  awaits  you!  Begone;  go  now  and  enjoy  your 
harlots  in  the  gloomy  mansion  of  perdition.  Covetous  man,  you 
who  thought  to  quench  your  more  than  hydropical  thirst  with 
the  gilded  waters  of  Mammon ; who,  borne  on  the  unwearied 
pinion  of  avarice,  passed  from  Africa’s  heats  to  the  ice  of  Green- 
land in  search  of  gold,  and  returned  laden  with  the  treasures  of 
the  East  to  fill  your  rusty  coffers.  You  who  sucked  the  blood 
of  the  orphan,  who  fed  on  the  bowels  of  the  rifled  widow,  come 
now,  the  trumpet  of  justice  hails  your  safe  arrival  in  the  land  of 
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Josaphat : your  thousands  will  not  now  serve  to  bribe  the  wrath 
of  injured  Heaven.  The  voice  of  the  orphan,  the  shrieks  of  the 
widow,  calling  on  Divine  Justice  to  condemn  their  cruel  oppres- 
sor, will  harrow  up  your  guilty  soul,  and  send  you,  black  with 
despair,  to  dwell  in  eternal  darkness. 

Oh  ! of  this  enough.  I will  no  longer  torment  your  wounded 
imagination  with  the  melancholy  picture  of  the  last  day ; hut  at 
least,  my  brethren,  as  desirous  of  the  salvation  of  every  individual 
in  this  Christian  assembly,  permit  me  to  exhort  you  to  a timely 
preparation,  that  you  may  not  wither  through  fear  at  the  approach 
of  judgment.  Cast  off,  then,  I beseech  you,  on  this  day,  with 
St.  Paul,  “ cast  off  the  works  of  darkness,  and  put  on  the  armour 
of  light.”  Fear  God  and  his  judgment.  Let  not  this  fear,  how- 
ever, be  a mere  servile  fear,  which  is  insufficient  for  salvation  ; but 
let  it  be  blended  with  the  divine  virtue  of  charity,  the  love  of  God 
and  our  neighbour.  As  “ avarice  (according  to  the  Apostle)  is  the 
root  of  every  evil,”  so,  charity  is  the  source  of  every  virtue  : with- 
out it  we  cannot  be  Christians ; without  it  we  cannot  be  virtuous 
citizens,  much  less,  faithful  servants  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Of  charity,  therefore,  I intend  to  speak ; I will  briefly  describe 
its  nature,  and  the  happy  consequences  of  its  influence,  and  may 
God  warm  the  hearts  of  my  hearers,  to  become  the  guardians  of 
the  poor  and  fatherless,  the  protectors  of  these  forlorn  children, 
who  seem  already,  with  the  sweet  smiles  of  poverty,  with  the  ten- 
der tear  of  gratitude,  to  thank  me  for  exposing  their  wants,  and 
you  all,  my  brethren,  for  generously  delivering  them  from  the 
wintry  blasts  of  famine  and  infamy.  Fear  not,  my  children  ; de- 
pend on  me  as  far  as  my  power  permits,  and  may  Heaven  inspire 
my  audience  to  bless  the  cause  of  innocence  and  distress.  Queen 
of  Angels ! we  beseech  your  powerful  intercession,  while  we  greet 
with  Gabriel,  in  the  sincerity  of  our  hearts.  Hail  Mary,  (See. 

Alas ! I am  already  lost  in  confusion,  and  scarcely  one  ray  of 
hope  cheers  my  desponding  soul.  What ! raise  my  voice  in  favour 
of  the  poor  of  Jesus  Christ,  at  this  day  of  irreligion  and  univer- 
sal depravity,  when  the  spirit  of  Christian  benevolence  is  choked 
up  in  the  dark  den  of  civil  and  religious  factions,  which  have  al- 
ready stamped  the  mark  of  disgrace  on  this  our  native  land,  and 
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what  purpose  do  I recommend  the  divine  virtue  of  charity,  when 
that  spirit  which  naturally  resides  in  the  heart  of  man,  even  in 
the  wildest  state  of  savage  nature,  seems  now  to  be  totally  extin- 
guished, and  banished  from  this  frigid  clime  ? When  the  oblivion 
of  our  Eternal  Father,  and  the  oppression  of  our  neighbour,  are 
the  divine  precepts  set  forth  by  the  religion  of  the  day,  founded 
on  the  visionary  basis,  on  the  irrational,  incoherent  principles  of 
unsystematical  deism,  and  the  dark  designs  of  selfish,  intriguing, 
unchristian  scribblers  ; when  virtue  is  oppressed  and  vice  reward- 
ed ; in  short,  when  the  entire  mass  of  Christians  have  buried  every 
consideration,  temporal  and  eternal,  of  God  and  of  their  neigh- 
bour, in  the  unsanctified  grave  of  self-interest  and  greedy  avarice, 
what  can  we  expect  ? To  what  purpose,  I repeat,  do  I raise  my  voice, 
when  little  hopes  can  be  entertained  of  cheering  the  cold  heart  of  the 
hungry  orphan  with  a morsel  of  bread,  or  exchanging  the  tattered 
weeds  of  distress  for  a warmer  garment  ? 0 irreligion  of  the  day,  O 
cruel  insensibility ! O uncharitable,  unchristian  sons  of  Christian- 
ity ! Yet,  when  I look  around  me,  and  behold  so  many  assembled 
here,  in  order  to  increase  the  store  of  oppressed  poverty,  my  con- 
gealed heart  is  warmed  with  the  rays  of  expectation,  and  joy  once 
more  bids  me  not  despair ; nay,  to  hope  for  the  flow  of  mercy  ! 

Yes,  if  I mistake  not,  in  this  numerous  congregation,  I behold 
my  Christian  brethren  of  different  denominations,  who,  drowning 
religious  prejudice  in  the  zeal  of  compassion,  charitably  yield  to 
the  claims  of  nature,  and  anxiously  seek  to  alleviate  the  distresses 
of  suffering  humanity  in  all  the  tenderness  of  consoling  and  con- 
doling sympathy.  So  pleasing  a sight  compels  me  to  imagine  my- 
self transported  for  a moment  to  the  sacred  dwelling  of  the  disci- 
ples of  our  Lord,  when  they  eagerly  expected  in  Jerusalem  the 
descent  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  There,  the  Parthian  and  the  Arabian, 
the  African  and  the  Asiatic,  the  Roman  and  the  Egyptian,  joined 
hand  in  hand,  and,  filled  with  the  Holy  Spirit,  sung  forth,  “ the 
wonderful  works  of  God.”  Here,  in  this  holy  temple,  we  will  all, 
such  as  we  are,  offer  together  our  sacrifices  at  the  shrine  of  Cha- 
rity. We  all  expect  salvation  through  the  merits  of  the  same  cru- 
cified Jesus ; we  are  all  consecrated  to  God  by  the  same  baptism  ! 
The  holy  ashes  of  our  Creed  shall  be  deposited  in  the  urn  of  cha- 


rity,  nor  shall  they  be  ventilated  by  the  ungenerous  blasts  of  wild 
bigotry  or  fanatical  superstition,  whilst  “ charity  rejoiceth  with 
truth.” 

“With  the  Jews,”  says  the  great  St.  Paul,  “I  was  a Jew,  in 
order  that  I might  bring  them  to  the  light  of  truth.”  On  ye  all, 
I will  call,  my  brethren,  in  the  name  of  the  Divine  Jesus,  the 
Source  and  Author  of  all  charity,  and  to  whom  nothing  is  so 
pleasing  as  the  practice  of  this  divine  virtue ; a virtue  so  closely 
allied  to  the  principal  root  of  all  virtue — the  love  of  God — that 
where  one  is,  the  other  necessarily  must  he;  and  the  absence 
of  the  one,  must  to  a certainty  include  the  absence  of  the  other. 

Charity  is  the  brightest  star  in  the  constellation  of  religion, 
the  glorious  daughter  of  heaven,  which,  leaning  on  the  arms  of 
faith,  darts  her  rays  of  illumination  on  all  sides,  disperses  the 
majestic  clouds  of  mystery,  and  opens  to  our  view  the  tabernacles 
of  the  Eternal,  not  made  by  hands. 

Charity  is  so  interwoven  with  the  nature  of  man,  that  the 
shivering  inhabitant  of  the  frigid  zone  is  warmed  by  its  influence, 
to  look  on  the  sufferings  of  his  indigent  neighbour  with  com- 
miserating feelings.  Kind  and  genial  in  its  nature,  universal  in 
its  ardent  exertions,  it  never  can  behold  the  distress  of  a fellow- 
creature  with  insensible  composure,  nor  suffer  the  object  of  com- 
passion to  pass  by  unheeded. 

Nothing,  my  dearly  beloved  brethren,  is  so  truly  grateful  to 
the  mind  of  our  Divine  Saviour,  as  that  pure  and  extensive 
charity,  which,  regardless  of  every  religious  distinction,  un- 
shackled by  the  prejudice  of  any  order  or  sect  of  men,  views  with 
sympathetic  sorrow  the  calamities  of  mankind,  and  has  always  a 
sigh  for  the  miseries  of  human  nature.  As  a proof  of  what  I 
say,  I appeal  to  the  conduct  of  our  Saviour  with  the  inquisitive 
lawyer  in  the  Gospel.  An  unfortunate  traveller  on  “ his  way 
from  Jerusalem  to  Jericho,  fell  among  some  robbers,  who  wound- 
ed him,  and  left  him  half  dead.”  By  chance  there  came  down 
that  way,  a Jewish  priest,  and  seeing  the  mangled  body  of  the 
poor  stranger,  was  struck  with  surprise  at  such  unusual  misery  ; 
but,  forgetting  the  object  of  mercy  in  the  dark  bigotry  of  opinion, 
and  because  he  considered  the  dying  man  as  an  exile  from  the 
pale  of  his  Church,  with  unfeeling  serenity  passed  by,  and  rejoiced 
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that,  as  an  infidel,  he  had  no  claim  to  his  sacred  interference. 
A Levite,  also,  when  he  came  to  the  same  place,  looked  on  him 
unconcernedly,  and,  with  deliberate  composure,  passed  on  the 
other  side.  But  a certain  Samaritan,  as  he  journeyed  on,  came 
to  where  he  was,  and  (as  the  sacred  page  assures  us)  when  he 
saw  him,  he  had  compassion  on  him.  Yes  ; the  generous- heart- 
ed Syrian,  though  a stranger  to  his  religion,  a stranger  to  his 
country,  a stranger  to  his  creed,  harrowed  through  the  heart  at 
the  sight  of  his  fellow- creature’s  suffering,  sheds  a tender  tear  of 
compassion,  and  with  the  most  endearing  officiousness,  binds 
up  his  gaping  wounds.  “ And  which  of  these  three,”  says  our 
Saviour,  “ was  the  neighbour  unto  him  who  fell  among  the 
thieves  ? He  that  showed  mercy,  answered  the  lawyer  : and  then 
said  Jesus,  Go  thou,  and  do  likewise.” 

In  this  example,  in  which  we  may  view  a beautiful  and  strik- 
ing portrait  of  human  nature,  our  Divine  Redeemer  clearly  teaches 
us,  that  a confined  spirit  of  charity  is  not  that  which  draws  down 
the  blessings  of  Heaven.  It  must  be  unrestrained ; it  must  be 
universal  in  its  influence.  Even  the  professed  minister  of  the 
altar  we  see  here  rejected  by  God,  because,  while  he  preached 
the  Gospel  of  Charity,  his  bowels  were  locked,  his  loins  were 
frozen,  his  heart  was  blunted,  at  once  to  the  voice  of  pity  and 
remorse  ! It  is  not,  therefore,  because  you  belong  to  Cephas,  or 
because  you  follow  Paul,  that  you  will  be  judged  by  your  Creator. 
It  is  your  charity  that  will  be  the  barometer  of  your  actions,  the 
safeguard  of  your  salvation,  which  salvation,  as  it  cannot  possibly 
be  obtained  without  the  aid  of  true  faith  in  Jesus  Christ,  of 
which  the  unhappy  children  of  infidelity  are  deprived,  yet,  I will 
say,  that  as  our  Divine  Author  cannot  pass  by  a charitable  act 
unrewarded,  he  will,  by  some  secret  ways,  known  to  Omnipotence 
alone,  and  to  his  boundless  mercy,  confer  on  the  merciful  infidel 
the  grace  of  vocation  to  the  true  faith,  which,  if  properly  applied, 
justification  will  follow,  and  every  other  attribute  of  everlasting 
salvation. 

Such,  my  brethren,  is  the  wonderful  influence  which  the  di- 
vine virtue  of  charity  has  on  the  mind  of  a merciful  Creator; 
and  will  not  this  more  powerfully  attract  us  all  to  a faithful  dis- 
charge of  this  important  duty  ? we  who,  at  our  baptism,  were 
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clad  with  the  fair  robes  of  charity ; for,  remember,  actions  alone 
are  the  fruits  of  religion ; words  are  hut  leaves ; and  if  this  stole 
and  white  garment  which  I wear,  he  the  only  emblems  of  my 
charity,  I am  unworthy  of  the  sacred  charge  of  my  ministry ; 
nay,  I am  unworthy  of  the  name  of  Christian,  much  less  of 
Catholic  ! 

Such  is  the  nature  of  charity.  Let  us,  then,  be  charitable. 
Let  us  he  friends  to  suffering  humanity,  and  an  advocate  will 
not  he  wanting  in  the  evil  day.  These  orphans,  relieved  by  your 
generosity,  transplanted  by  your  munificence  from  the  cold  bed 
of  poverty,  from  the  arms  of  infamy,  to  the  vernal  sunshine  of 
purity  and  virtue,  must  remember  you  in  the  days  of  their  pros- 
perity, and  even  in  the  busy  circle  of  the  world,  will  sigh  forth 
a grateful  prayer  for  their  generous  benefactors. 

If  we  are  Christians,  we  ought  to  be  charitable,  for  Christianity 
and  charity  are  inseparable;  if  we  mean  to  he  worthy  members 
of  society,  we  ought  also  to  be  charitable,  for  no  society  can 
exist  without  it,  as  being  the  deep  foundation,  the  strong  basis  of 
every  political  union  amongst  men. 

We  will  now,  for  a moment,  divide,  society  into  its  rich  and 
poor  members.  There  is  a mutual  dependance  existing  between 
these  two  great  bodies  ; the  rich  could  not  live  without  the  poor, 
nor  the  poor  without  the  rich.  The  latter  is  bound  to  share  with 
his  indigent  brother ; while  he,  on  his  part,  must  make  a grateful 
acknowledgment  by  the  sacrifice  of  his  labour.  Both  equally 
contribute,  in  their  respective  spheres,  to  the  harmony  of  society, 
by  the  charitable  inferiority  of  the  one,  and  the  charitable  su- 
periority of  the  other.  Their  obligations  are  perfectly  distinct, 
but  may  and  ought  to  be  completely  harmonious  in  the  system  of 
universal  good.  But  when  they  swerve  from  these  obligations, 
then  it  is  that  society  groans  convulsed,  while  anarchy,  oppres- 
sion, and  misery,  raise  their  horrible  aspects  on  the  ruins  of  fra- 
ternal charity.  The  rich  man  becomes  a tyrant,  the  poor  man  a 
rebel ; both  war  for  their  respective  ends ; one  to  enslave,  the 
other  to  be  free ; and  thus,  both  are  traitors  to  the  order  and 
tranquillity  which  should  unite  man  to  his  brother-man ; and  thus, 
the  pillars  of  society  moulder  into  ruins  wdien  deprived  of  the  sup- 
port of  mutual  charity.  The  brother  now  bleeds  by  the  hands  of 
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a brother;  the  well-earned  property  of  the  honest  citizen  becomes 
the  pretended  right  of  some  illustrious  robber ; and  the  fond  wife 
is  led  captive  to  the  meretricious  arms  of  adultery.  The  faggot  of 
revenge  is  lighted  on  both  sides,  and  spreads  its  flames,  from  the 
proud  palace  of  opulence,  to  the  sordid  huts  of  poverty  and  dis- 
ease. The  cottager  flees  from  his  wife  and  babes,  and  seeks  for 
protection  in  a happier  soil ; while  the  statesman  trembles  in  the 
execution  of  his  civil  authority,  and  doubts  for  a moment  whether 
he  lives  or  dies.  Is  not  this  the  true  picture  of  that  confusion 
which  must  necessarily  take  place,  when  the  chain  of  society  is 
unlinked  by  the  most  flagrant  encroachments  on  the  law  of  charity  ? 

Ah ! then,  sensible  as  we  are  of  the  numberless  benefits  aris- 
ing from  a well- organized  society,  let  us  reduce  our  theoretical 
principles  to  a Christian-like  practice,  and  at  once  contribute  to- 
wards the  establishment  of  order,  of  charity,  and  of  peace  ! 

We  have  a very  wide  field  within  the  bounds  of  our  own  metro- 
polis, where  vice  has  grown  wild,  and  spreads  its  seeds,  more  des- 
tructive than  the  adder  poison,  through  every  rank  of  society.  It 
is,  my  brethren,  by  rocking  our  infants  in  the  cradle  of  religion, 
by  instructing  them  in  the  tenets  of  their  holy  belief,  by  pointing 
out  their  duties  as  Christians  and  as  subjects,  that  we  may  expect 
a change  for  the  better.  Now  that  their  minds  are  like  the  tender 
plants,  bend  them  towards  virtue,  or  they  will  quickly  shoot  into 
vice  ; liquefy  their  young  hearts  with  the  sunbeams  of  your  cha- 
rity, or  petrify  them  by  the  congealing  blasts  of  frozen  avarice. 

And  here  I cannot  pass  by  unnoticed  the  education  of  children 
now  prevailing  in  the  fashionable  circle,  which  should  be  the  first 
to  hold  out  good  example  for  the  edification  of  others.  The  cruel 
mother,  scarcely  delivered  of  her  child,  consigns  the  tender  off- 
spring of  her  womb  to  the  care  and  protection  of  a venal  stranger, 
who  sells  to  the  highest  bidder,  the  precious  gift  of  human  nature, 
the  nourishment  of  her  blood,  perhaps  to  the  prejudice  of  the 
child  of  her  own  womb.  There  are  some  cases,  I allow,  where 
mothers  are  excused  from  this  charge,  but  in  general  we  behold 
them  warring  with  the  eternal  decrees  of  Heaven,  in  order  to  be 
fashionable  in  the  giddy  world.  Alas  ! everything  now,  even  the 
most  sacred  rights  of  nature,  must  be  sacrificed  at  the  shrine  of 
fashion,  and  the  Christian  parent  becomes  more  brutal  than  the 
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savage  beasts  of  the  field,  who  low  and  bleat  with  anxiety  after 
their  tender  young,  and  chide  the  unchristian  parents  for  banish- 
ing their  offspring. 

Ah ! for  Heaven’s  sake,  for  your  own  reputation,  watch,  fathers 
and  mothers,  their  infant  actions,  give  them  good  example  by 
your  own  Christian  behaviour  ! Correct  the  vicious  folly  of  your 
son,  indulge  not  the  vanity  of  your  daughter,  and  even  when  you 
see  them  persecute  with  infant  cruelty  the  harmless  buzzing  fly 
that  flutters  in  despair  on  your  window,  then,  Christian  parents, 
stop  the  hand  of  your  child,  and  teach  him  to  be  merciful.  Tell 
him  to  be  charitable  towards  an  innocent  creature,  created  by  the 
same  hand  that  he  was,  although  destined  for  another  end. 

In  short,  Christian  father,  if  you  are  determined  in  the  black- 
ness of  your  heart  to  blaspheme  the  sacred  name  of  God,  let  not 
your  son  be  present ! Christian  mother,  if  you  are  resolved  in 
your  folly  to  follow  your  sinful  course  of  vanity,  let  not  your 
daughter  view  you  at  the  toilet,  while  you  stain  your  cheeks  with 
the  borrowed  charms  of  Lusitania.  In  a word,  if  you  intend 
plunging  your  own  souls  into  the  labyrinth  of  perdition,  oh  ! spare 
at  least,  for  God’s  sake,  the  tender  offspring  of  your  loins ! Save 
your  innocent  children,  strangers  as  yet  to  the  ways  of  vanity  and 
vice. 

Sensible  of  your  charitable  intentions  in  assembling  here  this 
day,  I now  address  you  on  the  part  of  these  poor  orphans,  male 
and  female.  They  call  on  you  for  relief,  and  be  not,  in  mercy, 
deaf  to  their  voice  of  supplication  ! 

When  I read  of  a representative  of  the  people,  in  a neighbour- 
ing inimical,  apostate  nation,  calling  aloud  for  an  asylum  to  rear 
up  their  infants  in  the  principles  of  an  unintelligible  liberty,  I 
was  edified,  because  he  wished  at  least  for  the  instruction  of  the 
ignorant.  And  shall  we,  my  dearly  beloved  brethren,  who  as  yet 
glory  in  the  name  of  Christians,  who  as  yet  are  consecrated  to 
the  Lord  by  Baptism,  shall  we,  I say,  neglect  this  important 
point  ? When  that  very  nation,  glutted  with  victory  in  all  quar- 
ters, was  ready  to  vomit  her  warlike  sons  on  our  unprotected 
coasts,  who  flew  to  their  protection  ? Were  they  not  the  fathers, 
the  brothers,  the  friends,  or  relations  of  these  very  children,  whom 
you  now  behold  ? Yes,  though  the  thunders  rolled,  and  the  ca- 


taracts  of  heaven  were  opened,  though  the  frost  congealed  tha 
vital  spirits,  and  descending  snows  changed  the  royal  livery  of  the 
soldier,  yet  we  beheld  them  marching  to  the  remotest  comer  of 
our  isle  with  intrepidity,  and  with  joy  returning  thanks  to  Heaven 
for  their  victorious  triumphs.  They,  then,  who  spared  you  from 
the  horrors  of  war — whose  fury  even  Janus  desires  to  confine 
within  the  walls  of  his  temple — deserve  your  attention.  Wipe 
away,  therefore,  the  tear  of  sorrow  from  a generous,  though  poor 
father,  by  affording  succour  to  his  starving  child  in  this  crisis  of 
universal  misery  and  grief. 

Ah  ! touched  to  the  heart  with  human  wo,  enter  ye  all  with 
me  into  the  gloomy  horrors  of  the  unroofed  garret,  the  sordid 
dwelling  of  cheerless  poverty.  View  on  all  sides,  how  misery 
moans  unheard,  distant  from  the  hand  of  relief ; how  sickness 
pines  away  unpitied,  while  tyrant  famine  and  parching  thirst  burn 
the  remaining  vitals  of  animated  shadows,  and  the  agonising  wife 
lies  stretched  on  the  dead  carcase  of  a once  fond  husband,  while 
their  surrounding  infants  rot  in  raging  fevers,  and  scream  aloud 
for  food  in  the  dreadful  accents  of  despair ! 

Are  not  even  the  very  doors  of  our  sanctuary  blocked  up  with 
supplicants,  whose  sickly  countenances,  whose  skeleton  frames, 
cry  aloud  for  the  grave  as  the  termination  of  their  long  sufferings  ? 
Are  there  not  myriads  of  human  victims,  cast  out  on  the  world 
friendless  and  unprotected,  who  are  compelled  to  seek  refuge  from 
famine  in  the  arms  of  infamy,  whom  that  money  nightly  wasted 
at  the  card-table  would  render  useful  and  influential  members  of 
society,  and  the  brightest  ornaments  of  the  state  ? 

One  thought  of  all  this,  one  serious  reflection  on  the  sufferings 
of  your  fellow -creatures,  and  can  you  refuse  your  alms  ! Ah  ! no, 
no ! The  hearts  of  my  hearers,  I hope,  are  formed  of  milder 
clay.  They  are,  I am  sure,  the  dwelling-places  of  nobler  pity, 
where  every  kind  and  tender  emotion  resides  in  harmonious  peace, 
but  learns  to  weep  over  the  misfortunes  of  a brother. 

Remember,  then,  it  is  on  the  part  of  man,  on  the  part  of  wo- 
man, I address  you  this  day  ; the  most  noble  or  most  debased  of 
Gods  creatures  ; the  most  invaluable  blessing  of  society  when  in- 
nocent, or  the  severest  scourge  of  the  wrath  of  Heaven  when 
corrupted  ! We  behold  man,  while  virtuous,  cultivating  the  soil, 
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and  happy  he  deems  himself,  if,  under  all  the  rigours  of  succeed- 
ing seasons,  he  can  afford  to  himself,  his  loving  wife  and  chil- 
dren, the  frugal,  scanty  meal  of  poverty.  But  when  vitiated,  on 
the  contrary,  we  behold  him  prowling,  like  the  beast  of  prey, 
through  all  ranks  and  degrees,  and  ceasing  from  mischief  only 
when  lulled  by  intoxication,  that  more  than  beastly  vice,  that  de- 
testable plague,  the  scourge  and  curse  of  our  unhappy  country, 
the  general,  nay,  I will  say,  the  only  cause  of  all  our  national 
crimes  and  misfortunes.  Yet  this  abominable  drunkenness  has 
spread  its  contagion,  even  from  the  brawling  fish-hawker  to  the 
muddling  lady  in  her  closet,  and  from  the  peasant  to  the  peer. 

Woman,  while  virtuous,  we  behold  as  a household  goddess, 
leading  her  tender  offspring  in  the  paths  of  innocence,  instructing 
them,  as  they  advance,  in  the  articles  of  their  creed,  and  guarding 
them  by  her  precepts  against  the  corruption  of  the  world.  We 
see  her  with  her  husband,  softening  all  the  coarser  passions  of  his 
soul,  alluring  him  by  the  most  endearing  wiles  to  habits  of  tem- 
perance and  virtue,  and  often,  with  ineffable  sweetness,  smiling 
over  the  ruins  of  an  abating  storm.  But  view  her  when  neglected 
and  thrown  out  on  the  world  ; alas  ! gloomy  is  the  prospect,  and 
blackened  with  untold  misery ! Cast  off  from  the  arms  of  her 
first  seducer,  she  boldly  vows  vengeance  against  the  human  race, 
and  stript  of  all  shame,  with  the  harlot  of  Babylon,  she  boldly 
offers  herself  to  prostitution,  spreading  pestilence  in  her  track,  till 
at  length,  worn  out  by  accumulated  disease,  she  either  falls  to  ashes 
amid  surrounding  flames,  or  terminates  her  unfortunate  career  on 
the  public  scaffold  of  infamy  ! O Heavens ! and  is  it  thus  fair 
woman  dies,  when  robbed  of  her  purity  ? Thus,  when  the  pure 
day  has  closed  his  sacred  eye,  the  indomitable  lioness,  robbed  of 
her  cubs,  and  licensed  by  the  shading  hour  of  guilt,  darts  fierce 
from  the  wilds  of  Lybia  or  from  Africa’s  inhospitable  woods,  and 
scorning  all  the  arts  of  taming  man,  roams  wildly  through  the 
plains,  spreading  carnage  around,  and  with  horrible  roars,  de- 
mands of  the  neighbouring  forest  her  wonted  food ; till  at  length 
she  is  espied  by  the  sable  hunter  of  Mauritania,  who,  horrified  at  the 
sight,  applies  his  best  arrow  to  the  bow,  and  brings  the  brawny 
savage  groaning  to  the  earth,  where  she  lies,  a stiffened  corse, 
the  prey  of  devouring  vultures  ! 


Ah  ! then,  spare  poor  woman,  our  solace  in  misery,  the  orna- 
ment of  our  prosperity,  and  our  companion  in  adversity.  Do 
we  not  read  of  a Lucretia,  who,  with  unexampled  heroism,  plunged 
the  poniard  into  her  tender  bosom,  thus  preferring  death  to  a life 
of  conjugal  pollution  ? Do  we  not  read  of  a Grecian  daughter, 
who,  amidst  surrounding  destruction,  braved  the  iron  horrors  of 
a dungeon,  and  supported  a dying  father  with  the  milk  of  nature  ? 
Ah  ! then,  I repeat,  spare  this  dear  friend  to  man,  or  will  you 
rather  spare  your  money  ? Cruel  miser,  if  any  such  dishonours 
this  Christian  assembly,  who,  while  he  hears  me  plead  in  favour 
of  these  poor  children,  feels  his  heart  unmoved,  and  cold  as  the 
clay  of  the  grave ; who,  in  all  the  frost  of  the  most  congealed 
apathy,  calmly  gapes  on  their  bleeding  wounds ; if,  I say,  any 
such  be  here,  let  him  retire  from  among  the  children  of  God,  with 
the  orphan’s  curse  on  his  head ; let  him  depart  from  this  tem- 
ple of  sanctity,  and  stain  not  its  sacred  floor  with  his  polluted 
tracks ! Sons  of  mercy,  seize  on  the  ensanguined  monster,  drag 
him  without  pity  to  some  unhallowed  spot  of  ground,  never  con- 
secrated to  Heaven  by  the  voice  of  the  Church ; there  bury  him 
alive  in  his  native  land,  and  there  despair  will  expand  her  raven 
wings  as  a black  monument  over  the  dead,  that  every  gazing 
passenger  may  read  in  sable  letters,  “ Here  lies  the  tyrant  of  the 
poor ; here  lies  cruel  avarice.” 

Surely,  no  such  spirit  can  prevail  here,  where  compassion  seems 
painted  in  the  countenance  of  all,  male  and  female,  but  particu- 
larly the  latter,  whom  with  sensible  pleasure  I behold  so  nume- 
rous on  this  charitable  occasion.  Yes,  ye  fair  ones,  charity  should 
be  the  leading  feature  in  your  character ; and  though  the  world 
may  stigmatize  you  as  vain,  I will  not  hesitate  to  call  you  hu- 
mane, while  you  stretch  forth  your  hands  in  favour  of  your  suf- 
fering sisters.  Nature,  by  your  more  delicate  organization,  seems 
to  have  formed  woman  for  the  more  refined  sentiments  of  the  soul, 
and  the  more  tender  feelings  of  the  human  heart.  From  you,  there- 
fore, much  is  expected.  But  if,  amidst  such  white  garments, 
fair  emblems  of  purity,  a heart  should  be  concealed  of  a mid- 
night hue,  what  must  I say,  if,  while  warmed  at  this  cold  season 
of  the  year  with  the  muff  and  tippet,  purchased  at  so  dear  a rate 
from  the  frozen  Muscovite,  you  still  view  the  sorrow  of  these  or- 
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phans  with  the  petrified  insensibility  of  a monumental  statue,  to 
what  must  I compare  you  ? I will  compare  you  to  a sepulchral 
monument,  which — . But  no,  I will  go  no  further ; I will  wave  the 
sad  comparison,  and  in  the  zeal  of  charity,  spare  your  feelings. 
Ah ! then,  for  Heavens  sake,  my  brethren,  spare  those  innocent 
young  ones ; spare  them  from  vice  and  infamy,  and  bestow  them 
to  their  God.  Behold  in  each  of  them  the  infant  Jesus,  naked, 
poor,  and  helpless,  who  calls  on  you  all  for  food  and  raiment. 
If  you  deny  him,  remember  the  last  day  ! Kemember  the  accu- 
sation which  will  he  brought  against  you : “ I was  hungry,  and 
you  gave  me  not  to  eat ; thirsty,  and  you  gave  me  not  to  drink  ; 
sick,  and  in  prison,  and  you  did  not  visit  me.” 

Let  this  reflection  harrow  your  very  soul,  and  move  you  to 
compassion,  that  this  day  may  prove  joyful  to  poverty  and  dis- 
tress. 

Now,  my  children,  bend  your  little  knees  before  the  throne  of 
Heaven,  and  with  uplifted  hands  and  pious  hearts,  thank  the  Al- 
mighty for  his  sacred  interference  in  your  cause,  and  beg  of  him, 
in  the  fervour  of  your  innocent  souls,  that  blessings,  tenfold 
blessings,  spiritual  and  temporal,  may  light  on  the  heads  of  all 
your  generous  benefactors.  Amen. — May  God  bless  you  all. 


A SERMON 


ON  PRAYER. 


“ Amen,  amen,  I say  unto  you,  if  you  ask  the  Father  anything  in  my  name,  he 
will  give  it  to  you. — Ask  and  you  shall  receive,  that  your  joy  may  be  complete." 
— St.  John , xvi,  23,  24. 


Nothing,  surely,  can  more  powerfully  attract  the  followers  of 
our  Divine  Lord  and  Master,  Jesus  Christ,  to  the  faithful  dis- 
charge of  the  important  duty  of  Prayer,  than  this  fond  and  en- 
dearing invitation  of  our  amiable  Kedeemer,  who  solemnly  de- 
clares, in  my  text,  that  anything  we  ask  of  his  Eternal  Father  in 
his  name,  shall  certainly  he  granted  unto  us. 

Christ,  who  is  veracity  by  essence,  cannot  deceive ; we,  there- 
fore, cannot  question  his  promise  for  one  moment  without  offer- 
ing the  grossest  insult  to  the  Author  of  all  truth.  Prayer,  then, 
is  the  first  duty  of  man.  It  is  his  sole  resource  and  only  conso- 
lation, under  the  trials  of  affliction  ; and  to  speak  in  the  language 
of  the  Holy  Ghost,  “ Prayer  is  the  entire  man.” 

Let  us  but  reflect  for  one  instant  on  our  origin,  our  situation, 
our  nature,  our  wants,  and  lastly,  on  our  place  of  abode,  and 
from  all  we  must  infallibly  conclude,  that  prayer  is  absolutely  ne- 
cessary in  this  land  of  misery.  Every  object  which  environs  us, 
seems  as  it  were  leagued  with  our  native  corruption,  with  our  in- 
nate weakness  and  imbecility,  in  order  to  seduce  us  from  the  path 
of  virtue  and  morality,  and  decoy  us  from  our  duty  by  the  syren 
voice  of  temptation. 

Kiches  corrupt  the  heart,  poverty  debases  it,  pleasures  seduce 
it,  and  pious  works  too  often  excite  our  pride.  Learning  inflates 


us  with  vanity,  while  ignorance,  on  the  other  hand,  leads  us  into 
the  most  deplorable  errors.  Health  awakens  the  slumbering  pas- 
sions, and  sickness  feeds  our  mournings  and  lamentations.  In 
short,  since  the  fall  of  man,  all  nature  seems  to  war  against  our 
happiness,  and  every  object  around  us  appears  as  a fresh  danger 
to  be  dreaded. 

In  a situation  so  wretched,  and  so  much  to  be  regretted,  what 
beam  of  hope,  what  ray  of  Heaven,  could  possibly  cheer  unhappy, 
fallen  man,  if,  from  the  depth  of  his  misery,  he  could  not  waft  a 
sigh  towards  the  throne  of  mercy,  to  engage  the  aid  of  his  great 
Maker,  and  secure  the  protection  of  Heaven  to  guard  his  salva- 
tion ? 

The  Christian,  therefore,  who  does  not  pray,  is  blind  to  his 
own  interest,  is  deaf  to  the  fond  invitation  of  the  Divine  Jesus, 
is  a stranger  to  the  sweets  of  religion,  and  worse  than  an  unbe- 
liever. 

I know  you  will  tell  me,  that  you  all  pray,  that  night  and  morn- 
ing, on  bended  knees,  you  adore  your  great  Creator,  and  send  forth 
petitions  to  Heaven  suited  to  your  exigencies ; hut  as  yet,  your 
wishes  have  not  been  accomplished.  Ah  ! my  brethren,  I doubt 
not  hut  it  may  he  so ; hut  tell  me,  how  do  you  ask  blessings 
from  God  ? You  must  know,  that  every  request  is  not  a prayer, 
and  Christ  has  not  promised  that  anything  shall  he  heard  but 
our  prayers.  “ Therefore,  I say  to  you,”  says  Christ,  (St.  Mark , 
xi,  24),  “ all  things,  whatsoever  you  ask,  wdien  ye  pray,  believe 
that  you  shall  receive,  and  they  shall  come  unto.”  Thus,  my  be- 
loved brethren,  is  the  mystery  unfolded  ; thus  I clearly  understand 
how  you  have  asked  so  many  favours,  and  have  not  received  them. 
It  is  not  that  your  Saviour  has  deceived  you,  but  you  have  de- 
ceived yourselves.  For,  says  the  Apostle  St.  James  (iv,  3), 
“ You  ask  and  receive  not,  because  you  ask  amiss.”  Hitherto, 
you  have  used  the  name  of  Jesus  in  vain,  because  you  have  used 
it  to  wrong  purposes,  or  in  a wrong  manner.  Your  heart  did  not 
accompany  your  lips,  and  your  actions  gave  the  lie  to  your  words. 
“ Until  now,  you  have  not  asked  anything  in  my  name,”  says 
Jesus  Christ ; from  which  it  would  not  be  lawful  to  infer,  that  tbe 
bare  mention  of  his  holy  name  stamps  a value  on  our  petitions. 
No,  my  brethren,  such  a worship  wrould  be  the  most  barefaced 


hypocrisy,  and  a most  glaring  profanation  of  the  majesty  of  the 
Lord,  and  therefore,  not  surprising,  if,  instead  of  blessings,  you 
heaped  curses  on  your  heads. 

Awake,  then,  my  brethren,  from  your  illusion ; accept  cheer- 
fully the  gracious  invitation  of  your  Redeemer.  “ Ask  and  you 
shall  receive,  that  your  joy  may  be  complete.” 

Since  the  Gospel  of  this  day  naturally  points  out  the  subject  of 
this  evenings  discourse,  my  object  shall  be,  to  teach  you  how  to 
pray  with  success,  in  order  that  the  promise  of  my  Divine  Re- 
deemer may  be  fulfilled  in  each  individual  of  this  Christian  as- 
sembly. In  the  mean  time,  O thou  all- gracious  and  merciful 
God  ! fill  our  souls  with  the  plenitude  of  thy  grace,  and  raise  our 
heavy  hearts  to  thee ; that  having  once  tasted  the  sweets  of  spi- 
ritual conversation  with  thee,  we  may  eagerly  thirst  after  the  foun- 
tain of  all  happiness,  and  seek  after  pure  and  solid  delight,  in 
frequent  and  fervent  prayer. 

What  is  prayer  ? Prayer,  my  brethren,  is  a kind  of  spiritual 
intercourse  with  God.  It  is  an  humble  elevation  of  the  soul 
and  heart  to  his  Divine  Majesty,  to  implore  the  grace,  relief, 
and  assistance  we  stand  in  need  of  under  our  trials  and  mis- 
fortunes; and  therefore,  whenever  we  pray,  we  ought  to  ap- 
proach the  Lord  with  the  most  profound  respect  and  reveren- 
tial awe.  Prayer  is  not,  in  fact,  an  exertion  of  the  mind,  a skil- 
ful arrangement  of  ideas,  or  a profound  knowledge  of  the  mys- 
teries of  faith,  or  the  counsels  of  the  Eternal.  No  ; it  is  a simple 
emotion  of  the  heart,  a lamentation  of  the  soul,  deeply  affected 
at  the  sight  of  its  own  wretchedness.  It  is  neither  a secret  nor 
a science,  that  we  must  learn  from  men.  It  is  a duty  in  which 
we  are  all  born  instructed.  The  rules  of  this  divine  science 
are  written  solely  in  our  hearts,  and  the  spirit  of  God  is  the  only 
Master  who  can  teach  it.  “ The  commandments  which  I com- 
mand you,”  said  the  Lord  formerly  to  his  people,  “ are  neither 
above  your  strength,  nor  the  reach  of  your  mind.  They  are  not 
hidden  from  you,  nor  far  off;  but  the  word  is  very  nigh  unto  you, 
in  your  mouth  and  in  your  heart,  that  you  may  do  it.” 

Such  is  the  whole  secret  of  prayer,  from  the  mouth  of  our  Di- 
vine Lord  himself.  And,  my  brethren,  who,  in  fact,  instructed  the 
poor  woman  of  Canaan,  who  wished  to  obtain  from  the  Son  of 
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David,  the  recovery  of  her  daughter  ? Persuaded  of  his  power, 
and  expecting  everything  from  his  usual  goodness  to  the  unfor- 
tunate, she  prostrates  herself  before  him,  and  in  the  fullness  of 
her  heart,  cries  out,  “ Have  mercy  on  me,  O Lord,  thou  Son  of 
David  !”  Thus  did  the  daughter  of  Sidon,  though  unacquainted 
with  the  oracles  of  the  Prophets,  and  blinded  in  the  mists  of 
idolatry ; thus,  I say,  she  addressed  Jesus  Christ.  Her  love  for 
her  daughter,  and  her  confidence  in  Christ,  taught  her  how  to 
pray.  The  tender  feelings  of  her  fond  heart  constitute  the  whole 
merit  and  the  whole  sublimity  of  her  prayer. 

Would  that  the  Christian  would  learn  from  the  pagan  the  true 
method  of  preferring  his  petitions  to  the  throne  of  the  Almighty ! 
But  alas  ! how  scandalous  and  shameful  is  not  the  conduct  of  by 
far  the  major  part  of  the  anointed  children  of  the  Gospel,  when 
they  appear  on  bended  knees,  before  the  Majesty  of  Heaven,  to 
ask  for  the  most  signal  favours  ! Instead  of  appearing  recollected, 
and  in  the  humble  posture  of  penitents,  they  negligently  loll  on 
the  next  bench  or  chair,  and  thus  hum  over  a routine  of  prayer, 
whose  length  sickens  them,  and  fatigued  by  the  dreary  task,  they 
often,  while  addressing  Heaven,  close  their  eyes,  to  dream  on  the 
things  of  earth,  and  forget  their  Creator  in  the  contemplation  of 
the  creature ! 

Ah  ! my  brethren,  is  this  the  way  to  pray  ? Is  it  thus  we  are 
to  perform  the  most  solemn  act  of  religion  ? Ah  ! no.  This  is 
insulting  the  Almighty,  whose  majesty  should  fill  our  souls  with 
awe  when  we  address  him. 

When  at  prayer,  our  limbs  ought  to  be  decently  composed,  our 
body  erect,  our  knees  on  the  ground,  our  eyes  either  modestly 
closed,  or  decently  fixed  on  our  book,  on  our  crucifix,  or  any 
other  object  that  may  raise  our  attention  to  the  heavenly  abode  of 
the  Angels.  In  short,  your  external  behaviour  should  express  in- 
ternal reverence  and  awe,  for,  what  can  he  more  shameful  than  to 
see  a Christian,  in  the  presence  of  his  God,  behave  with  indif- 
ference and  levity,  in  the  very  act  of  humbly  imploring  his  as- 
sistance? And  yet,  0 immortal  Majesty  of  Heaven!  O Thou, 
before  whom  the  Angels  tremble  and  the  wide  earth  quakes  from 
its  foundations,  how  often  art  thou  thus  grossly  insulted  ! How 
often  do  thy  children,  in  praying  to  thee,  behave  with  an  indignity 


of  deportment,  which  they  dare  not  presume  to  use  in  the  pre- 
sence of  the  vilest  of  their  fellow- creatures ! And  this  is  one 
great  cause  why  we  so  often  pray  in  vain.  “We  ask,  and  we  re- 
ceive not”  says  the  Apostle  James,  “ because  we  ask  amiss” 

The  dignity,  therefore,  of  prayer,  requires  the  most  Christian- 
like  and  becoming  decency  in  our  external  behaviour  ; but  inter- 
nal recollection  is  still  a more  essential  condition  to  stamp  a ster- 
ling value  on  our  prayer. 

" The  Almighty  searches  the  reins  and  penetrates  the  heart,” 
and  therefore  must  necessarily  be  roused  to  indignation,  when  he 
beholds  his  creature  presuming  to  call  his  attention  from  the 
highest  heavens,  while  at  the  very  same  instant,  that  vile  creature 
disdains  to  honour  his  awful  Majesty  with  that  internal  recollec- 
tion, that  hallowed  attention,  which  is  unquestionably  the  Sove- 
reign right  of  the  Lord ! 

Our  Divine  Redeemer  justly  declares  to  the  Pharisees  his  in- 
dignation at  such  treatment.  “ Ye  hypocrites,”  says  he,  “well 
hath  Isaiah  prophesied  of  you,  saying,  this  people  honour  me 
with  their  lips,  but  their  heart  is  far  from  me,  and  in  vain,  there- 
fore, do  they  worship  me.”  Ah  1 Christians,  dearly-heloved  Chris- 
tians, and  are  there  no  Pharisees  here  ? Are  there  no  hypocrites 
amongst  us  ? Would  to  Heaven  we  could  answer  in  the  negative ; 
but  alas  ! I fear  we  cannot,  unfortunately,  do  so.  Let  our  lips, 
then,  and  our  hearts  go  hand  in  hand,  accompanied,  at  the  same 
time,  with  the  tender  overflowings  of  a pure  mind,  undefiled  by 
the  malice  of  sin.  Without  this  last  condition,  we  have  no  room 
to  hope  that  our  offering  can  be  acceptable  to  the  Lord.  It 
would  be  the  most  insolent  arrogance  to  expect  it. 

Prayer  consists  not  in  mere  words.  “ No,”  says  the  Venerable 
Bede,  “ prayer  consists  not  merely  in  the  utterance  of  a few  sup- 
plicating expressions,  but  in  faithfully  and  devoutly  fulfilling 
our  du|y  to  our  Creator.”  You  must  be  free  from  the  stains  of 
mortal  sin,  for,  as  the  Wise  Man  says,  “ The  sacrifices  of  the 
wicked  are  abomination  to  God ;”  and  in  another  place  he  de- 
clares, that  “ he  who  turns  away  his  ear  from  hearing  the  law, 
even  his  prayer  shall  be  execrable.”  Reflect,  my  brethren,  on  this 
most  important  condition  of  prayer.  Yes,  seriously  reflect,  how 
often  you  have  bent  your  knees  to  God,  to  implore  his  divine  aid, 
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while  your  hearts  were  stubbornly  wedded  to  some  sinful  idol  of 
your  own  corrupt  inclinations.  How  often  have  you  approached 
to  the  fountain  of  God’s  mercy,  with  your  soul  literally  crusted 
over  with  uncleanness  ! Cease,  then,  to  wonder  at  the  little  ad- 
vantage you  have  reaped  from  your  multiplied  petitions ; rather 
wonder  at  and  acknowledge  the  merciful  goodness  of  God,  in  not 
exterminating  you  from  the  face  of  the  earth,  for  presuming  to 
insult  him  with  “ prayers  which  were  abominations  in  his  sight.” 

It  was  for  want  of  internal  purity,  that  David,  with  all  his  hu- 
miliation of  mind  and  heart,  was  refused  his  petition.  When  he 
prayed  for  the  life  of  the  child  of  his  sin,  as  St.  Augustine  re- 
marks, he  had  not,  says  this  holy  Doctor,  been  sufficiently 
cleansed  from  the  guilt  of  his  sin.  His  sorrow  for  having  offended 
God  was  mingled  with  an  anxious  concern  for  the  fruit  of  his  of- 
fence. In  short,  his  contrition  was  no*t  equal  to  his  crime,  and 
therefore,  he  “ asked  and  received  not,  because  he  asked  amiss.” 

In  prayer,  then,  the  senses  should  he  composed,  the  soul  unsul- 
lied, the  heart  and  mind  must  he  fixed  on  Heaven.  These  are  the 
conditions  absolutely  necessary  to  dignify  our  petitions  with  the 
sainted  name  of  prayer.  But  you  must  likewise  observe,  that 
even  with  these  conditions,  you  are  not  promised  all  things  you 
ask  absolutely,  but  all  things  you  ask  praying,  that  is,  all  law- 
ful demands.  Whenever,  therefore,  you  ask  for  anything  unlaw- 
ful, you  cannot  be  said  to  pray,  and,  consequently,  will  not  be 
gratified  in  your  desire.  The  Boyal  Prophet,  in  the  abundance  of 
his  grief,  called  on  God  to  preserve  the  life  of  the  offspring  of  his 
adultery.  The  request  was  unlawful,  because  the  Almighty  had 
already  declared  by  the  mouth  of  his  Prophet  Nathan,  that  he 
would  manifest  his  divine  justice  in  the  death  of  that  child,  whose 
life  might  have  been  of  such  dangerous  consequence  to  the  salva- 
tion of  David,  and  diametrically  opposite  to  the  glory  of  God. 
No  wonder,  then,  that  all  his  tears,  humiliations,  and  petitions 
for  the  life  of  the  infant  should  not  avail.  In  like  manner,  my 
brethren,  you  often  ask  favours  of  Heaven,  that  nothing  hut  the 
surest  vengeance  of  the  Almighty’s  vexation  could  possibly  in- 
duce him  to  grant  you.  You  ask  prosperity  in  undertakings  which, 
on  strict  examination,  are  found  most  abominably  criminal.  You 
petition  for  an  ample  fortune;  you  pray  that  such  a female  may 
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become  your  wife,  or  such  a man  your  husband,  and  so  on ; but 
how  do  you  know  but  this  fortune,  this  wife  or  husband,  may 
wean  your  heart  from  God,  rivet  your  attachment  more  strongly 
to  the  things  of  this  earth,  and  at  length  prove  the  fatal  cause  of 
your  eternal  damnation  ? 

Therefore,  “ you  ask,  and  receive  not,  because  you  ask  amiss.” 
Ah  ! then,  dearly  beloved  in  Christ  Jesus,  if  you  sincerely  desire 
to  be  refused  nothing,  ask  what  is  lawful  and  consistent  with 
God’s  glory  and  your  own  welfare,  both  temporal  and  eternal. 
Ask  the  grace  of  God  and  your  salvation.  These  must  be  grant- 
ed in  virtue  of  the  divine  promise  of  Christ : “ Ask,  then,  the  king- 
dom of  heaven,  and  all  things  else  shall  be  added  to  you,  over  and 
above.”  In  short,  my  brethren,  to  epitomise  what  I have  said ; if 
you  pray  with  outward  reverence,  with  inward  purity,  attention, 
fervour,  and  patience,  there  is  no  miracle  which  such  prayers  can- 
not obtain.  Thus  did  the  Prophet  Elias  obtain  the  blessing  of 
a child  for  his  long-unfruitful  hostess.  Thus  did  the  centurion 
solicit  the  reestablishment  of  his  servant’s  health.  Thus  did  the 
prince  of  the  synagogue  force,  in  a manner,  the  Divine  Jesus  to 
restore  to  him  living  his  deceased  daughter,  who  was  the  idol  of 
his  affections.  Thus,  in  a word,  did  the  humble  publican,  pros- 
trate in  the  temple,  call  down  the  assistance  of  the  Most  High,  to 
unload  him  of  the  unwieldy  and  overgrown  burden  of  his  sins, 
while,  in  humble  confidence,  he  utters  his  petition  : “ God  be  mer- 
ciful to  me  a sinner.”  And  accordingly,  says  our  Saviour,  “ this 
man  went  down  to  his  house  justified.” 

Hear,  then,  the  terms  which  your  God  vouchsafes  to  make  with 
you,  by  the  mouth  of  his  Prophet  Isaiah : “ Wash  you,  make  you 
clean : cease  to  do  evil,  learn  to  do  well ; pray,  and  though  your 
sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  made  as  white  as  snow.”  What 
say  you,  Christians  ? Can  you  have  souls,  and  refuse  so  gracious 
an  invitation  ? No,  it  cannot  be  possible  for  you  to  refuse. 

Thus  far  have  I endeavoured  to  teach  you  how  to  pray  at  large, 
and  in  every  situation.  Allow  me  now  to  introduce  you  into  the 
temple  of  God,  which  is  emphatically  styled  in  Scripture,  “ The 
House  of  Prayer.” 

The  whole  universe,  it  is  true,  is  a temple  which  God  filleth 
with  his  glory  and  with  his  presence.  Wherever  we  go,  says  the 
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Apostle,  He  is  always  beside  us ; “ in  Him  we  live,  move,  and 
have  our  being.”  Nevertheless,  in  all  times,  particular  places  have 
been  consecrated  to  him,  which  he  has  honoured  with  a special 
presence.  The  Patriarchs  erected  altars  to  him  on  certain  spots 
where  he  had  appeared.  The  Israelites  in  the  desert  considered 
the  tabernacle  as  the  residence  of  the  glory  of  God,  and,  returned 
from  their  captivity,  they  adored  the  majesty  of  that  God  in  that 
august  temple  erected  to  him  by  Solomon  in  the  city  of  Jerusa- 
lem. At  the  birth  of  the  Gospel,  the  houses  of  believers  were  at 
first  domestic  churches.  The  cruelty  of  tyrants  obliged  the 
primitive  followers  of  Christ  to  seek  obscure  and  hidden  places  to 
conceal  themselves  from  the  rage  of  persecution,  and  there  to 
celebrate  the  holy  Mysteries  and  invoke  the  name  of  the  Lord. 
The  Christian  religion,  at  length,  in  the  reign  of  a Caesar,  had  its 
Davids  and  its  Solomons,  who  blushed  to  inhabit  superb  palaces, 
while  the  Lord  had  not  whereon  to  lay  his  head.  Sumptuous 
edifices  gradually  arise,  the  God  of  heaven  resumes  his  right  on 
earth,  temples  are  consecrated  to  his  worship,  and  become  the  hal- 
lowed residence  of  his  majesty.  Such  is  the  sacred  dwelling  where 
we  are  all  now  assembled,  and  where,  at  stated  times,  we  meet  to 
pray.  The  altar  of  heaven  has  but  a slight  advantage  over  that 
altar  we  now  behold  there : the  Victim  which  we  there  immolate,  is 
the  Lamb  of  God;  the  bread  of  which  we  participate,  is  the  immor- 
tal Food  of  the  Angels  in  glory.  The  mystical  wine  we  there 
drink,  is  that  with  which,  according  to  holy  writ,  the  blessed 
spirits  make  glad  in  the  kingdom  of  heaven.  In  short,  our  tem- 
ples are  the  new  heavens,  which  Isaiah  long  since  promised  to 
men. 

With  justice  therefore  is  this  house  called  the  House  of  Prayer. 
And  if  the  universal  presence  of  God  requires,  that  in  all  places 
we  should  appear  pure  and  clean  in  his  eyes,  doubtless  still  more 
in  this  sanctuary,  where  the  Divinity  as  I may  say  corporeally  re- 
sides, lest  the  sanctity  of  the  Godhead,  who  filleth  and  dwelleth 
in  it,  be  dishonoured  by  our  crimes. 

Our  temples,  therefore,  ought  to  be  the  house  of  the  righteous 
alone,  who  are  fond  of  and  devoted  to  prayer.  If,  my  brethren, 
you  come  here,  not  to  pray,  hut  to  gaze,  to  admire,  to  see,  and 
to  be  seen,  it  were  far  better  you  had  remained  at  home.  In 
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the  eyes  of  God  you  are  accursed,  and  have  no  right  in  the  altar 
or  in  the  sacrifice ; you  are  one  who  comes  to  stain  by  your  pre- 
sence the  sanctity  of  the  awful  Mysteries ; to  seat  yourself  in  a 
place  where  you  have  no  right  to  be,  and  from  whence  the  Angel 
of  the  Lord,  who  watches  at  the  gate  of  the  sanctuary,  invisibly 
chases  you,  as  he  formerly  did  the  first  sinner  from  that  place  of 
innocence,  sanctity,  and  prayer,  which  the  Lord  had  consecrated 
by  his  presence.  You  are  as  anathematized  or  separated  from  all 
the  rest  of  your  brethren,  a base  impostor,  who  secretly  disavow 
what  you  publicly  profess.  You  are  come  to  insult  religion,  and 
to  reject  all  share  in  the  atonement  of  Jesus  Christ,  in  the  very 
moment  that  he  is  offering  up  his  precious  blood  to  his  eternal 
Father,  as  the  seal  of  his  love  and  the  price  of  your  redemption  ! 

But,  if  mere  neglect  of  prayer,  if  inattention  to  the  Divine 
Mysteries,  is  an  irreverence  by  which  the  sanctity  of  the  temple 
of  God  is  defiled,  what,  0 my  God ! shall  I say  of  those  who 
change  the  house  of  prayer  into  an  asylum  of  vice  and  amorous 
intrigue  ? What  shall  I say  of  those  who  appoint  the  holy 
place,  the  very  house  of  the  awful  Mysteries,  to  inspire  infa- 
mous passions,  to  form  criminal  desires,  to  look  for  oppor- 
tunities which  decency  alone  prevents  from  seeking  elsewhere  ? 
What  shall  I say  of  those  who  pervert  what  is  most  holy 
in  religion,  into  the  instrument  of  their  damnation  ? Who 
choose  thy  presence,  great  God  ! to  reveal  the  secret  of  an  impure 
passion,  and  make  thy  holy  temple  a rendezvous  of  iniquity, 
more  dangerous  to  youth  than  the  most  wicked  assemblies  of  the 
ungodly ! What  guilt,  O Heavens ! to  come  to  the  dwelling  of 
Jesus  Christ,  to  crucify  him  anew  in  the  very  place  where  be 
daily  offers  himself  for  us  to  his  Eternal  Father ! Great  God  ! 
when  insulted  on  Mount  Calvary,  where  thou  wert  still  a suffer- 
ing God,  the  tombs  opened  around  Jerusalem,  the  dead  arose,  as 
if  to  reproach  their  descendants  with  the  horror  of  the  sacrilege. 
Ah ! reanimate,  then,  the  ashes  of  our  sainted  forefathers ; let 
their  bodies  return  from  the  dark  dwelling  of  the  tomb ; let  them 
appear  before  the  profaners  of  the  temple,  and  inflamed  with  a 
holy  indignation,  let  them,  with  a voice  of  thunder,  warn  them 
of  their  approaching  damnation.  But,  what  do  I say  ? Unable 
to  withstand  the  shock  of  such  extravagant,  such  horrible  licen- 
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tiousness,  oar  venerable  ancestors  would  precipitately  retire  to 
their  abandoned  graves,  weeping  over  the  misfortunes  and  the 
crimes  of  their  posterity. 

Nothing,  believe  me,  my  brethren,  can  rouse  the  wrath  of  your 
Redeemer  equal  to  the  profanation  of  the  sanctuary.  Though 
mercy  is  his  darling  attribute,  yet,  the  outrage  of  the  temple  armed 
his  gracious  hands  with  the  rod  of  justice  and  wrath.  He  who 
did  not  condemn  a public  adulteress,  and  who  forgave  the  de- 
baucheries and  scandals  of  the  prostitute  of  the  city,  was  filled 
with  indignation  on  beholding  the  house  of  his  Father  dishonour- 
ed, and  the  place  of  prayer  turned  into  a house  of  traffic,  of  ava- 
rice, and  debauchery.  His  zeal  on  this  occasion  admits  of  no  de- 
lay ; scarcely  has  he  entered  Jerusalem,  when  he  flies  to  the  holy 
place,  to  avenge  the  honour  of  his  Father,  there  insulted,  and 
the  glory  of  his  house,  which  the  profaners  dishonour. 

And  what  lenity  can  you  expect  from  Jesus,  ye  modern  profaners 
of  his  temple  ? Has  his  glory  been  diminished,  or  is  he  now  less 
jealous  of  his  honour  than  formerly  ? Ah  ! no ; the  severest 
punishment  awaits  the  transgressor  who  dares  to  violate  the  sanc- 
tity, the  purity  of  his  temple.  Thou  art  terrible  in  thy  judgments, 
O my  God,  and  thy  chastisements  are  generally  the  more  rigorous, 
the  longer  they  are  delayed. 

Let  us  all,  then,  seriously  reflect  on  this  great  truth ; let  us 
bring  it  home  to  ourselves,  that  we  may  all  learn  to  carry  with  us 
to  the  house  of  prayer,  a spirit  of  piety  and  compunction,  of 
adoration  and  praise,  that  thus  we  may  never  quit  it  without  en- 
riching our  souls  with  some  new  grace,  and  an  additional  relish 
for  the  joys  of  heaven. 

Let  prayer,  in  fine,  be  our  consolation  in  the  hour  of  trouble, 
the  asylum  of  our  affliction,  the  resource  of  our  necessities,  and 
our  recreation  from  the  fatigues  of  the  world.  Thus  it  will  prove 
the  safeguard  of  our  faith  here,  and  lead  us  hereafter  to  the  eternal 
joys  of  the  heavenly  Jerusalem.  Amen. 


A SERMON 


ON  THE 

ROOMKEEPERS’  SOCIETY. 


jDrotheiis,  Christians,  and  Irishmen,  you  have  frequently  as- 
assembled  together,  invited  by  the  voice  of  humanity,  supplica- 
ting aid  for  the  distressed,  and  that  voice  has  rarely  or  never  ap- 
pealed in  vain. 

You  have  edified,  you  have  indeed  astonished  surrounding  na- 
tions, by  the  extensive  effects  qf  the  native  sympathy  of  Irish 
hearts.  The  sums  collected  in  a single  house  of  worship  in  a 
few  minutes  appeared  incredible,  even  to  the  opulence  of  London 
and  Amsterdam.  Amazing,  indeed,  when  compared  with  our 
cramped  industry  and  limited  means. 

This  native  generosity  forms  my  sure  hope  for  the  success  of 
my  application  this  day.  On  the  fund  of  Irish  charity  I propose 
to  erect  a fabric  that  shall  receive  and  relieve  a description  of  per- 
sons, whom  to  name,  is  sufficient  to  awaken  in  all  commiseration 
amidst  scenes  of  pain,  of  agony,  and  horror ; indigent  fellow- 
creatures,  writhing  in  the  tortures  of  contagion,  and  the  flames  of 
burning  fever  and  famine.  If  the  success  of  this  day’s  applica- 
tion depended  on  the  talents,  the  eloquence,  the  address  of  the 
preacher,  I might  be  afflicted  at  the  issue,  and  tremulous  for  the 
result ; for  the  very  unbounded  liberality  of  the  people  forms  the 
difficulty  of  the  speaker.  Even  the  best  things  lose  something 
of  their  force  by  frequent  repetition.  What  can  at  this  day  be 
brought  forward,  either  by  way  of  appeal  to  the  understanding  or 
to  the  feelings,  that  is  not  familiar  to  your  ears  ? What  object 
of  human  distress  has  not  been  embraced  in  the  comprehensive 
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range  of  your  public  and  private  charities  ? What  scene  of 
misery  has  not  been  forcibly  pourtrayed,  and  as  promptly  relieved  ? 
Under  all  these  circumstances,  so  discouraging,  it  is  necessary 
to  pronounce  a discourse  on  the  subject  of  this  day’s  meeting ; 
because  it  is  customary,  something  is  expected.  It  may  also  have 
its  use,  if  not  to  rouse  your  feelings,  if  not  to  implore  your 
mercy,  which  I well  know  to  be  alive  to  the  extreme  importance 
of  the  subject,  at  least  to  justify  to  your  understandings  the  noble, 
the  divine  impulses  of  Christian  charity,  operating  on  generous 
minds — on  Irish  minds.  Your  feelings,  your  whole  heart  and  in- 
clinations are  with  me.  I am  aware  of  it,  and  I feel  strong  in  the 
support  of  such  powerful  auxiliaries.  If  I could  apprehend  any 
damping  influence,  it  would  be  from  the  pitiful  suggestions  of  a 
short-sighted  part  of  wisdom,  called  by  some  prudence,  and  better 
named  cunning  or  selfishness.  Even  on  this  score  I am  pretty 
free  from  any  serious  uneasiness.  The  plodding,  cold  calculators, 
who  habitually  extinguish  every  generous  sentiment,  abound  not 
among  those  who  form  this  audience. 

But  at  all  hazards,  it  is  not  difficult  to  justify  the  utmost  reach, 
and  what  an  Englishman  or  Dutchman  would  call  the  extravagance 
of  Irish  charity.  I could  find  no  insuperable  difficulty  in  proving 
from  reason  and  revelation,  from  a general  view  of  the  subject, 
or  a distinct  consideration  of  your  present  object,  that  your  ut- 
most bounty  offends  not  against  the  laws  of  prudence.  I do  not 
mean  the  prudence  of  the  changeling  nor  the  prudence  of  the 
usurer — the  hard-hearted  Dives — which  leads  to  perdition ; but  the 
prudence  of  the  Gospel,  which  is  the  only  genuine  wisdom,  and 
the  only  true  moral  philosophy.  This  heaven- descended  philo- 
sophy gives  you  the  glorious  Father  of  heaven  and  earth  as  your 
father,  and  all  the  children  of  men,  without  distinction  of  na- 
tion, colour,  or  creed,  as  your  brothers.  In  this  respect,  they 
are  all  members  of  the  same  family,  coheirs  of  the  same  glorious 
inheritance,  and  bound  together,  not  more  by  the  compacts  of 
society,  which  unite  to  secure  persons  and  property,  than  by  the 
divine  laws  of  charity,  which  command  us  to  relieve  our  sick  and 
distressed  brethren. 

I know  that  the  selfishness  and  pride  of  the  human  heart  have 
taught  another  doctrine,  and  have  disseminated  its  pernicious 
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errors  on  this  subject  of  property  according  to  the  low  and  sordid 
maxims  of  this  fallacious  sophistry.  Hence,  their  cunning  but 
cruel  assertions,  as  unchristian  as  they  are  inhuman  : “ My 
property  is  so  much  my  own,  that  I may  do  with  it  just  what  I 
please or,  to  use  the  words  of  a certain  noble  English  peer,  “ I 
may  throw  it  into  the  sea  if  I please.” 

Ah  ! my  lord,  you  may,  indeed,  by  the  law  of  the  land.  But 
remember,  it  is  possible  to  evade  this  law,  and  yet  be  a consum- 
mate villain.  A noble  lord  has  many  privileges.  He  may  op- 
press the  poor  to  a great  degree,  without  the  fear  of  law.  He 
may  squander  thousands  at  the  gambling  table,  in  useless  amuse- 
ments or  pernicious  luxuries.  He  may  lavish  treasures  wrung 
from  the  toil  and  sweat  of  the  laborious,  ill-fed,  ill- clothed,  and 
worse-lodged  peasant,  to  pamper  the  idle,  the  profligate  panderers, 
the  ministers  of  his  vices,  and  companions  of  his  dissipation. 
He  may  rob  the  widow  and  the  orphan  of  their  just  rights,  in 
order  to  seduce  female  innocence,  spreading  the  contagion  of  an 
odious  disorder,  the  creation  of  his  own  profligate  manners,  far 
and  wide.  He  may  be  a leviathan  in  wickedness  by  the  privilege 
of  the  law ; but  the  noble  lord  has  also  the  privilege  of  going,  in 
the  company  of  his  associates,  to  the  assembly  of  Lucifer  and  his 
angels,  whom  similar  pride  brought  to  the  dreadful  abode  of  tor- 
ments everlasting ! 

But  I go  farther,  and  state  a case  which  our  Saviour  in  the 
Gospel  has  stated  before  me  ; namely,  that  of  Lazarus  and  Dives. 
The  rich  man  is  not  depicted  as  immersed  in  vice,  or  addicted  to 
the  grosser  acts  of  oppression  or  wickedness  that  attach  odium  to 
a character.  He  would  probably  be  considered,  in  our  days,  a 
very  sweet,  inoffensive  sort  of  gentleman,  who  kept  a good  table, 
and  lived  in  a genteel  style.  “ He  was  clothed  in  scarlet  and  fine 
linens,  and  lived  sumptuously  every  day.”  How  many  are  ready 
to  cry  out,  “ Why  not  ? What  have  I money  for,  but  to  spend 
it  ? Go  to  the  poor-house,  you  rascals  ; and  send  for  the  black 
cart.”  Human  law  allows  all  this.  You  may  be  a Dives,  and 
be  even  respected  as  an  elegant  or  genteel  fellow.  You  will  not 
be  sent  to  Newgate  or  the  gallows,  but  you  will  go  where  Dives 
went  before  you.  Your  sentence,  if  you  do  not  repent,  is  already 
pronounced  by  Him  who  is  to  “judge  both  the  living  and  the 
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dead.”  The  very  name  of  hell  is  offensive  to  “ polite  ears.’’ 
Is  it  so,  forsooth  ? and  how  will  they  relish  the  reality  ? Polite 
mouths  must  swallow  nauseating  and  hitter  drugs  from  the  hands 
of  the  physician,  to  save  the  body  from  dissolution.  And  shall 
not  “ polite  ears”  bear  the  saving,  though  awful  warnings  of  the 
Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  ? Is  it  not  better  to  be  shocked  and 
alarmed  here,  than  to  bum  hereafter  ? Oh  ! if  you  cannot  bear 
the  sound  of  formidable  truths,  destined  to  save  you  from  tremen- 
dous realities,  how  will  you  bear  the  awful,  the  harrowing  sen- 
tence of  the  Sovereign  Judge,  who  is  no  respecter  of  polite  per- 
sons or  polite  ears,  and  who  placed  the  ragged,  filthy  beggar, 
who  died  on  a dunghill,  in  glory,  whilst  he  thundered  the  soul- 
rending,  the  annihilating  sentence  of  everlasting  damnation  on 
the  accomplished  and  elegant  bon  vivant : “ Go  from  me,  thou 
accursed,  into  everlasting  fire,  prepared  for  the  devil  and  his 
angels.”  And  what  offence  had  the  said  gentleman  committed  to  in- 
cur the  awful  sentence  ? Did  he  bum  houses  ? Did  he  molest  in- 
nocent females  ? Did  he  rob  or  pillage  ? Did  he  torture  and  flog, 
even  to  death,  hang  or  shoot,  and  punish  with  pitch-caps  ? Nothing 
of  all  this.  I cannot  find  these  vigorous  exploits  beyond  law  to  have 
been  tolerated,  licensed,  or  the  perpetrator  indemnified  by  the  laws 
of  the  Caesars.  He  is  not  accused  of  being  either  a spy,  informer, 
or  assassin  ; or  selling  his  country,  and  with  it,  his  own  children, 
to  the  latest  posterity,  to  oppressors.  No,  nothing  of  all  these 
crimes  is  laid  to  his  charge  ; but  simply — would  you  believe  it,  ye 
wise  men  of  the  age  ? — for  thinking  like  most  men  of  fashion  now- 
a-day,  that  his  money  was  his  own,  and  he  might  expend  it  as 
he  pleased.  He  was  deaf  to  the  cries  of  the  poor.  Learn  from 
this,  that  the  law  of  charity  is  as  obligatory  as  any  other  divine 
law.  Without  that  divine  principle  of  active  benevolence,  all 
other  gifts  and  qualities  avail  you  nothing.  Your  negative  inno- 
cence, and  even  usefulness,  go  for  nothing.  On  men  who  could 
plead  more  than  mere  negative  justice,  the  awful  sentence  was 
pronounced,  “ Depart  from  me,  ye  accursed,  for  I was  hungry, 
and  you  fed  me  not ; I was  thirsty,  and  you  gave  me  not  to 
drink  ; I was  naked,  and  you  clothed  me  not and  declared  that 
the  treatment  they  had  given  the  poor  and  needy  would  be  con- 
sidered as  given  to  Jesus  Christ  in  person. 
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It  is  a false  and  damnable  doctrine  that  “ every  one  is  at  liberty 
to  use  his  property  according  to  his  own  desire.” 

Remember,  proud,  presumptuous  man,  that  there  is  one  high 
and  paramount  Proprietor  of  heaven  and  earth,  and  of  all  things 
contained  therein.  Remember  that  you  are  not  the  lord  of  God’s 
creatures,  neither  of  the  soil,  nor  the  metals  contained  therein, 
nor  the  beasts  that  feed  thereon ; but  only  the  fellow- servant  and 
steward,  clothed  with  a “ little  brief  authority”  and  administration, 
to  which  a severe  responsibility  is  attached,  before  the  all- seeing 
Judge,  who  cannot  be  bribed  nor  be  deceived. 

Responsibility,  then,  to  God,  to  the  community,  and  to  your 
own  soul,  belongs  or  is  extended  to  the  use  or  employment  of 
property  as  to  time,  to  actions,  and  to  words,  in  every  transaction 
that  can  interest  or  affect  the  well-being  of  others  or  of  yourself. 
There  can  be  no  mere  discretionary  power  without  risk  or  responsi- 
bility allowed  in  heaven  above  or  on  the  earth  beneath ; for  the 
great  and  just  God  has  passed  no  indemnity  bills  to  screen  offen- 
ders against  the  laws  from  just  punishment. 

It  is,  therefore,  proved,  from  the  law  and  j ustice  of  God,  that 
as  temporary  stewards,  you  are  bound  to  apply  the  property  of 
which  you  are  but  trustees  agreeably  to  his  known  will  and  plea- 
sure, which  have  been  expressly  revealed,  and  which  must  be 
obeyed  under  the  highest  penalty,  even  that  of  eternal  damnation  ; 
namely,  to  relieve  the  wants  of  your  distressed  fellow-man  as  well 
as  your  own. 

And  this  is  all  conformable  to  true  philosophy,  as  well  as  to 
the  will  of  God,  as  revealed  in  the  elder  volume  of  the  creation, 
in  which,  as  in  a mirror,  the  Divine  Perfections  are  portrayed  in 
imperishable  and  immortal  characters,  and  from  which,  the  de- 
signs of  the  adorable  and  omnipotent  Artificer  may  plainly  be  col- 
lected. 

What,  then,  is  the  nature  of  what  we  call  wealth,  riches,  or 
property  ? They  must  be  resolved  into  two  kinds ; namely,  the 
immediate  productions  and  gifts  of  God,  to  wit,  the  elements,  the 
beautiful  and  useful  lights  of  heaven,  the  air  we  breathe,  the  earth 
we  tread,  the  ocean  we  navigate,  and  the  waters  which,  simple 
or  compound,  form  our  nurture  or  beverage.  These  were  bestow- 
ed in  common  on  all  animals,  and  not  exclusively  on  one  species. 
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Next,  the  animal  productions,  that  fly,  or  swim,  or  tread  on  the 
earth,  with  the  wonderful  variety  of  vegetables  that  feed  them,  and 
are  made  subservient  to  the  use,  not  to  the  abuse  of  man.  And 
all  these  are  the  gifts  of  G-od,  not  to  one  man  only,  be  he  lord  or 
king,  or  to  one  set  of  men,  or  to  one  nation  or  land ; hut  are 
made  for  and  given  to  all  equally.  Therefore,  by  the  original 
birth,  law,  and  compact,  no  man  has  any  exclusive  right  to  the 
use  of  these  things,  or  to  any  of  them,  antecedent  to  the  compact 
of  society,  and  society  by  its  compacts  cannot  annihilate  rights 
established  by  superior  Divine  power.  It  can  only  regulate  the 
manner  of  their  application  and  distribution  within  certain  bounds. 
Consequently,  every  individual  son  or  daughter  of  Adam  retains 
in  full  force  his  or  her  absolute  birth-right  for  a competent  share 
of  the  necessary  and  useful  productions  to  supply  his  wants,  cor- 
poral and  spiritual,  for  food,  clothing,  lodging,  education,  and 
rearing  of  himself,  and  his  offspring ; support  in  sickness,  spiri- 
tual consolation  and  instruction  through  life  and  at  the  hour  of 
death ; all  subject  to  this  one  condition,  that  he  labour;  for  this 
decree  includes  all  men : “ In  the  sweat  of  thy  face  thou  shalt 
earn  thy  bread and,  as  St.  Paul  says,  “ He  who  will  not  labour, 
neither  should  he  eat/’ 

But  if  distress  overtake  him,  through  sickness,  misfortune,  or 
even  folly,  the  law  of  mercy  and  of  charity — which  is  the  law  of 
God,  doubly  revealed  in  the  written  word  of  God,  as  well  as  in  the 
volume  of  nature  and  traditions  of  all  nations — comes  in  to  supply 
the  deficiency  of  human  laws,  which  study  to  leave  virtue  the  merit 
of  being  in  some  measure  voluntary  and  spontaneous. 

Why,  then,  have  men  associated  and  formed  laws  ? Certainly 
for  security,  comfort,  and  convenience,  not  for  misery  and  des- 
truction, and  to  remedy  individual  weakness  by  the  union  of 
strength  and  numbers.  In  a word,  to  promote  the  happiness  of 
all,  each  member  of  the  association,  without  partiality  or  distinc- 
tion of  persons,  forms,  as  it  were,  a public  and  joint  hank  stock , 
into  which  each  individual  throws  in  his  contingent  in  contribution 
of  manual  or  mental  labour.  A kind  of  insurance  office  is  thus 
formed  against  the  casualities  of  human  life  and  the  cruel  ca- 
prices of  fortune. 

The  victims  of  misfortune  or  disease  have  not  thereby  forfeited 
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their  fair  claims  to  the  protection  of  all  the  members  of  the  asso- 
ciation, who  are  naturally  bound  to  stand  by  each  other  in  sickness 
and  in  health  ; and  the  obligation  of  assistance  is  only  redoubled 
by  the  misfortunes  of  a fellow-member  or  fellow-citizen  of  the 
great  family. 

These  banks  are  accumulations  of  property  which  are  in  the 
hands  of  the  rich ; and  they  are,  therefore,  the  natural  stewards 
to  supply  the  wants  of  the  poorer  classes  of  their  brethren.  Let 
them  reflect,  that  none  of  them  got  rich  by  his  own  labour  alone. 
Wealth  being  the  result  of  a large  quantity  of  human  labour,  act- 
ing on  the  natural  productions,  or  accumulation  of  capital,  the 
laborious  classes  have,  of  course,  an  inalienable  right  to  a fair  divi- 
dend of  the  same  in  sickness  and  in  health,  for  no  man  can  claim 
a monopoly  of  the  gifts  of  God,  much  less  of  the  labours  of  man. 
Therefore,  he  who  giveth  to  the  poor,  especially  those  who  have 
been,  or  are,  desirous  to  be  useful  members  of  society,  not  only 
giveth  to  the  Lord,  but  makes  restitution  to  the  poor. 

If  the  law  of  charity  and  justice  had  not  commanded  attention 
to  the  wants  of  the  poor,  the  law  of  sound  policy,  prudent  atten- 
tion to  sound  principles,  and  even  self-interest,  would  teach  the 
rich  and  the  great  the  importance  of  extending  their  care  to  the 
afflicted  and  the  indigent. 

If  you  want  to  know  the  never-failing  fuel  that  feeds  and  must 
ever  keep  alive  the  spirit  of  sedition,  the  great,  although  degraded. 
Lord  Chancellor  Bacon  points  it  out  to  you.  That  mighty  genius 
has  said,  that  “ poverty  and  discontent  are  the  proper  matter  of 
sedition.”  Another  experienced  and  eminent  statesman,  famous 
for  his  knowledge  of  men  and  things,  Sully,  in  his  “ Memoirs,” 
has  the  following  passage  : “ The  people  never  raise  an  insurrec- 
tion from  a desire  of  attacking,  but  from  the  impatience  of 
suffering.” 

The  same  cause  accounts  for  the  frequent  robberies  and  murders 
in  countries  that  are  badly  governed.  In  fact,  where  the  multi- 
tude are  publicly  robbed  by  privileged  robbers,  individuals  will 
be  robbed  in  the  dark  by  private  robbers. 

There  may  be  other  circumstances  peculiar  to  a country  which 
enforce  charity  as  an  imperious  obligation  of  strict  justice.  For 
example,  if  there  be  a country  where  the  poor  are  miserably  ha- 
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rassed  and  ground  down  by  taxes,  rack-rents,  and  numberless  ex- 
actions ; and  where,  to  aggravate  the  hardship  still  farther,  effec- 
tual measures  are  taken  to  deprive  them  of  the  means  of  paying 
those  terrible  exactions,  by  depriving  them  of  employment,  which 
is  accomplished  by  debarring  them  of  manufactures  and  com- 
merce. If  there  be  a country  whose  wars  and  taxes  are  carried  on 
and  incurred  for  the  benefit  of  another  people,  who  have  totally  im- 
poverished and  enslaved  them,  with  the  mass  of  mankind  trans- 
ferring all  their  lands  and  property  into  the  hands  of  a few  un- 
principled adventurers ; thus  selling  the  people  and  their  soil  in 
the  strict  sense  of  the  word  to  Jews  and  stock-jobbers,  insomuch 
that  they  may,  in  all  propriety,  be  called  the  lords  of  the  land 
and  people.  If  the  great  and  wealthy  have,  by  their  political 
sins,  and  by  supporting  bad  measures,  brought  a mighty  load  of 
misery  on  the  great  mass  of  their  fellow-citizens,  to  that  degree, 
that  they  might  well  curse  the  institution  of  what  is  called  civil 
society,  and  envy  the  happier  lot  of  the  hardy  and  honest  red  man 
in  his  native  woods  ; destitute  of  proper  food,  clothing,  lodging  ; 
dwindling  and  decaying,  from  generation  to  generation,  in  stature 
and  strength ; unable  to  educate,  or  even  feed  their  children  in 
a suitable  manner.  If  the  unfortunate  men  who  dig  and  plough, 
reap  and  thrash  the  corn,  are  not  allowed  to  taste  it — a piece  of 
cruelty  which  Moses  forbade  to  be  used  towards  the  dumb  ani- 
mal, and  contrary  to  the  command,  “ Muzzle  not  the  ox  which 
treadeth  out  the  corn.”  If  the  immense  productions  of  their 
bountiful  Father  pass  before  their  faces  into  the  hands  of  their 
enemies,  to  pamper  the  dissolute,  the  profligate  sons  and  daugh- 
ters of  iniquity.  The  rich  are  peculiarly  called  upon  to  relieve 
the  distresses  they  have  helped  to  create,  to  remedy  abuses,  of 
which  they  are  not  guiltless:  this  is  not  charity;  it  is  justice. 
What  though  the  law  of  the  land  and  man  are  silent,  though  you 
have  nothing  to  apprehend  from  judge  or  jury,  will  you  not  fear 
that  judicature,  where  jury  and  witnesses  are  superfluous;  where 
the  inmost  secrets  of  your  hearts,  your  words,  deeds,  and  thoughts, 
will  appear  in  formidable  array  ? Ah  ! who  would  not  wish  on 
that  day  to  have  performed  some  worthy  deed,  that  might  appear 
as  evidence  in  his  favour ! 

Let  us  not  dissemble  or  deceive  ourselves,  my  countrymen  and 
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fellow- Christians.  The  pulpit  of  the  Gospel  ministry  is  not  tbe 
place  for  the  meanness  of  human  policy.  The  minister  of  Christ 
is  in  duty  bound,  as  he  values  his  salvation,  to  consider  and  an- 
nounce himself  as  the  ambassador  of  Heaven,  commissioned  to 
proclaim  and  declare  consoling  and  likewise  awful  truths  to  his 
fellow-servants,  be  they  lords,  kings,  emperors,  or  beggars, 
boldly,  without  respect  of  persons.  And  what  though  he  should 
be  persecuted,  calumniated,  nay,  put  to  torture  and  death,  for  the 
intrepid  discharge  of  his  high  commission ! This  has  been  the 
portion  of  all  the  Prophets,  and  of  our  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ, 
who  has  also  warned  his  disciples,  not  to  fear  those  who  destroy 
the  body,  but  rather  Him  who  can  throw  both  soul  and  body 
into  everlasting  flames. 

In  obedience  to  his  high  commands,  I shall  declare  to  you 
truths,  perhaps  unpleasant  to  some  of  you,  but  certainly  neces- 
sary for  the  salvation  of  you  all,  that  I may  not  be  accessary 
to  your  everlasting  perdition,  by  concealing  your  real  situation 
from  you. 

The  oppressed  country  and  people,  just  now  described,  are  our 
own  beautiful  land,  and  its  goodnatured  but  unhappy  people.  It  is 
more  than  probable  that  many  of  my  hearers  this  day  have,  in 
many  ways,  largely  contributed  to  their  sufferings.  What  judg- 
ment would  you  pass  on  the  men  who  would  oppose,  and  did 
oppose,  all  measures  suggested  for  the  relief  of  these  their  greatly- 
injured,  suffering,  and  meritorious  fellow- Christians  and  country- 
men, and  what  is  infinitely  worse,  in  imitation  of  the  crowned  tyrant 
who  was  drowned  in  the  Red  Sea,  answered  their  humble  petition 
with  great  insults  and  threats,  and  by  redoubling  their  oppres- 
sion, by  dragooning  and  torturing  them  into  civil  war,  that  they 
might  exterminate  or  keep  them  in  eternal  bondage  and  fatten  on 
their  spoils  ? And  who,  during  the  license  of  that  barbarous 
warfare,  were  guilty  of  unheard-of  cruelties,  aud  covered  them- 
selves and  their  country  with  blood,  rapine,  and  infamy,  and  to 
crown  all  their  misdeeds,  sold  themselves  and  their  country  for 
ever  ? 

Such  there  may  be  among  my  hearers  this  day.  They  must 
feel  themselves  loudly  called  to  efface,  if  possible,  the  remembrance 
of  those  crimes  by  a speedy  repentance,  by  making  all  the  atone- 
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ment  in  their  power.  You  have  a great  debt  to  cancel.  You 
cannot,  then,  he  too  liberal.  That  charity  must  not  be  scanty 
which  has  a multitude  of  unparalleled  crimes  to  cover.  Alas  ! the 
injustice  of  ages  cannot  be  repaired  in  a moment,  and  were  you  to 
give  your  all,  small  would  be  the  amount  compared  to  the  damage. 

We  have,  therefore,  not  only  our  spiritual  and  eternal  interest 
concerned,  but  out*  temporal  interests  individually  and  collec- 
tively ; for  our  characters  and  Our  fortunes,  I fear,  have  suffered 
irreparable  damage.  — Was  it  a friend  who  fomented  our  divi- 
sions, and  took  advantage  of  them  to  rob  us  of  what  is  dearer  than 
life? 

Let  us  hasten  to  make  all  the  reparation  in  our  power,  to  our- 
selves, to  our  injured  country,  and  to  our  posterity. 

In  recommending  the  ordinary  distresses  of  your  fellow- crea- 
tures, whether  poverty,  age,  or  helpless  infancy,  to  your  com- 
miseration, the  minister  of  religion  endeavours  to  call  forth  your 
pity  for  suffering  humanity ; but  on  the  present  occasion,  I call 
on  you  to  have  mercy  on  yourselves  and  on  your  children  ; I call 
on  you  to  take  measures  of  precaution  against  an  insidious  and 
formidable  foe,  who  lurks  in  the  very  midst  of  you,  in  the  wretch- 
ed haunts  of  disease,  alleviated  neither  by  the  friendly  aid  of  me- 
dicine, nor  the  consoling  hand  of  human  assistance. 

There,  death,  pain,  and  disease  sit  enthroned  in  the  silent  horror 
of  the  empire  of  death,  a silence  only  interrupted  by  the  groans  of 
an  agonizing  soul,  racked  to  despair  by  the  tortures  of  a burning 
fever.  Humanity  itself  shrinks  back,  appalled,  from  the  dreadful 
contagion,  leaving  the  victims  piled  on  each  other  in  one  bed. 
Shall  I spare  your  feelings  the  description  of  scenes  full  of  mis- 
ery unutterable  to  the  tongue  of  man,  which  frequently  occur  in 
your  cities,  from  which  this  awful  scourge  seldom  or  never  departs  ? 
Shall  I attempt  to  paint  the  situation  of  a house  tenanted  by  three 
or  four  families,  all  prostrated  on  the  bed  of  sickness,  in  filth 
and  wretchedness,  stifled  by  a putrid  and  rancid  atmosphere,  re- 
plenished with  the  morbid  effluvia  of  the  fever,  and  in  the  perspi- 
rations of  their  own  bodies,  without  a human  hand  to  ventilate  the 
noxious  air  of  the  rooms,  to  cleanse  the  filthy  matter  long  accu- 
mulated in  them ; or  to  hand  a drink  or  medicine, — the  dead  and 
the  dying  and  the  convalescent  huddled  in  one  mass  ? Shall  I at- 
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mother  dead  of  the  burning  fever,  and  surrounded  by  her  two 
infants  agonizing  in  the  pangs  of  the  same  disease,  and  soon 
to  accompany  her  ? Your  feelings  have  already  pronounced  these 
cases  the  very  climax  of  human  misery,  and  consequently  possess- 
ing a claim  on  your  charity,  paramount  to  all  the  objects  ever 
placed  before  your  excited  imagination  ! 

Has  not  the  Lord  and  Giver  of  life  permitted  those  awful  visi- 
tations partly  to  exercise  your  charity,  and  leave  room  for  cancel- 
ling and  redeeming  many  defects  through  the  practice  of  that  god- 
like virtue?  This  is  not  all.  I said,  that  in  mercy  to  yourselves 
you  are  called  upon  to  make  every  possible  exertion  to  promote 
the  object  of  this  charity ! In  vain  do  you  shun  the  infected  place  ; 
in  vain  do  you  bolt  your  doors  and  close  your  windows.  The 
deadly  foe,  subtle  and  invisible,  like  the  air  that  wafts  it,  creeps  in 
and  pervades  everywhere,  and  steals  into  your  bosom  along  with 
the  vital  fluid,  which  it  converts  into  the  fluid  of  death,  either  by 
communication  of  infected  persons,  or  by  some  tainted  blast  of  in- 
fectious effluvia,  floating  on  the  wings  of  the  wind.  It  is  obvious 
how  much  the  virulence  and  deleterious  power  of  contagion  in- 
creases, by  having  raged,  long  neglected,  in  some  humble  abode  of 
filth,  poverty,  and  disease.  Thus  it  is,  that  those  terrible  plagues 
are  formed  in  countries  languishing  under  the  Turkish  yoke, 
whence  pestilence  issues  like  the  smoke  of  the  bottomless  pit,  to 
appal  nations  with  the  horrors  of  devastating  disease  and  death. 
The  sloth,  negligence,  and  nastiness  of  the  people,  increase  its 
virulence,  and  contribute  to  its  frequency.  Under  the  wise  insti- 
tutions of  the  Patriarchs  and  of  the  Mosaic  law,  a people  trained 
to  industry,  and  whose  very  religion  inculcated  cleanliness  and 
diligent  attention  to  the  earliest  symptoms  of  infection,  which  they 
were  bound  to  denounce  to  the  magistrate,  in  order  to  sequester  the 
diseased  from  the  sound,  were  not  so  often  nor  so  fatally  visited 
by  that  calamity,  as  latterly  their  degenerate  successors  are,  under 
the  crushing  yoke  of  the  Mussulmans  or  other  barbarians. 

In  addition  to  this  irrefragable  proof,  our  own  experience  goes 
to  corroborate  the  utility  of  an  institution  whose  object  is  to  pro- 
cure the  earliest  information  of  the  appearance  of  disease  and  con- 
tagion ; and  when  they  cannot  relieve  the  poor  and  indigent  in  the 
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bosom  of  their  families,  they  report  the  case  to  those  who  may  re- 
move the  infected  to  another  place,  and  thus  prevent  the  extension 
of  the  malady. 

Then  comes  in  the  benefit  of  that  Fever  Hospital,  of  whose 
claims  upon  public  bounty  I have  elsewhere  spoken,  where  the 
really  afflicted  and  sick  have  every  accommodation  of  airy  rooms, 
clean  beds  and  bedding,  attention  of  nurses,  and  every  assistance 
that  medical  skill  and  the  consolations  of  religion  can  afford. 

Thus,  you  shall  in  this  instance  achieve  two  great  objects,  that 
do  not  always  meet.  Here  the  duties  of  the  highest  benevolence 
are  reconciled  to  the  dictates  of  the  most  interested  prudence : 
for,  whilst  you  are  here  administering  relief  to  the  poor  and  indi- 
gent roomkeeper,  who  once,  perhaps,  was  affluent  and  happy,  you 
also  obtain  relief  for  the  most  deplorable  objects  in  creation,  and 
remove  contagion  and  disease  from  the  abodes  of  wretchedness 
and  want. 

If,  unfortunately  for  any  of  you,  this  institution  be  not  ade- 
quately supported ; if  the  poor  mechanic,  who  is  able  and  willing 
to  work,  be  not  enabled  to  sustain,  by  a little  timely  aid,  the 
means  of  promoting  his  honest  industry,  then  he  may  become 
sick  and  saddened  to  death,  and  his  poor  family,  from  want,  be- 
come the  candidates  of  the  hospitals,  already  insufficient  for  the 
reception  of  the  numerous  victims  of  disease.  If  the  contagion 
should  then  rage  in  the  bosom  of  your  own  families ; if  the  dearest 
relatives  of  your  own  house,  if  your  own  children,  are  attacked, 
and,  after  unspeakable  sufferings,  expire  in  your  arms,  then  you 
may  accuse  yourselves,  when  too  late,  for  not  supporting  with  all 
your  might  the  object  of  the  present  charity,  this  noble  institu- 
tion. 

What  a trifle  would  not  one  hundred  pounds  appear  when  com- 
pared with  the  loss  and  sufferings  of  even  one  disastrous  victim 
of  neglect  who  may  perish  through  your  heard-heartedness  ! But 
how  far  more  dreadful  if  ten  or  twenty  perish  through  your  cupi- 
dity or  neglect ! 

Come  forward,  then,  husbands,  wives,  and  widows ; come  for- 
ward, fathers,  mothers,  brothers,  and  sisters,  who  are  yet  un- 
touched by  sickness  or  disease ; come  forward,  ye  who  yet  have 
means  to  sustain  your  trade  or  profession,  and  enable  this  Society 


to  relieve  the  poor,  the  lonely,  and  the  indigent  roomkeeper.  Re- 
member the  divine  saying  of  the  great  Apostle  St.  James  : “ This 
is  pure  and  undefiled  religion,  to  visit  the  widow  and  the  orphan 
in  their  tribulation,  and  to  keep  yourselves  unspotted  from  the 
world." 


A PANEGYRIC 


ON 


SAINT  AUGUSTINE. 


“ In  nomine  Sanctissimi  Trinitatis.  Amen.” 

“ Altitudinem  cceli,  et  latitudinem  terrse,  et  profundum  abyssi,  quis  dimensus 
est?  etc. — Ecclus.,  i,  2,  3,  9. 

“ Who  hath  measured  the  height  of  heaven,  and  the  breadth  of  the  earth,  and 
the  depth  of  the  abyss  ? Who  hath  searched  out  the  wisdom  of  God,  that 
goeth  before  all  things  ?. . . .There  is  one  [who]  saw  her,  and  numbered  her, 
and  measured  her.” 

These  beautiful  expressions  of  Sacred  Writ,  in  their  literal 
meaning,  are  unquestionably  to  be  understood  as  explanatory  of 
the  infinite  wisdom  of  the  Eternal ; but  still,  they  may,  in  an 
humbler  point  of  view,  and  in  the  licensed  allegory  of  panegyric, 
be  most  admirably  applied  to  the  vast  and  penetrating  genius,  the 
unlimited  and  most  comprehensive  understanding  of  that  bright 
luminary  of  Christianity,  that  pillar  of  Catholicity,  that  star  of 
heaven,  that  cedar  of  Lebanon ; I mean,  the  incomparable  Saint 
Augustine. 

This  great  Father,  Doctor,  Bishop,  and  Founder  of  our  Order, 
whose  “ memory  is  in  eternal  benediction,”  we  are  here  assembled 
to  solemnise  with  our  holy  Mother  the  Church,  who,  proud  in 
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the  annual  remembrance  of  the  most  noble  and  valiant  of  her 
champions,  displays  her  joy  on  her  altars  in  the  pomp  of  pious 
festivity ! 

For  my  part,  my  dearly  beloved  brethren,  so  distracted  am  I 
by  various  and  opposite  sensations  on  the  present  occasion,  that  I 
tremble  for  the  issue  of  this  discourse. 

To  have  been  appointed  the  public,  but  feeble  panegyrist  of  a 
Saint  unequalled  in  learning  and  talents,  and  scarcely  rivalled  in 
sanctity, — I consider  this  as  the  highest  honour  that  could  be  con- 
ferred upon  me.  But,  when  I view  the  vast  space  over  which  I 
have  to  travel,  when  I survey  the  bleak  forest  of  thorns  and 
thistles,  where  young  Augustine  strayed  for  years,  ingulfed  in 
the  vortex  of  vice  ; in  short,  when  I behold  the  wilderness  through 
which  I must  force  my  way,  before  I arrive  at  the  cultivated  gar- 
den of  his  virtues,  I am  already  fatigued  by  the  journey,  and  sink 
beneath  the  burden  of  my  feelings,  and  candidly  confess  my  in- 
ability to  perform  the  difficult  task.  But,  as  on  many  occasions  I 
have  experienced  your  kind  indulgence,  I flatter  myself  that  on  the 
present,  your  piety  and  patience  will  supply  the  want  of  my  ability. 

It  is  surprising,  indeed,  my  brethren,  that  man,  who  was 
made  to  the  image  and  likeness  of  the  Godhead,  and  blessed 
with  reason  above  all  other  creatures  here  below  in  order  to  know 
his  Divine  Master,  should  himself  so  far  deviate  from  the  end  of 
his  creation,  as  to  take  pleasure  in  darkness,  although  endowed 
with  the  greatest  lights  from  above ; that  he  shall  permit  himself 
to  be  guided  by  his  passions,  conducted  by  prejudice,  and  shut- 
ting his  eyes  against  the  bright  sun  of  truth,  shall  be  led  a miser- 
able captive  by  the  false  glimmering  of  corrupted  reason ; that 
he  shall  inconsiderately  plunge  himself  into  the  most  fatal  errors 
and  most  unpardonable  follies,  and  quit  the  path  of  Christian  pru- 
dence, to  engage  himself  in  the  most  ridiculous  vanities  and  dan- 
gerous indiscretions. 

Strange  to  say,  this  appears  yet,  alas!  too  fatally  true.  For  my 
part,  were  I not  convinced  by  experience,  tha^the  greatest  men 
are  sometimes  disfigured  by  the  greatest  faults ; that  the  cor- 
ruption of  the  heart  too  often  gains  the  ascendancy  over  the 
lights  of  the  understanding ; were  I not  certain  from  revelation 
that  the  Almighty  can,  when  he  pleases,  raise  sons  for  Abraham 
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out  of  the  hardest  rocks,  draw  light  from  the  centre  of  darkness, 
and  at  his  will,  transform  vessels  of  wrath  or  ignominy  into  ves- 
sels of  election,  I would  be  at  a loss  to  comprehend  how  Augus- 
tine, the  great  Doctor  of  the  Catholic  Church,  whom  the  Fathers 
and  Councils,  by  united  encomiums,  have  styled  “ the  salt  of  the 
earth,  the  source  of  living  waters,  the  oracle  of  faith,  the  support 
of  divine  grace,  and  the  pillar  of  the  Church how,  I say,  this 
transcendent  genius,  adorned  with  all  the  gifts  which  the  God- 
head bestows  on  such  as  he  intends  for  the  admiration  of  future 
ages,  and  destines  to  be  the  ornament  and  triumph  of  Christian- 
ity, could  possibly  have  been,  at  any  period  of  his  life,  so  vile  a 
slave  to  the  follies  and  vices  of  a corrupted  world.  But  he  him- 
self, in  that  never-to-be-sufficiently-admired  work,  the  hook  of  his 
“ Confessions,”  most  humbly  and  penitently  acknowledges  his 
youthful  crimes,  and  by  the  picture  which  he  has  drawn  of  his  sad 
transgressions,  authorizes  his  panegyrists  to  give  a faithful  copy  of 
the  same,  as  a warning  and  lesson  to  posterity,  to  imitate  him  in 
his  eternal  and  perfect  abandonment  of  sin  and  shame. 

I do  not,  therefore,  stand  in  need  of  that  artifice  which  orators 
in  general  employ  in  celebrating  the  actions  of  their  heroes ; that 
is,  of  studiously  passing  over  in  respectful  silence  their  juvenile 
weaknesses,  or  more  mature  imbecilities.  No  ; the  puerilities  of 
Augustine  shall  cast  a lighter  shade  on  his  future  actions,  and 
shall  serve  to  prove,  that  from  the  blackest  vapours  of  concu- 
piscence, the  grace  of  God  can  draw  forth  the  brightest  rays  of 
virtue,  and  from  the  darkest  night,  produce  the  most  glorious 
day.  The  iniquities  of  young  Augustine  and  the  misery  of  his 
captivity  shall  heighten  the  lustre  of  God’s  mercy,  and,  in  a 
manner,  increase  the  noble  attributes  of  the  Divinity.  . 

We  shall,  therefore,  in  order  to  view  our  African  hero  in  his 
true  light,  follow  him  through  all  the  stages  of  his  life  with  his 
pious  mother  Monica,  with  her  shed  tears  over  his  complicated 
misery,  and  with  her  we  also  shall  rejoice  in  his  glorious  con- 
version. 

We  will  discover  in  him  a tempestuous  youth  at  Tagaste,  a 
prodigy  of  prostituted  talents  at  Carthage,  in  Rome  a proud  philo- 
sopher, and  at  Milan  an  humble  saint,  and  a truly  contrite  and 
perfect  penitent.  We  shall  rest  here,  proud  of  our  new  convert. 
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We  will  reconduct  him  to  the  shores  of  Africa.  We  shall  behold 
him  at  Hippo  as  the  child  of  Heaven,  practising  every  possible 
virtue  and  exercising  all  the  wisdom  of  a Doctor,  and  as  a Reli- 
gious  of  penitential  austerity,  possessing  all  the  sciences  of  the 
schools,  and  diffusing  the  rays  of  the  Gospel  and  fulness  of  de- 
votion over  the  dark  land  of  his  nativity ; as  a Bishop,  rigorously 
fulfilling  the  awful  duties  of  his  office,  and  zealously  supporting 
the  dignity  of  a mitred  functionary  of  Jesus  Christ.  From  this, 
he  never  ceases  to  weep  anew  over  his  early  crimes,  and  shed 
tears  to  the  memory  of  his  dear,  his  fond,  and  his  sainted  mother, 
Monica,  whose  prayers  and  tears  claimed  from  Heaven  the  signal 
blessing  of  her  strayed  son’s  conversion ! 

Such  are  the  outlines  from  which  I shall  attempt  to  sketch  the 
rough  portrait  of  our  favoured  Augustine ; from  which  it  is  with 
truth  I may  evidently  apply  the  words  which  the  Royal  Prophet, 
wrapt  in  the  contemplation  of  future  ages,  before  the  birth  of 
our  hero,  pronounced  his  praises  in  these  beautiful  expressions 
of  the  88th  Psalm : “ Veritas  mea  et  misericordia  mea  cum  ipso 
“My  truth  and  my  mercy  are  with  him.”  Yes;  the  mercy  of 
God  shines  most  brightly  and  luminously  in  the  conversion  of 
Augustine,  the  sinner ; the  truth  of  God  is  most  conspicuous,  the 
truths  of  religion  are  most  ably  and  unanswerably  defended  by 
the  pen  of  Augustine,  the  Saint.  Grant,  0 Eternal  God ! that 
from  the  recital  of  the  vices  and  virtues  of  the  proudest  ornament 
of  the  Church,  we  may  learn  sincerely  to  detest  the  former, 
and  devoutly  to  embrace  the  latter.  That  we  may  succeed  in 
this  our  fervent  prayer,  let  us,  on  bended  knees,  implore  her  inter- 
cession who  received  the  plenitude  of  divine  grace  when  the  Angel 
of  the  Lord  announced  to  her  the  mystery  of  the  Incarnation  in 
these  memorable  words : “ Hail  full  of  grace!' 

Our  illustrious  Saint  was  given  to  the  world  as  a singular 
blessing  and  ornament  of  human  nature,  in  the  city  of  Tagaste, 
in  Africa,  about  the  middle  of  the  fourth  century.  If,  on  the 
one  hand,  he  was  blessed  with  a most  religious  mother,  his  father 
was  unfortunately  still  a pagan,  a man  of  pleasure,  and  given  to 
debauchery,  and  often  by  his  pernicious  example  counteracted  the 
holy  efforts  of  the  pious  Monica,  to  train  up  her  young  Augus- 
tine in  the  paths  of  virtue,  and  show  him  the  way  of  salvation. 
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On  the  side  of  nature,  no  greater  prodigy  has  ever  appeared  in 
the  world.  The  genius  of  Augustine  was  so  vast,  so  lively,  so 
penetrating  and  universally  comprehensive,  that  his  best  eulogium 
would  be,  an  exact  survey  of  the  immortal  fruits  of  it,  and  a re- 
spectful silence  and  admiration.  But  we  must  lament,  that  as 
yet,  his  imagination,  unconfined  as  the  ocean,  wanders  from  one 
error  to  another ; and  this  prodigy  of  wit  and  learning  is  tossed 
at  the  pleasure  of  the  wild  waves  of  passion.  Tagaste,  which 
gave  birth  to  our  young  hero,  contemplated  with  glad  surprise 
the  towering  genius  of  her  admirable  offspring.  Koine,  the  mis- 
tress of  polite  literature,  blushed  to  see  barbarous  Africa  send 
forth  a youth,  whose  equal  she  could  not  reckon  upon  amidst 
all  her  learned  sons,  and  Carthage  smiled  to  behold  her  proud, 
imperious  rival,  her  long-hated  mistress,  at  length  subdued  by 
her  matchless  son,  the  inimitable  Augustine  ; for  all  allow  him  to 
have  been  the  most  sublime  and  refined  wit  of  the  age,  the  most 
fluent  and  eloquent  orator,  the  most  acute  and  penetrating  philo- 
sopher, that  the  polite  world  could  then,  or  ever  since,  boast  of. 

It  is  not,  therefore,  surprising  to  see  Augustine,  as  yet  a 
stranger  to  the  humility  of  the  Gospel,  gathering  with  rapture 
the  flowers  which  the  adulation  of  the  world  so  profusely  strewed 
before  him.  Admired  by  all  ranks,  the  unfledged  youth  naturally 
becomes  the  fond  lover  of  himself,  offers  incense  to  the  production 
of  his  brain,  and  breaking  through  the  narrow  confines  of  his  body, 
wishes  to  soar  above  mortality,  and  seat  himself  higher  than  the 
stars  of  the  firmament.  Guided  by  the  crafty  serpent,  the  un- 
guarded Augustine  climbs  the  hill  of  knowledge.  In  the  warmth 
of  imagination,  he  erects  for  himself,  a throne  amongst  the  su- 
perior spirits,  while,  alas!  he  is  only  adding  to  his  chains,  by 
plunging  deeper  into  the  labyrinth  of  error ; for,  in  the  earlier 
part  of  his  life,  this  great  man  unhappily  rendered  himself  the 
slave  of  his  passions,  and  to  the  usual  propensities  of  youth  he 
gave  an  unbounded  indulgence,  God  so  permitting,  that  he  might 
exhibit  to  the  world  a most  striking  example  of  the  wonderful 
omnipotence  of  His  divine  grace,  in  the  conversion  of  this  admi- 
rable man.  Soothed  by  bad  example,  he  gave  so  great  a loose  to 
his  vicious  inclinations,  that  neither  the  authority  of  his  mother 
nor  the  vigilance  of  his  teachers  could  check  him  in  bis  wicked 
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career ; for,  as  he  himself  confesses,  the  desire  of  excelling  even 
in  vice,  made  him  chiefly  aim  at  practising  what  was  most  severely 
prohibited.  Thus,  with  his  years,  grew  the  malice  of  Augustine, 
which  he  laments  most  bitterly,  and  which  he  says  was  completed 
by  the  dissipations  of  the  theatre,  and  other  nightly  assemblies, 
the  poison  of  youth  and  the  destruction  of  old  age,  more  injurious 
to  the  vitals  of  morality,  than  adder  poison  to  the  human  frame. 
It  was  amidst  those  entertainments  that  our  young  African,  whose 
heart  was  composed  of  flames,  as  his  understanding  was  of  fire, 
found  the  accursed  matter  which  kindled  his  desires,  and  nourished 
his  already  overgrown  passions,  where,  his  senses  seduced,  his 
reason  dazzled,  and  his  imagination  bewildered,  his  heart  became 
dead  to  everything  hut  to  the  fashionable  dissipations  of  a giddy 
and  corrupted  world.  He  tells  us  himself,  that  his  tears  flowed 
more  freely  for  the  loss  of  a fugitive  pleasure  or  a fleeting  delight, 
than  for  the  loss  of  his  precious  soul  or  his  good  God.  “ The 
weight  of  worldly  sweets,”  says  he,  “ agreeably  pressed  me  down, 
and  bowed  my  body  and  understanding  towards  the  earth.  I had 
no  longer  the  figure  of  a man,  but  that  of  a serpent,  and  it  seemed 
as  if  God’s  curse  on  the  infernal  seducer  had  been  addressed  to  me : 
Super  pectus  gradieris ; ‘ Thou  shalt  crawl  upon  thy  breast.’  ” O 
unfortunate  youth,  giddy  Augustine,  whither,  whither  art  thou 
going  ? Is  it  thus  thou  bidst  adieu  to  thy  God,  and  to  the 
possession  of  eternal  glory  ? Ah ! for  one  moment,  cast  an  eye 
on  thy  folly,  view  the  tears  of  thy  disconsolate  mother,  thy  fond, 
distracted  parent,  addressing  Heaven  for  thy  spiritual  resurrection  ! 
Reflect  for  one  instant  on  thy  ingratitude,  and  be  converted  to  the 
Lord.  But  I speak  to  the  winds.  In  vain  do  I call  on  the 
strayed  youth  to  hear  me ; bewildered  amidst  the  sensual  pleasures 
of  abandoned  Carthage,  he  listens  but  to  the  syren  voice  of  se-^ 
duction ; lulled  to  rest  on  the  luxurious  lap  of  the  harlot  of 
Babylon,  he  dreams  but  of  dissipation,  and  awakes  only  to  in- 
crease the  shackles  of  his  concupiscence.  Dear,  afflicted  Monica, 
how  excruciating  are  thy  torments  ! Yet  a little  while,  and  thy 
mourning  shall  be  changed  into  transports  of  joy. 

Augustine,  when  in  his  twentieth  year,  in  order  to  ease  his 
mother  of  the  burden  of  his  education,  left  the  university  of  Car- 
thage, and  returned  to  his  native  city  of  Tagaste,  where  he  set  up 


a school  of  rhetoric,  which  was  eagerly  frequented  by  all  ranks,  as 
the  fame  of  his  extraordinary  talents  had  spread  wide  over  the  con- 
tinent of  Africa.  During  his  residence,  however,  at  the  capital  of 
Africa,  he  had  imbibed  the  errors  of  the  Manicheans,  a sect  of  unbe- 
lievers, who  had  planned  a system  of  religion,  founded  on  what  was 
most  profane  in  paganism,  carnal  in  Judaism,  abominable  in  magic, 
and  sacrilegious  in  heresy.  The  transmigration  of  Pythagoras,  the 
sensuality  of  Epicurus,  the  eternity  of  two  supreme  principles,  the 
one  author  of  good,  the  other  of  evil;  the  humanity  of  Jesus  Christ 
treated  as  a fable,  the  resurrection  of  the  body  openly  denied,  the 
divine  writings  proscribed,  the  passage  of  souls  through  the  stars 
and  elements  to  be  thus  purified  for  happiness ; all  these  establish- 
ed as  certain  dogmas ; in  short,  picture  to  yourself  all  that  is  shock- 
ing, profane,  and  wicked,  and  it  is  the  heresy  of  Manes.  Yet,  O 
incomprehensible  blindness  ! the  enlightened  Augustine  becomes 
a chieftain  amongst  those  wretches  by  the  lustre  of  his  eloquence, 
adds  respectability  to  their  dreams  and  impostures,  and  by  the 
splendour  of  his  talents,  extends  the  conquest  of  their  diabolical 
errors.  It  is  for  this  reason,  that  on  his  return  to  his  native  city, 
his  pious  mother,  Monica,  who  was  always  a steadfast  Catholic, 
avoided  his  company  most  studiously,  and  refused  to  eat  at  the 
same  table,  fondly  hoping,  by  this  charitable  severity  and  abhor- 
rence of  his  errors,  to  make  him  enter  into  himself.  Finding, 
however,  that  her  endeavours  to  reclaim  him  were  unsuccessful, 
she  repaired  to  a neighbouring  learned  Bishop,  and  with  tears  be- 
sought him  to  discourse  with  her  son  upon  his  errors.  The  holy 
man,  however,  declined  the  task  for  the  present,  alleging  that  he 
was  as  yet  too  much  intoxicated  with  the  novelty  of  the  Mani- 
chean  system,  to  listen  to  sober  reasoning  or  sound  argument ; 
but  she,  still  continuing  in  suppliant  terms  to  importune  him,  he 
dismissed  her  with  these  gentle  expressions : “ Go  ; God  bless  you. 
It  is  impossible,  it  cannot  be,  that  the  child  of  such  tears  should 
perish."  These  words  the  pious  Monica  received  as  an  oracle  from 
Heaven. 

Augustine  had,  in  Tagaste,  a dear  friend,  who  had  been  for 
many  years  the  companion  of  his  studies,  and  to  whom  he  had 
been  accustomed  to  unbosom  himself  without  reserve.  This  asso- 
ciate was  in  the  bloom  of  life,  and  through  his  persuasion  was 
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involved  in  the  Manichean  errors.  Falling  sick,  this  amia- 
ble youth  was  converted  to  the  Catholic  Church,  baptized,  and 
soon  after  died,  with  great  sentiments  of  piety  and  religion. 
This  was  a deadly  blow  to  the  happiness  of  Augustine  : his  heart 
was  overwhelmed  with  grief ; even  his  country  and  his  own  home 
seemed  full  of  horror  to  him ; in  short,  the  image  of  death  ap- 
peared to  him  in  every  direction,  so  that,  no  longer  able  to  behold 
the  fond  retreats  where  himself  and  his  dear  departed  friend  had 
passed  away  their  fleeting  hours,  he  determines  once  more  to  re- 
turn to  Carthage,  there  to  wear  away  his  grief  by  time  and  new 
connexions.  In  the  halls  of  the  university  no  name  was  so  re- 
spected as  that  of  Augustine.  He  was  the  terror  of  the  aspiring 
and  ambitious  youth  of  Africa,  and  easily  carried  away  the  princi- 
pal prizes  in  poetry  and  oratory.  For  nine  years  did  this  tower- 
ing genius  follow  the  doctrines  of  Manicheism,  corrupted  himself, 
and  the  too-able  defender  of  the  corrupted  system  he  had  em- 
braced. On  his  return,  however,  to  the  capital  the  second  time, 
he  had  a long  conference  with  Faustus,  who  was  esteemed  the  most 
intelligent  and  eloquent  professor  of  this  sect.  By  the  proposi- 
tion of  some  difficulties  which  the  all-penetrating  genius  of  Au- 
gustine had  suggested  to  him,  he  saw  at  once  the  weak  and  rotten 
bases  upon  which  the  heretical  edifice  was  raised,  and  immediately 
resolved  to  abandon  a cause  so  unworthy  of  his  defence  and  sup- 
port. Whilst  he  remained  in  this  fluctuation  of  mind,  not  know- 
ing to  what  body  he  should  attach  himself  now,  being  disgusted 
by  the  profligate  manners  of  the  scholars  at  Carthage,  he  resolved 
to  take  a journey  to  Home,  where  students  were  kept  under  a 
more  rigorous  discipline.  This  he  effected  without  disclosing  his 
mind  to  his  disconsolate  mother,  whose  surprise  and  affliction 
at  his  sudden  and  precipitate  departure  may  be  more  easily  con- 
ceived than  expressed. 

After  spending  some  time  at  the  then  flourishing  university  of 
the  capital  of  the  world,  where  he  captivated  the  applause  of  all 
by  the  transcendent  superiority  of  his  talents,  he  fell  danger- 
ously sick  of  a violent  fever,  and  seemed  reduced  by  it  to  the 
very  point  of  dying  and  perishing  for  ever.  “For,  whither  had  I 
gone,”  says  he,  “if  I then  died,  but  into  those  flames  and  tor- 
ments which  my  crimes  deserved  ?”  But  it  pleased  God  to  relieve 
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tionate Monica,  to  whose  sighs  and  tears  the  Church  of  God  is 
indebted  for  the  acquisition  of  so  precious  and  invaluable  a trea- 
sure as  an  Augustine  converted,  and  the  great  and  invincible  de- 
fender of  her  sacred  truths.  The  following  year  he  was  sent  to  the 
city  of  Milan,  in  Italy,  by  Symmachus,  the  prefect  of  Eome,  (who 
warmly  admired  his  wonderful  talents),  in  order  that  where  Va- 
lentinian  the  younger  had  established  the  seat  of  empire,  there, 
the  greatest  genius  of  the  world  should  shine  forth,  and  emit  the 
brightest  rays  of  knowledge  on  every  side,  even  to  the  remotest 
comers  of  the  earth.  Here  his  dear  mother,  borne  on  the  wings 
of  maternal  affection,  and  burning  with  the  most  ardent  zeal  for 
his  conversion,  again  embraced  him ; and  this  was  the  stage  de- 
signed by  Providence  to  crown  at  length  all  the  labours  of  this 
admirable  woman,  and  turn  all  her  tears  of  sadness  into  those  of 
inexpressible  joy  and  consolation. 

After  our  hero  had  shaken  off  the  yoke  of  the  Manichean 
heresy,  he  had  nothing  to  struggle  with  but  the  suggestions  of 
his  passions,  with  which  he  had  a long  and  most  painful  conflict. 
This  he  describes  himself  in  the  most  natural  and  lively  colours : 
“ Amidst  the  cruel  agitations  of  my  mind,”  says  he,  “ my  former 
pleasures  recurred  to  my  remembrance,  and  called  out  to  me, 
‘ What,  Augustine,  will  you  leave  us,  and  from  this  moment 
shall  such  and  such  pleasures  be  forbidden  you  for  ever  ? Can  you 
harbour  the  notion  that  you  can  possibly  live  with  satisfaction 
without  us  ?’”  Such  were  the  words  of  the  tempter,  and  the 
poor  fluctuating  Augustine,  in  the  agonies  of  his  mind,  appears 
like  the  majestic  ship  when  equally  assailed  by  two  opposite  and 
powerful  winds ; one  wafts  her  furiously  towards  the  shore,  the 
other  dashes  her  with  violence  into  the  deep,  and  in  all  appearance, 
dooms  her  to  fall  a victim  to  the  unpitying  elements,  till  at  length 
the  winds  are  hushed,  the  calm  succeeds,  the  joyful  pilot  steers 
the  half-wrecked  helm,  and  is  wafted  by  a favouring  breeze  to 
the  long-wished-for  harbour  of  security.  A natural  image  is  this, 
my  brethren,  of  our  great  Augustine,  struggling  between  the 
impulse  of  passion  and  the  inspirations  of  divine  grace : at  one 
time  he  desires  to  be  converted,  at  another  his  will  opposes  it ; 
now  he  weeps  over  his  crimes,  in  an  instant  he  relapses  into  his 
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folly  ; at  one  time,  in  his  troubled  mind,  he  seizes  on  the  cross 
of  Jesus,  at  another  he  despises  its  humiliations,  and  trembles  in 
every  limb  at  the  thought.  In  short,  sad,  confused,  agitated,  and 
affrighted,  he  suddenly  rushes  forth,  frantic-like,  from  the  apart- 
ment where  he  was  with  his  friend  Alipius,  who  followed  him  in 
silent  astonishment  into  an  adjoining  garden,  where  Austin,  in  all 
the  wild  attitudes  of  despair,  flings  himself  under  a fig-tree,  burn- 
ing with  indignation  against  his  cowardly  weakness,  and  the  chains 
of  sinful  slavery  which  now  insupportably  galled  him.  His  ges- 
tures (for  his  heart  was  too  full  for  utterance)  sufficiently  indi- 
cated a mind  agonising  amidst  the  most  cruel  and  inexpressible 
tortures.  Tears  at  length  came  to  his  relief,  which  he  poured 
forth  in  torrents,  crying  aloud  from  time  to  time,  “ When,  0 
Lord ! when  will  your  anger  have  an  end  ? Why  to-morrow  ? 
why  not  now — this  very  moment — put  an  end  to  my  torments, 
and  be  converted  to  thee  ? The  moment  of  this  signal  conversion, 
so  fortunate  for  the  whole  Church  of  God,  was  now  at  hand. 
He  hears  a voice,  as  from  a neighbouring  house,  which  frequently 
repeats  these  two  Latin  words  : “ Tolle,  lege  ;”  that  is,  “ Take  up 
and  read.”  His  countenance  changed  on  hearing  the  voice,  and 
he  understood  that  the  Almighty  commanded  him  to  open  the 
book  which  he  had  left  near  his  friend  Alipius,  and  to  read  the 
first  article  he  should  find.  The  book  was  the  writings  of  St. 
Paul:  he  eagerly  opened  it,  and  read  to  himself  these  words:  “ Let 
us  walk  honestly,  as  in  the  day  ; not  in  rioting  and  drunkenness, 
not  in  chambering  and  impurities,  not  in  contention  and  envy ; 
but  put  ye  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  make  not  provision  for 
the  flesh  in  its  concupiscences.” — Horn.,  xiii,  13,  14.  Augustine 
read  no  more : in  that  instant  all  his  disquietudes  disappeared,  not 
leaving  a single  trace  of  anguish  behind.  A placid  tranquillity 
now  spread  itself  over  all  his  features,  and  returning  to  the  house, 
he  related  the  affair  to  his  mother,  whose  unspeakable  joy  on  this 
happy  occasion  could  be  equalled  only  by  the  sincere  repentance 
of  her  converted  son.  “ She  could  never  cease,”  says  Augustine, 
“ blessing  and  praising  thee,  0 my  God ! who  knowest  how  to 
bring  about  so  much  more  than  we  are  able  to  comprehend. 
Eternal  praises  to  thy  mercy,”  adds  this  great  penitent,  “ since 
thou  not  only  gave  me  one  of  thy  most  faithful  servants  for  a 


87 


mother,  but  hast  also  placed  myself  in  the  number  of  those  who 
desire  not  to  live  but  to  serve  thee.  May  my  heart  and  my 
tongue  never  cease  praising  thee,  and  may  all  the  powers  of  my 
soul  cry  out,  * O Lord,  what  is  there  that  is  like  unto  thee  ?’  ” 

Our  Saint  was  baptized  by  the  great  St.  Ambrose,  Bishop  of 
Milan,  on  Easter  eve,  in  the  year  387,  and  on  that  joyful  occa- 
sion, the  hymn  of  Te  Deum  was  composed  by  Ambrose  and 
Augustine,  which  has  ever  since  been  sung  in  the  temples  of  God 
on  all  public  rejoicings.  Shortly  after  his  baptism,  our  convert 
desiring  to  devote  himself  entirely  to  a life  of  solitude,  resolved 
to  return  to  Africa.  Accordingly,  he  set  out  on  his  journey,  with 
his  mother  and  several  other  friends,  who  wished  to  accompany 
him  on  his  pilgrimage ; but  arriving  at  Ostia,  a sea- port  about 
fourteen  miles  from  Home,  he  lost  his  dear  mother,  whose  mortal 
remains  are  venerated  by  pious  thousands,  in  a sumptuous  edifice 
of  that  town,  dedicated  to  the  glory  of  God,  under  the  name  of 
the  sainted  Monica.  Soon  after  our  Saint’s  arrival  in  Africa, 
Valerius,  Bishop  of  Hippo,  raised  him,  against  his  inclinations, 
to  the  dignity  of  the  priesthood,  at  the  eager  desire  of  the  people, 
and  lest  that  diocese  should  be  deprived  of  so  invaluable  an  orna- 
ment, he  secretly  procured  Augustine  to  be  appointed  Coadjutor 
to  himself  in  the  episcopal  office,  after  whose  decease  he  governed 
that  see  for  nearly  forty  years,  thus  rendered  so  famous  through 
all  succeeding  ages  in  the  annals  of  the  Church,  for  so  signal,  so 
celebrated,  so  glorious  a pastor,  as  the  great,  the  incomparable 
Augustine. 

And  now,  where  shall  I find  words  to  relate  faithiully  the  im- 
mense labours  and  apostolic  fatigues  of  this  great  man  ? How 
can  I call  to  mind  the  prodigious  number  of  unbelievers  he  con- 
founded, the  innumerable  volumes  he  was  the  author  of,  and  the 
sinners  he  converted  ? How  illustrious  are  his  victories,  how 
sublime  his  writings,  how  pathetic  his  exhortations ! What  fire 
of  conviction  in  his  disputes,  what  persuasive  force  in  his  words, 
and  what  ardent  zeal  in  all  his  undertakings  for  the  glory  of  God 
and  the  honour  of  religion  ! One  would  really  imagine,  from  a 
survey  of  his  works,  that  Augustine  alone  had  been  appointed  by 
Heaven  to  bring  back  all  those  whom  schism  or  impiety  had  .tom 
from  the  bosom  of  the  Church  ; for  if  hell,  from  its  most  gloomy 
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retreats,  spawned  an  Arius,  a Pelagius,  a Manes,  a Donatus,  a 
Nestorius,  or  a Eutyches,  our  matchless  champion  alone  shall 
suffice  to  prostrate  them  all,  and  chain  down  the  many* headed 
monster  of  error.  So  that  if  I could  for  a moment  forget  the  li- 
mits of  that  respect  in  which  I hold  the  other  venerable  Fathers  of 
the  Church,  I am  so  struck  with  the  superiority  of  the  doctrine  of 
Augustine,  that  I would  not  hesitate  to  say,  that  the  Jeromes,  the 
Gregorys,  the  Cyprians,  and  the  Basils,  may  be  silent,  and  cease 
to  combat,  when  the  anointed  Bishop  of  Hippo,  the  darling  of 
Africa,  plants  his  invincible  standard,  and  puts  to  flight,  with 
his  immortal  pen,  the  combined  enemies  of  Jesus  Christ.  But, 
my  brethren,  whither  should  I wander,  how  long  should  I trespass 
on  your  patience  were  I to  attempt  the  full  portrait  of  Augustine  ? 
The  infinite  abundance  of  matter  which  offers  itself  to  form  his 
panegyric,  makes  the  choice  extremely  difficult.  It  is  impossible 
to  say  all ; yet  I know  not  what  should  be  omitted.  Suffice  it, 
then,  to  say,  that  in  Augustine  raised  to  the  episcopal  throne, 
we  behold  the  reign  of  unbounded  charity,  unparalleled  sanctity, 
and  most  austere  repentance.  It  was  now  that  his  love  of  Jesus 
Christ  appeared  in  its  brightest  colours,  as  also  for  the  Church 
and  the  poor ; it  was  now  he  manifested  his  prudence  in  correc- 
tion, his  discretion  in  remonstrance,  his  affability  in  discourse, 
his  patience  under  contradiction,  the  poverty  of  his  revenues,  the 
frugality  of  his  table,  and  in  short,  his  regularity  in  every  action. 
But  I shall  pass  by  his  numberless  train  of  merits,  in  order  to 
show  you  Augustine  full  of  years,  loaded  with  glory  and  adorned 
with  every  virtue,  stretched  on  the  bed  of  death,  and  expiring  in 
the  bosom  of  sanctity  and  penance.  Behold  the  terror  of  con- 
quered hell,  the  triumph  of  victorious  Heaven,  now  struggling 
with  death!  Behold  the  brave  defender  of  the  Faith,  the  sono- 
rous trumpet  of  the  Church  of  God,  the  wonder  of  the  Angels, 
the  miracle  of  humanity,  silent  as  the  grave,  only  when  he  sighs 
forth  the  most  affectionate  of  the  royal  penitent’s  Psalms  : “ Have 
mercy  on  me,  O God,  according  to  thy  great  mercy ; and  ac- 
cording to  the  multitude  of  thy  tender  mercies,  blot  out  my 
iniquities,” — Psalm  1,  1 ; and  with  these  fond  expressions,  the 
dying  Saint  renders  up  his  soul  to  his  Lord  and  his  God. 

I leave  you  now  to  yourselves,  beloved  brethren,  to  mourn 
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over  the  lifeless  remains  of  the  great  champion  of  Christianity. 
I leave  it  to  the  Church  at  large  to  weep  over  his  ashes  and  lament 
his  absence,  as  by  his  death  she  is  exposed  to  all  the  rage  of  hell, 
unprotected  and  friendless.  But  no ; Austin,  though  dead,  lives 
in  his  writings,  and  in  them  by  anticipation  furnishes  the  Church 
of  God  with  invincible  weapons  against  every  error  that  can  pos- 
sibly appear  till  time  shall  be  no  more.  And  now,  my  brethren, 
what  spiritual  instruction  will  you  draw  from  the  life  and  death  of 
this  venerable  Doctor  ? In  the  constellation  of  his  virtues,  his 
humility  was  unquestionably  the  brightest  star ; in  this  we  can 
all  imitate  him.  Notwithstanding  all  the  services  he  rendered  to 
the  Church  by  so  many  volumes  consecrated  to  the  defence  of  reli- 
gion; notwithstanding  the  many  trophies  he  gained  for  divine 
grace,  and  his  continual  fastings  and  watching,  yet  he  trembles 
for  his  salvation,  and  is  seized  with  religious  horror  at  the  dread 
moment  he  is  to  enter  on  eternity.  Why  thus  dread  or  fear  ? 
He  saw  Magdalen  justified  in  an  instant,  Saul  immediately 
struck  prostrate  on  the  earth.  One  conference  is  enough  for 
the  Samaritan,  one  sign  for  the  usurious  Levi,  and  one  promise 
for  the  good  thief  on  the  cross.  But  before  grace  triumphed 
over  his  own  hardened  heart,  what  trials,  what  conflicts,  what 
combats,  must  he  not  have  undergone  ! Oh,  my  brethren,  think 
on  this,  and  tremble ! So  that  Augustine  has  not  only  left 
us  documents  to  follow,  but  the  most  perfect  virtues  to  imitate. 
Let  us,  then,  while  we  admire  his  erudition,  strive  to  form 
ourselves  by  his  conversion,  remembering,  that  on  the  awful 
day  of  trial,  the  Almighty  will  demand  a more  strict  account  of 
the  good  works  we  have  performed,  than  of  the  sciences  we  have 
acquired.  In  short,  my  beloved  brethren,  let  us,  like  Augustine, 
listen  to  the  voice  of  God,  and  be  converted  from  our  evil  ways. 
Let  us,  like  him,  repent,  that  with  him  we  may  receive  the  crown 
of  immortal  glory,  which  I wish  you  all  from  my  heart,  in  the 
name  of  the  Blessed  and  Undivided  Trinity.  Amen. 
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A SERMON 

ON 

BEHALF  OF  FEMALE  ORPHANS. 


“ And  Jesus  took  the  loaves,  and  when  he  had  given  thanks,  he  distributed  to 
those  who  were  seated.” — St.  John,  vi,  11. 

Borne  on  the  unwearied  pinions  of  the  ever-wandering  and  un- 
settled fancy,  following,  however,  the  unerring  light  of  divine 
revelation,  I wing  my  way  over  the  waters  of  Gallilee,  and  ar- 
rive at  the  sacred  mountain,  where  the  ever-beneficent  and  divine 
Jesus  is  surrounded  by  a famishing  multitude.  This  pious  crowd, 
desirous  of  following  Him  who  had  wrought  so  many  wonders, 
forgot,  in  the  zeal  of  devotion,  that  they  were  abandoning  them- 
selves to  hunger  and  want,  by  retiring  from  their  native  home  ; 
till  now,  fatigued  by  the  journey,  they  seem  to  look  back  with 
regret,  and  call  on  their  loving  wives  and  infant  babes,  for  a 
scanty  morsel  to  support  agonising  nature.  Fear  not,  ye  fol- 
lowers of  Christ,  fear  not ; He  who  with  a plentiful  hand  deals 
out  their  food  to  the  feathered  inhabitants  of  the  air  and  to  the 
finny  race  of  the  waters,  will  not  see  his  most  noble  creature, 
man,  expire  in  want,  and  die  at  the  foot  of  a mountain  adorned 
by  his  own  presence.  No;  you  shall  see  your  Lord,  who  when, 
as  man,  pinched  by  hunger  and  thirst,  refused  to  perform  a mi- 
racle for  his  own  subsistence ; you  now,  I say,  shall  behold  him 
battling  against  the  established  laws  of  uature,  inverting  her 
usual  course,  and  suspending,  as  it  were,  the  decrees  of  Heaven. 
And  why  ? For  no  other  reason  than  to  relieve  the  wants  of  his 
famishing  brethren.  Why  doubt  you,  Philip,  of  the  possibility 
of  relieving  the  crowd  ? or  why  complain  of  the  scarcity  of 
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money  to  purchase  food  ? Know  you  not,  that  Jesus  Christ 
is  the  source  of  charity  and  fountain  of  all  love,  and  that  a single 
fiat  accomplishes  his  desires  ? Behold  him  now  exerting  the  arms 
of  Omnipotence,  and  feeding  with  five  loaves  and  two  fishes,  nearly 
five  thousand  hungry  objects ! Divine  bounty  ! wonderful  pro- 
vidence ! admirable  effect  of  the  charity  of  Jesus ! 

Christian  brethren,  in  the  conduct  of  our  Redeemer  we  clearly 
view  the  portrait  of  what  our  own  should  be.  If  we  are  not  en- 
dowed with  the  gift  of  miracles  to  relieve  our  distressed  brethren, 
we  are  at  least  furnished  with  an  abundance  of  earthly  goods  to 
support  them  in  indigence,  and  thus  are  we  constituted  the  de- 
positories of  divine  Providence.  “ Providence!  what  Providence  ?” 
says  the  wicked  incredulous  man,  “ and  who  is  the  guardian  of 
the  poor  ? If  a supreme  provident  Being  balances  the  machine 
of  corporeal  creation,  why  such  an  unequal  distribution  of  the 
goods  of  fortune?  Why  such  an  unjust  partiality  and  exception 
of  persons  ? Why  languishes  the  child  of  virtue  in  the  naked 
garret  of  poverty  or  the  damp  cellar  of  distress,  while  the  glutted 
offspring  of  vice  revels  under  the  gilded  roof  of  his  proud  palace, 
rocks  himself  in  the  cradle  of  voluptuousness  and  ease,  and  sports 
in  the  pride  of  independent  extravagance  ? Is  this  Providence  ? 
or  must  confusion,  injustice,  and  unnatural  inequality,  be  honour- 
ed by  that  name  ? Surely  those  are  not  the  dispositions  of  Provi- 
dence, or  I am  a stranger  to  the  word.”  Such  is  the  language  of 
incredulity.  But  let  us  attend  to  the  great  St.  Augustine,  and 
learn  from  him  a just  and  adequate  idea  of  a supreme  and  provi- 
dent Ruler. 

“ We  ought  not,”  says  this  holy  Doctor,  “ in  the  idea  of  a 
provident  God,  exclude  from  his  works  every  species  of  evil,  as 
in  this  case,  we  should  erect  a barrier  against  many  good  con- 
sequences.” “ And  this  was  the  idea,”  says  the  African  Doctor, 
“ which  the  infidels  themselves  harboured  concerning  the  supreme 
Ruler  of  the  universe,  to  wit,  that  he  could  draw  forth  good  even 
* from  evil  itself.  Guided  by  this  principle,  I will  now  admit  that 
there  are  many,  both  natural  and  moral,  evils.” 

Thus,  in  the  order  of  nature,  the  air  is  frequently  unhealthy, 
noxious,  and  spreading  contagion  from  north  and  south.  The 
sea  we  constantly  behold  ragifig  and  tempestuous,  threatening  the 
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mariner  with  instant  death.  In  the  vegetable  creation,  how  many 
wild  and  sterile  plants,  how  many  useless,  nay,  noxious  herbs, 
are  to  he  found,  not  only  in  the  uncultivated  forest,  but  even 
in  the  chosen  and  cultivated  garden ! In  the  animal  creation, 
poisonous  serpents,  deformed  monsters,  and  troublesome  insects, 
surround  us  on  every  side ; and  even  amongst  men,  what  cala- 
mity and  misery  do  we  not  see ! To  how  many  obstinate  and 
incurable  diseases  is  not  man  subject ! How  often  do  we  behold 
him  snatched  from  existence,  from  his  family  and  his  friends,  by 
a sudden  and  unprovided  death ! 

These  are  what  we  call  defects  in  the  system  of  nature ; and 
are  we  to  cry  out  against  the  providence  of  God  for  permitting 
such  evils  ? Before  I answer  this  question,  I request  you  will 
accompany  me,  in  imagination,  into  some  magnificent  palace, 
where  nature  and  art  vie  with  zealous  rivalship  and  contend  for 
superiority.  Here,  the  natural  beauty  of  its  situation,  on  an  ele- 
vated ground,  surrounded  by  the  verdant  charms  of  lofty  groves 
and  fertile  valleys,  attract  the  attention  of  the  gazing  passenger. 
Within,  the  magnificence  of  its  halls,  the  splendour  of  its  orna- 
ments, and  the  elegance  of  its  structure,  astonish  the  curious 
beholder,  and  fill  his  soul  with  amazement.  Above  all,  my  atten- 
tion is  carried  away  by  the  lively  representations  that  decorate 
the  walls,  in  marble  and  on  canvass.  Here  the  sculptor  repre- 
sents the  Divinity  in  awful  animated  stone;  there  the  painter 
vies  with  him  in  a horrid,  but  striking  picture  of  the  prince  of 
darkness.  In  one  niche  our  mother  Eve  laments  her  fault,  and 
in  the  sweetness  of  her  countenance,  seems  to  disarm  the  justice 
of  an  angry  God ; in  another,  the  harlot  of  Babylon  drinks  the 
cup  of  abominations,  and  stripped  of  shame,  boldly  offers  herself 
to  prostitution.  Here  the  innocent  children  play  with  the  harm- 
less lamb,  and  laugh  at  their  infant  exploits  ; there  the  hungry 
lion  roars  through  the  woods,  and  feasts  on  the  entrails  of  some 
brawny  ox.  On  one  side,  the  ship  sails  majestic  on  the  canvassed 
ocean;  on  the  other,  she  is  dashing  on  the  rocks,  and  buries  her 
horror-stricken  crew  in  the  watery  tomb  of  the  sea. 

Such  a strange  contrast  fills  one  with  surprise,  and  still,  I 
must  own  that  it  increases  the  beauty  of  the  place,  as  the  diffe- 
rent passions  are  more  strongly  represented  by  the  opposition  of 


figures.  On  inquiry,  we  find  all  to  be  the  production  of  one 
artist ; and  here  our  admiration  increases,  and  wonderful  is  the 
man,  we  cry  out,  who  with  the  same  pencil,  the  same  chisel,  has 
been  able  to  represent  such  a variety  of  objects  with  equal  beauty, 
though  in  different  styles  ! 

Eternal  God  ! why  suspend  so  long  the  arm  of  thy  justice  in 
favour  of  proud,  unthinking  man  ? What ! shall  we  proclaim  a 
created  artist  the  wonder  of  the  world,  the  glory  of  the  age, 
because  he  adorns  a sovereign’s  palace  with  imaginary  natural 
imperfections  as  well  as  perfections,  and  still  deny  the  providence 
of  God,  and  arraign  his  uncreated  wisdom  at  the  bar  of  human 
arrogance,  because  he  variegates  the  scene  of  nature  with  good 
and  evil  ? 

O folly  of  man  ! to  accuse  that  Wisdom,  that  is  equally  resplen- 
dent in  the  obscurity  of  the  night,  as  in  the  glare  of  day  ; equally 
to  be  admired  in  the  troubled  elements,  as  in  the  harmony  of  the 
spheres  ; in  the  savage  monster  of  the  woods,  as  in  the  smallest 
insect  of  the  earth.  “ Nay,"  says  Seneca,  “ I know  not  which 
to  admire  most,  either  the  robust  figure  of  the  unwieldy  elephant 
or  the  crawling  worm,  the  hairy- coated  bear  or  the  giddy  fly.  I 
am  equally  at  a loss,"  says  he,  “ when  I contemplate  the  panther 
and  the  locust,  the  ant  and  the  camel,  the  horrid  teeth  of  a wild 
boar  or  the  gnawing  jaws  of  the  almost  invisible  moth.” 

Silence,  then,  proud  wisdom  of  the  world,  since  all  is  good, 
for  the  supreme  Lord  of  the  universe  draws  forth  good  from  evil. 
Yes,  most  assuredly  he  does.  What  caused,  in  the  order  of* 
nature,  the  invention  of  arts  and  sciences  amongst  men,  the  dis- 
tinction of  states  and  employments,  the  variety  of  so  many  na- 
tions, and  the  foundation  of  so  many  monarchies  and  republics  ? 
Was  it  not  the  sin  of  our  first  parents  ? and  that  was  evil.  Under 
the  order  of  grace,  the  earth  would  not  have  been  adorned  with 
innumerable  Patriarchs,  Prophets,  and  Apostles,  thousands  of 
Martyrs,  Virgins,  and  penitents,  but  for  the  same  evil.  Nor,  in 
the  order  of  glory,  would  there  have  been  a Man-God  presiding 
in  the  celestial  hierarchy.  The  evils,  therefore,  my  brethren, 
which  we  view,  both  in  the  natural  and  moral  world,  far  from 
casting  a shade  of  darkness  on  the  providence  of  God,  on  the  con- 
trary, add  only  additional  lustre  to  the  bright  star  of  Omnipotence. 
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Let  not  the  wicked  man,  therefore,  cry  out,  “ Who  governs  the 
habitable  globe,  and  who  is  the  father  of  the  poor  ?”  Since  wealth 
and  poverty,  under  the  direction  of  Providence,  can  equally  con- 
duct us  to  the  happy  end  of  our  creation,  neither  the  one  nor 
the  other  can  secure  to  us  salvation,  nor  exclude  us  from  it.  It 
is  only  the  use  which  we  make  of  them  that  can  affect  our  eternal 
interests  with  God. 

Let  not  the  rich  man,  while  adorned  with  the  gaudy  trappings 
of  vanity,  forget  that  his  wealth  is  the  gift  of  Providence,  and 
his  superfluity  the  patrimony  of  the  indigent.  Let  not  the  poor 
man  view  with  a jealous  eye  the  prosperity  of  the  children  of 
fortune,  but  rather  remember,  that  in  the  scale  of  Providence, 
he  will  have  his  share.  Let  him  remember,  that  Jesus  Christ 
fed  with  his  own  hands  the  hungry  crowd  that  obeyed  his  laws, 
and  changed  the  barren  soil  of  a mountain  into  a rich  pasture  of 
plenty  and  peace. 

Both  the  rich  and  poor  are  equally  members  of  society,  and  can 
equally,  in  their  respective  spheres,  contribute  to  its  prosperity 
and  happiness.  But  if  they  deviate  from  their  distinct  obligations, 
then  it  is  that  society  becomes  anarchy,  and  confusion  and  misery 
raise  their  horrible  aspects  on  the  ruins  of  fraternal  charity. 

The  rich  man  is  the  child  of  God,  and  bom  for  everlasting 
glory  ; so  also  is  the  poor  man.  The  one  will  attain  it  by  a gene- 
rous participation  of  his  wealth ; the  other,  by  an  humble  obe- 
dience to  the  decrees  of  Providence,  and  a full  confidence  in  the 
mercy  of  his  God. 

It  shall  be  my  duty  now  to  show  that  charity  is  the  bright 
virtue  which  makes  you,  not  only  good  Christians,  but  also 
useful  citizens ; charity  on  the  part  of  the  rich  man,  by  sharing 
his  abundance  with  his  indigent  brother;  charity  on  the  part  of 
the  poor  man,  by  a grateful  acknowledgment  for  such  generosity. 
Thus,  the  rich  depend  on  the  poor,  and,  reciprocally,  the  poor 
on  the  rich ; and  thus  the  great  chain  of  society  is  formed  and 
linked  by  mutual  harmony  and  love. 

For  the  first  time,  my  brethren,  I am  now  an  advocate  for  the 
poor.  These  forlorn  children,  these  harmless  young  one’s,  look 
up  to  me,  look  up  to  you,  with  confidence,  and  their  infant  souls 
exult  in  the  joy  of  expectation  and  hope. 


Yes,  my  children,  I will  do  my  endeavour  for  your  sake.  This 
sacred  dome  shall  echo  with  my  voice  in  defence  of  your  cause ; 
the  whole  hierarchy  of  heaven  shall  witness  my  zeal,  and  happy 
will  I repute  myself  if  my  exertions  contribute  to  add  even  one 
mite  towards  the  support  of  suffering  innocence. 

Wipe  away,  therefore,  my  children,  the  tear  of  sorrow  that 
trickles  down  your  infant  cheeks.  If  your  fathers  are  no  more 
and  your  mothers  in  the  grave,  or,  perhaps,  at  this  moment  ex- 
piring for  a morsel  of  bread,  fear  not ; here  you  behold  a gene- 
rous public  assembled  for  your  relief.  They  are  not  the  flint- 
hearted  children  of  Egypt,  nor  the  sable  misers  of  Abyssinia. 
No,  they  are  the  sons  of  Ireland,  the  generous  inhabitants  of  a 
metropolis  whose  charity  has  been  sounded  from  pole  to  pole  by 
the  sonorous  trumpet  of  praise  and  admiration.  Bend  your  knees, 
therefore,  my  little  ones,  before  the  throne  of  Heaven,  and  with 
uplifted  hearts  and  clasped  hands,  beseech  the  most  Holy  and 
Undivided  Trinity  to  bless  the  cause  of  innocence  in  distress. 
That  it  may  be  so,  let  us  devoutly  repeat  the  “ Hail  Mary”  &c. 

While  I undertake  to  show  you,  my  brethren,  that  the  Gospel 
of  Charity  forms  good  and  useful  citizens,  perhaps  I may  be 
blamed  by  some  short-sighted  hearers  for  confining  my  attention 
to  what  they  may  consider  as  a political  subject,  and  altogether 
unbecoming  this  solemn  place  of  religious  worship,  and  by  no 
means  suitable  to  the  sacred  character  of  my  ministry.  Let  such 
think  as  they  please.  I by  no  means  intend  to  dispute  as  a poli- 
tician. No ; I will  instruct  as  a Christian  teacher,  and  when  I 
mention  a good  citizen,  I only  mean  a worthy  member  of  society. 
As  far,  therefore,  as  the  divine  virtue  of  charity  should  influence 
the  political  conduct  of  a Christian,  so  far  I shall  speak  as  a 
politician,  and  no  farther.  This  I will  do  in  order  to  vindicate 
Religion  from  the  calumnies  of  her  enemies,  and  strip  her  of  the 
sable  garments  with  which  she  is  generally  disfigured  by  the 
malicious  hand  of  incredulity  or  error. 

The  all- wise  children  of  the  world  are  fond  of  distinguishing 
the  interests  of  society  from  the  interests  of  religion,  boldly  as-' 
serting  that  a rigorous  adherence  to  the  laws  of  the  Gospel  is 
absolutely  incompatible  with  the  maxims  of  sound  policy.  “ En- 
trust,” say  they,  “the  management  of  the  wheels  of  government  to 


the  hands  of  religion,  and  then  it  is  that  you  destroy  society, 
because  its  injunctions  are  calculated  to  extinguish  the  sacred  fire 
of  social  virtue  ; they  damp  the  courage  of  the  warrior,  they  fetter 
the  bursting  efforts  of  genius,  and  enslave  its  fanatical  votaries 
with  the  chains  of  superstition,  and  by  raising  the  heart  of  man 
towards  the  abodes  of  immortality,  render  him  totally  indifferent 
to  the  interest  of  his  family  or  the  advancement  of  society,  while 
he  but  walks  the  earth,  lost  in  the  dream  of  heaven.” 

This  picture  of  religion  is  drawn,  my  brethren,  with  the  darkest 
colouring  of  ignorance  and  malice.  We  should  rather  behold 
her  as  the  glorious  daughter  of  Heaven,  descending  from  on  high, 
leaning  on  the  arms  of  faith,  darting  rays  of  illumination  on  all 
sides,  dispersing  the  majestic  clouds  of  mystery  which  withhold 
from  our  sight  the  sanctuary  of  the  Eternal  God,  exhibiting  to 
man  all  the  native  charms  of  virtue,  and  by  pointing  out  the 
bright  abodes  of  immortal  bliss,  cheering  him  up  when  surrounded 
by  earthly  calamities,  and  most  powerfully  attracting  him  to  the 
faithful  discharge  of  every  duty  towards  his  God  and  his  fellow- 
creatures,  by  the  animating  prospect  of  future  happiness. 

Such  is  the  genuine  and  unblemished  portrait  of  religion ; and 
in  the  constellation  of  its  virtues,  charity  is  the  brightest  star. 

Charity  is  the  fundamental  principle  of  Christian  morality,  as 
also,  the  deep  foundation  of  every  political  union  among  men, 
whether  we  consider  its  root  or  branch.  The  love  of  our  Creator 
above  all  things  is  the  great  root  of  charity,  and  to  love  our 
neighbour  as  ourselves,  is  its  spreading  branch,  casting  its  shade 
equally  on  the  sinner  as  on  the  just  man,  on  the  savage  African 
and  polished  European ; on  the  dark  child  of  idolatry,  on  the 
unbaptized  pagan  and  the  enlightened  Christian.  Both  together, 
according  to  our  Divine  Saviour,  form  the  first  and  greatest  com- 
mandment, which  links  nations,  creeds,  and  the  various  govern- 
ments of  the  world  in  the  bonds  of  harmony  and  union.  Warmed 
into  love  by  its  generous  flame,  the  hardened  miser  half  welcomes 
his  kind-hearted  brother,  and  man  forgets  his  enemy  in  the  pa- 
tron of  fraternal  charity.  Thus  the  lion  sleeps  with  the  kid,  and 
the  mighty  inhabitant  of  the  woods,  the  devouring  bear,  plays 
with  the  harmless  lamb.  These  are  the  happy  consequences  of 
religious  charity,  without  which  it  is  clearly  evident  no  society 


can  exist ; for,  take  away  submission  to  the  civil  laws,  be  they 
enacted  by  what  power  you  please,  and  obedience  to  the  dictates 
of  conscience,  and  then  you  will  apply  the  axe  to  the  very  root 
of  order  and  tranquillity.  And  would  not  this  be  the  case  without 
charity  ? It  certainly  would,  were  it  not  for  our  belief  of  a Su- 
preme Being,  and  the  happy  immortality  which  is  promised  us 
as  the  reward  of  virtue.  Would  not  a brother  bleed  by  the  hands 
of  a brother  ? Would  not  the  well-earned  property  of  the  honest 
citizen  become  the  right  of  an  illustrious  robber,  and  the  fond 
wife  be  led  captive  to  the  incestuous  bed  of  adultery  ? In  short, 
without  charity,  the  civil  magistrate  or  the  laws  of  the  land 
could  never  possess  any  real  authority ; because,  authority,  pro- 
perly speaking,  is  not  only  a power  of  compelling  obedience  by 
force  and  violence,  but  of  also  inducing  an  obligation  of  obe- 
dience without  the  agency  of  coercive  measures.  An  obligation 
which  binds  us  as  strongly  in  private  as  in  public,  equally  in- 
fluences the  heart  of  man,  buried  in  the  obscurity  of  the  night,  as 
under  the  bright  glare  of  day.  In  fine,  the  subject  must  act  un- 
der the  influence  of  conscientious  motives  to  he  truly  obedient. 
And  thus,  even  polytheism,  which  is  the  belief  of  many  gods, 
is  allowed  to  be  not  so  bad  as  atheism,  which  excludes  even  the 
true  God,  for  the  political  existence  of  a republic ; as  in  the  lat- 
ter, force  alone  could  determine  right  or  wrong,  and  the  sovereign 
could  only  ensure  the  stability  of  his  throne  by  wielding  the 
sword  of  power,  and  the  wise  dictator  would  be  buried  under  the 
ruins  of  his  well- organised  laws. 

Fatal  consequences,  which  would  shortly  render  this  habi- 
table globe  a shocking  scene  of  anarchy  and  confusion,  if  not  of 
rapine  and  universal  slaughter  ! Fatal  consequences,  so  happily 
removed  from  us  by  the  divine  virtue  of  charity,  the  only  support 
of  weak  humanity  and  the  only  pillar  of  order  and  society.  I 
may,  therefore,  with  justice,  boldly  assert,  that  charity  not  only 
makes  pious  Christians,  but  also  useful  citizens. 

But  alas ! now  that  in  many  cases  the  voice  of  religion  is  choked 
up  in  the  den  of  contention  and  avarice,  and  the  children  of  the  Gos- 
pel, in  the  eager  avidity  with  which  they  pursue  the  goods  of  fortune, 
have  almost  forgotten  that  sacred  and  awful  name  of  religion ; 
when  the  inferior  orders  of  society  are  laid  miserably  prostrate  in 
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the  universal  carnage  of  brutality  and  desolation,  while  the  su- 
perior circles  exhibit  an  unvaried  system  of  depravity  and  extra- 
vagance, and  the  middle  ranks,  in  all  the  emulation  of  jealous 
rivalry,  are  contending  for  the  prize  ; in  short,  when  so  many  pro- 
fessors of  Christianity  have  buried  every  consideration,  both  tem- 
poral and  eternal,  in  the  grave  of  greedy  avarice,  little  can  it  be 
expected  that  charity  will  advance,  though  she  may  raise  her  voice, 
and  thunder  forth  in  favour  of  the  oppressed.  While  we  behold 
the  rich  abandon  both  soul  and  body  to  the  common  sewer  of 
corruption ; while  the  poor,  unrestrained  by  the  discipline  of 
civilization,  untutored  in  the  principles  of  religion,  reared  in  ig- 
norance of  themselves  and  of  their  Creator,  think  only  of  com- 
mitting depredations  on  all  other  ranks  of  society,  and  cease  from 
mischief  only  when  lulled  by  intoxication ; little,  I repeat,  can 
it  be  expected  that  the  voice  of  charity  will  cheer  the  hungry  or- 
phan, and  exchange  the  tattered  weeds  of  distress  for  better  food 
and  raiment. 

But,  remember,  ye  rich,  dreadful  will  be  your  reckoning  at  the 
last  day,  if  your  mind  becomes  insensible  of  every  tender  emotion, 
and  blunted  at  once  to  the  voice  of  remorse  and  pity,  which  I 
consider  as  the  lowest  species  of  human  degradation.  Remember, 
in  the  discharge  alone  of  this  important  duty,  true  felicity  is  to 
be  enjoyed.  Every  other  phantom  of  contentment  still  perches  at 
a greater  distance,  attracting  the  fond  pursuer  under  a more  al- 
luring form,  but  alas  ! he  is  only  pleasingly  decoyed  into  a more 
cruel  and  pungent  disappointment. 

All  men  by  nature  are  on  an  equal  footing,  endowed  with  an 
immortal  soul,  clad  with  corruptible  flesh,  subject  to  the  same 
infirmities,  liable  to  the  same  wants.  Of  all  created  existence, 
man,  in  his  primeval  state,  appears  to  be  the  most  miserable  and 
forlorn.  Deprived  of  every  sort  of  nutriment  on  the  part  of  him- 
self, he  seems  the  spurious  outcast  of  the  creation.  The  ant,  the 
fly,  the  cat,  and  the  dog,  come  into  life  with  covering  and 
powers  to  help  themselves ; but  man  comes  naked,  poor,  fee- 
ble, and  helpless,  and  by  his  infant  cries,  proclaims  his  early 
misery.  The  son  of  the  beggar  is,  at  this  period,  equal  to  the 
child  of  his  sovereign;  but  Divine  Providenoe  has  permitted  that 
the  one  should  live  in  luxury  and  extravagance,  whilst  the  other 


falls  a victim  to  poverty,  want,  and  disease.  Here,  the  innocent 
little  one,  with  bare  head  and  naked  feet,  shivers  and  pines  away 
under  the  pinching  frosts  of  winter.  There,  the  young  heir,  clad 
with  the  gaudy  trappings  of  pride,  is  warmed  by  a perpetual  sun- 
shine. Here,  poor  Lazarus,  full  of  sores  and  covered  with  pu- 
trefaction, raises  his  feeble  voice,  and  calls  on  the  rich  glutton 
for  the  crumbs  of  his  table  ; but  he  calls  in  vain.  No  ; he  calls 
not  in  vain,  for  while  the  hardened  Christian,  the  baptized  brute, 
in  all  the  frost  of  the  most  congealed  apathy,  calmly  gapes  on  the 
pangs  of  his  suffering  brother,  the  more  civilized  dog  comes  to 
fawn  and  sympathize  with  poverty,  licks  the  loathsome  wounds, 
and  ministers  comfort  to  agonizing  humanity. 

The  false  distinctions  created  by  property  ought  to  be  removed 
by  charity ; and  it  is  in  the  exercise  of  this  virtue  that  the  views 
of  Providence  are  fulfilled,  in  conferring  plenty  on  one,  and  per- 
mitting great  wants  to  the  other. 

The  patrimony  of  the  poor,  O sons  of  fortune  ! their  property  is 
in  your  hands ; God  will  demand  it  from  you  ! Nature  calls  aloud, 
and  claims  a share  for  her  starving  children.  Give  it,  in  the  name 
of  Heaven,  and  offer  a sacrifice,  a holocaust  to  the  Lord  of  Hosts. 

Convinced  that  the  Almighty  Creator  is  the  sole  Arbiter  of  the 
abundance  you  possess,  and  that  poverty  and  riches  are  balanced  in 
his  left  and  right  hand,  consider  the  poor  as  the  substitutes  of 
God,  to  whom  you  are  bound  to  pay  homage  and  the  tribute  of 
the  fatlings  of  your  flock;  a homage  and  tribute  the  more 
acceptable  to  the  Almighty,  the  more  it  is  the  offspring  of  a gene- 
rous heart,  and  free  from  the  stigma  of  force  and  coercion.  The 
apostle  St.  Paul  declares  that  prosperity  and  adversity  have  been 
established  by  God,  in  order  that  the  rich  might  be  the  ipin- 
isters  of  his  providence  by  sharing  with  the  poor,  and  that  the 
latter  might  feel  with  a generous  sensibility,  that  he  has  a Father 
in  heaven,  who  watches  over  his  infirmity  by  the  ministry  of  the 
rich  ; and  thus,  a mutual  depend ance,  a wise  proportion,  an  equi- 
table equality,  is  preserved  between  the  rich  and  the  poor  man. 
He  that  has  much,  has  but  enough,  because  he  bestows  a part. 
He  that  has  little,  wants  for  nothing,  because  he  receives  a share. 

Poverty  and  riches  are  closely  united  by  the  mutual  links  of 
the  dependance  of  the  one,  and  the  charity  of  the  other.  Behold, 
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my  brethren,  the  intention  of  God,  in  the  unequal  distribution  of 
condition  and  fortune ! Behold  the  admirable  secret  of  Divine 
Providence,  by  which  we  clearly  view  the  wisdom  and  equity  of 
the  Eternal  Euler  of  the  universe ! 

Ye  rich  of  the  world,  see  ye  not  now,  that  you  are  the  fathers 
of  the  poor  ? Whatever  is  superfluous,  you  are  bound  to  pay  into 
the  bank  of  poverty,  and  I call  superfluous,  whatever  is  not  ne- 
cessary,. according  to  the  rules  of  Christian  moderation,  to  sup- 
port with  propriety  the  dignity  of  your  rank,  your  retinue  and 
equipage.  The  remainder  is  not  yours,  and  by  alienating  it  from 
the  poor,  you  become  robbers,  nay,  murderers,  when  death,  as 
it  frequently  appears,  ensues  in  consequence  of  your  refusal. 
Criminal,  capricious,  or  imaginary  necessities  will  not  plead  for 
you  at  the  bar  of  the  eternal  justice,  where  the  awful  Judge 
of  the  living  and  the  dead  will  upbraid  you,  in  the  words 
of  St.  Ambrose,  “ Inhuman  and  unchristian  men,  how  came  you 
to  abuse  the  riches  I bestowed  upon  you  ? You  could  line  the  walls 
of  your  houses  with  purple  hangings  and  rich  tapestry  ; you  could 
even  adorn  your  horses,  your  beasts  of  burden,  with  magnificent 
trappings ; but  you  would  not  take  notice  of  the  rags  of  distress, 
with  which  your  Christian  brethren  were  scarcely  half  covered. 
Begone,  ye  wretches,  begone  from  me,  because  you  had  bowels, 
not  of  charity,  but  of  brass.  Steeled  to  the  feelings  of  the  ten- 
der heart,  you  have  shown  no  mercy ; therefore,  mercy  will  not 
be  shown  unto  you.  Depart  from  my  sight,  and  lie  buried  with 
the  flock  of  perdition.*’ 

Sensible  of  your  good  and  charitable  intentions,  my  brethren, 
in  assembling  here  this  evening,  with  confidence  I address  you  on 
behalf  of  these  female  orphans,  these  harmless  little  ones,  already 
generously  transplanted  from  the  cold  bed  of  poverty,  from  the 
wintry  blasts  of  vice  and  infamy,  to  the  vernal  sunshine  of  purity 
and  virtue.  Your  liberality  has  enkindled  in  their  breasts  the  holy 
sparks  of  religion ; may  the  Almighty  inflame  your  hearts  to 
complete  the  work  which  has  been  so  charitably  begun. 

Would  to  God  I could  excite  that  true  charity,  that  living  flame, 
which  would  burn  to  the  root  all  our  sufferings  and  miseries  ! 
Much,  I acknowledge,  has  been  done.  It  were  ingratitude  to  chal- 
lenge the  charity,  the  liberality  of  our  citizens.  But,  notwith- 
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standing  so  many  and  repeated  solicitations  from  the  pulpit,  which 
have  worn  to  the  bone  this  melancholy  subject,  are  not  the 
very  doors  of  our  sanctuary  blocked  up  with  supplicants,  whose 
feverish  countenance  and  skeleton  frames  seem  rather  to  beg 
the  grave  to  open  and  cover  them  for  ever,  than  to  ask  a half- 
penny to  support  their  tottering  existence  ? Are  there  not  my- 
riads of  human  victims  cast  upon  the  world,  friendless  and  un- 
protected, compelled  to  seek  relief  and  refuge  from  famine  in  the 
arms  of  infamy,  whom  that  money  which  is  nightly  squandered 
in  the  ale-house  and  at  the  tavern,  would  render  the  most  valuable 
members  of  society,  and  the  brightest  ornaments  of  the  state  ? 
Reflect,  ye  gluttons,  that  while  ye  raise  to  your  lips  those  vessels 
charged  with  luscious  liquids,  you  are  then  on  the  eve  of  swallow- 
ing the  guilt,  the  deep -dyed  guilt  of  murder.  Yes,  the  murder 
of  some  honest  peasant,  who,  buried  in  the  sordid  hut  of  cheer- 
less poverty,  there,  with  his  infant  train,  drinks  the  cup  of  grief, 
and  eats  the  bitter  bread  of  misery,  till  at  length,  racked  with 
honest  passions,  he  droops  in  deep  distress,  while  his  fond  little 
daughter  and  helpless  little  ones  scream  aloud  around  the  death- 
bed of  their  parent,  horror-stricken  at  the  sight  of  his  parting 
anguish.  Reflect  on  this,  I say,  ye  pampered  gluttons,  and  on 
the  other  numberless  ills  that  render  the  life  of  your  poor  brethren 
one  incessant  struggle,  one  continued  scene  of  suffering  and  toil. 
The  melancholy  thought  will  swell  your  tender  bosom  with  a so- 
cial sigh ; the  tear  of  compassion  will  glisten  on  your  eye-ball  ; 
vice,  in  his  high  career,  will  stand  appalled  ; the  warm  heart  of 
charity  will  dilate  the  wide  wish  of  benevolence ; and  the  wretched 
drunkard  learns  to  think  of  becoming  sober,  in  order  to  relieve 
his  brother  man. 

Touched  with  human  wo,  enter  ye  all  with  me  into  the  gloomy 
horrors  of  the  unroofed  garret,  where  these  little  children  have  all 
been  born.  There  behold  where  misery  mourns  unheard,  sick- 
ness pines  unpitied,  thirst  and  hunger  burn  the  remaining  vitals 
of  animated  shadows,  and  the  dying  lie  stretched  on  the  dead,  and 
feed  on  their  putrified  bodies.  Oh  ! a thought  of  this,  fond 
man,  a thought  of  this,  and  can  you  refuse  your  alms  ? No,  no  ; 
the  heart  of  man  is  formed  by  nature  of  nobler  clay ; it  is  the 
seat  of  pity,  where  every  kind  emotion  dwells  in  peace,  yet 
learns  to  feel  for  another’s  misfortunes. 
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It  is  on  behalf  of  woman  I now  address  you  ; woman,  the  most 
noble  or  debased  of  God’s  creatures,  the  most  valuable  blessing 
of  society  while  innocent,  and  the  severest  scourge  of  the  wrath 
of  Heaven  when  corrupted  and  debased.  Behold  her  in  the  garden 
of  Eden ; the  animated  rib  of  Adam,  the  child  of  peaceful  sleep, 
blooms  with  perpetual  charms  ! The  blazing  star  of  divine  Om- 
nipotence, woman  darts  on  all  sides  the  rays  of  glory,  and  fires 
the  soul  of  her  helpmate,  Adam,  with  the  pure  flame  of  guiltless 
love,  and  lulls  to  sweet  repose  creation’s  lord  and  master. 

O happy  innocence  ! O fortunate  Eve,  handmaid  of  Heaven  ! 
resplendent  queen  of  universal  good  ! But  alas  ! Eve  is  already 
corrupted,  and  how  different  is  the  scene  ! The  unhallowed  fire 
of  concupiscence  flames  in  her  bosom,  and  claims  the  empire  over 
sovereign  reason ; the  once- calm  region  of  peace  becomes  turbu- 
lent and  lost ; the  strong  passions  of  discord,  hatred,  and  remorse, 
harrow  up  her  tortured  soul.  No  longer  the  harmony  of  soft 
melodious  sounds  echoes  through  Eden’s  sweet-scented  groves, 
for  now,  shorn  of  her  native  splendour,  she  is  cast  out,  and  ex- 
iled on  the  land  of  desolation,  clad  with  the  disgraceful  trammels 
of  rebellion,  a burden  to  herself,  a curse  to  her  rising  progeny. 
Sad  state  of  corrupted  woman ! Even  in  our  present  state  of  in- 
firmity, do  we  not  behold  woman,  while  virtuous,  like  a house- 
hold divinity,  leading  her  tender  offspring  in  the  paths  of  inno- 
cence, stemming  the  torrent  of  corruption  while  in  the  bud  of 
life,  and  rocking  her  infants  in  the  cradle  of  religion  ? She  in- 
structs them,  as  they  advance,  in  the  articles  of  their  faith,  guards 
them  by  her  precepts  against  the  maxims  of  a wicked  world,  and 
encourages  them  by  her  example  to  the  pursuit  of  purity  and 
honour.  Her  husband,  attracted  by  the  calm  serenity  of  domestic 
comfort,  no  longer  takes  delight  in  the  riots  of  the  tavern,  and 
finds  happiness  only  in  the  bosom  of  his  wife  and  family.  We  be- 
hold her  softening  all  the  coarser  passions  of  his  soul  with  the 
sweetness  of  her  manner,  alluring  him  by  the  most  endearing 
wiles  to  habits  of  temperance  and  virtue,  and  often,  with  ineffable 
meekness,  smiling  on  the  wreck  of  an  abating  storm.  Would  we 
then  be  distinguished  from  the  savage  brute,  if  deprived  of  the 
society  of  woman  ? But  view  her  when  neglected  and  thrown  out 
on  the  world.  Alas ! the  prospect  is  blackened  with  tenfold 
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misery.  Cast  off  from  the  arms  of  her  first  seducer,  she  boldly 
vows  vengeance  against  the  human  race  ; and  robbed  of  her  purity* 
as  a lioness  of  her  cubs,  she  roams  through  society,  spreading 
pestilence  in  her  track,  and  carrying  plague  and  desolation  to  the 
breast  of  man.  Thus,  when  the  pure  day  has  closed  his  sacred 
eye,  the  indomitable  tiger,  licensed  by  the  shading  hour  of  guilt, 
darts  fierce  from  the  Lybian  wild,  or  from  the  inhospitable  woods 
of  Mauritania,  and  scorning  all  the  taming  arts  of  man,  wildly 
stalks,  and  with  repeated  roars,  demands  of  the  forest  his  wonted 
food.  Equally  fierce,  equally  wild,  as  he,  does  neglected  woman 
ream  through  our  streets,  and  fellest  of  the  fell,  the  child  of 
vengeful  nature  dooms  to  destruction  the  foolish  passenger,  per- 
haps an  adulterous  husband,  or  thoughtless  and  unspotted  youth, 
who  purchases  vice  at  too  dear  a price  ! The  feelings  of  nature, 
overcome  by  desperation,  no  longer  startle  at  the  voice  of  honour; 
that  nervous  system,  that  formerly  recoiled  at  every  rude  approach, 
no  longer  shrinks  from  threatening  destruction  ; till,  arrested  in  her 
career  by  the  ministers  of  justice,  she  terminates  her  unfortunate 
career  on  the  public  scaffold,  or  worn  out  by  disease,  she  drops 
to  ashes,  and  expires  amidst  the  ruins  of  a surrounding  confla- 
gration. 

Of  this  enough — of  this  enough.  I will  no  longer  torture  your 
wounded  imagination,  or  probe  thus  deeply  your  generous  minds. 
Woman,  I trust,  has  a nobler  claim,  than  requires  to  be  extorted 
from  lacerated  feelings. 

To  you,  now,  avaricious  man,  I address  myself;  you,  rotten 
branch,  lopped  from  the  trunk  of  society,  and  fitted  only  for  the 
fire ; you,  murderer  of  these  little  children,  by  not  sharing  with 
them  the  superfluities  which  you  possess  ! You,  like  your  father 
Mammon,  who  admire  more  the  gilded  pavement  of  heaven  than 
the  joys  of  the  beatific  vision  ; like  him,  I say,  you  enter  the  sa- 
cred door  of  the  sanctuary,  and  while  I call  aloud  on  you  to  hear, 
perhaps  you  are  dreaming  of  your  rusty  coffers.  0 monster  of 
nature,  ensanguined  man  ! and  have  you  now  become  the  lion  of 
the  plain  ? Yes,  and  worse  too  ; the  wolf  who  drinks  the  blood 
of  his  bleating  prey,  has  never  drunk  her  milk  or  worn  her  fleece ; 
the  tiger  that  deadly  hangs  at  the  strong  chest  of  the  honest 
steer,  considers  him  not  as  his  benefactor.  But  you,  covetous 
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man,  worse  than  the  prowling  herd,  dip  your  hands  in  the  gore 
of  innocence,  by  withdrawing  your  leaden  arms  from  the  support 
of  these  fair  children,  clad  with  the  sweet  smiles  of  virtue,  look- 
ing erect  towards  heaven,  and  begging  of  the  Father  of  mercy  to 
bless  their  generous  benefactors.  You,  I repeat,  are  stained  with 
their  blood,  and  the  blood  of  thousands  of  famished  orphans; 
you  are  a beast  of  prey  ; therefore,  you  ought  to  bleed. 

Sons  of  mercy,  drag  forth  from  the  dark  abode  of  their  black- 
ened hearts  the  guilty  sons  of  avarice ; drag  them,  I say,  into  the 
light  of  day ; wrench  from  their  hands  the  iron  rod  of  oppression ; 
make  them  feel  the  pangs  they  inflict  themselves.  Then  bury 
them  in  their  native  land — the  grave.  There  they  were  bom,  for 
cold  and  hungry  as  the  grave,  they  feast  on  the  reeking  entrails  of 
human  victims.  There  let  avarice  watch,  and  expand  her  raven 
wings  as  a monument  o’er  the  dead. 

O my  brethren ! indignation,  methinks,  bums  within  your  bowels 
at  the  thought  of  avarice,  and  compassion  for  these  poor  children 
swells  your  generous  breast.  In  each  of  them,  you  may  behold 
the  unfortunate  traveller,  who,  on  his  way  “ from  Jerusalem  to 
Jericho,  fell  among  the  robbers,  who  wounded  him,  and  left 
him  half  dead.”  And  who,  think  you,  relieved  him  ? Perhaps 
the  Levite  ! No ; the  obdurate  Levite  saw  him,  and  passed  by. 
Perhaps,  then,  the  Priest  of  the  Most  High  came  to  his  aid  ? 
No ; the  Jewish  Priest  went  down  the  same  way,  and  seeing 
him,  passed  by  also.  0 hardness  of  heart ! 0 cruel  insensibility, 
to  behold  thus  unmoved  the  distress  of  their  fellow- creature ! 
Poor  stranger ! how  keen  must  be  the  anguish  of  his  mind  and 
body,  to  find  himself  friendless  in  an  unknown  land  ! But  while 
he  bitterly  lamented  his  hard  fate,  a warm-hearted  Samaritan, 
harrowed  through  the  soul  at  the  sight  of  his  sufferings,  surveys 
his  distress  with  sympathetic  sorrow,  and  binds  up  his  wounds, 
though  a stranger  to  his  religion,  his  country,  and  creed. 
Good  God  ! what  dishonour  is  reflected  on  the  true  religion, 
when  her  ministers,  who  ought  always  to  have  a sigh  for 
indigence,  on  the  contrary,  forget  the  object  of  mercy  in  the  dark 
bigotry  of  their  hearts ; and  because  they  consider  him  as  an  exile 
from  the  pale  of  their  Church,  imagine  the  dying  man  unworthy 
of  their  charity  ! Is  this  religion?  No;  words  are  but  leaves; 
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actions  are  the  fruits  of  religion.  Such  I will  not  hesitate  to  brand 
with  the  epithet  of  unchristian  teachers,  abandoned  ministers,  with 
frozen  loins,  though  adorned  with  the  robes  of  sanctity,  wretches 
with  opened  Bibles  and  locked  bowels.  Heavens ! is  this  the 
doctrine  of  the  Divine  Jesus  ? No  ; for  Christ  did  not  desire  the 
inquisitive  lawyer  to  follow  the  example  of  the  Levite  or  the 
Jewish  priest,  but  that  of  the  pious  Samaritan,  who  practised 
mercy  and  compassion. 

I know,  my  brethren,  there  are  many  Catholics  wTho,  with  un- 
licensed liberty,  openly  dive  into  the  conduct  of  their  clergy,  and 
seem  happy  to  find  a stumbling-block  in  the  way.  They  dismember 
them.  Worm-eaten  calumny  then  bursts  forth,  and  dissects  the  sacred 
victims  with  the  keen  edge  of  the  carving-knife.  “ The  clergy,”  say 
they,  “ who  wallow  in  riches — we  never  see  them  stretch  their  hand 
to  the  poor ! What  misers  they  are  ! Surely,  avarice  must  be  a 
canonized  saint,  since  so  much  revered  by  the  clergy.”  Silence, 
foul  tongue  of  misrepresentation ! Were  I not  persuaded  that  it 
would  be  highly  vilifying  to  the  character  of  the  priesthood,  I 
would  expose  to  your  view  the  miserable  means  of  our  subsistence, 
which  allow  us  not  a scanty  meal  in  the  day.  And  is  this  wal- 
lowing in  riches  ? If  some  have  amassed  treasures  by  channels 
unknown  to  me,  why  pine  away  at  their  prosperity  ? Why  fasten 
a tooth  in  the  withered  jaws  of  venerable  age,  spent  in  the  labours 
of  the  Lord  ? If  such  there  are,  and  want  charity,  I have  already 
placed  them  in  their  proper  seats.  They  are,  I repeat,  abandoned 
ministers,  and  were  this  stole  and  white  garment  the  only  em- 
blems of  my  religion  and  charity,  I would  be  unworthy  the  sacred 
charge  I bear.  But  remember,  the  majority  of  your  clergy  are 
buried  in  poverty,  and  unable  to  bestow  a halfpenny,  nay,  a 
farthing  to  the  poor,  and  some  to  my  own  certain  knowledge,  de- 
prived of  friends  and  relations,  are  happy  to  descend  at  the  dusk 
of  evening  into  a sordid  cellar,  and  there  dine  on  a salted  her- 
ring, a fragment  of  bread,  and  a draught  of  water ! Cease,  then,  to 
stain  your  hands  with  the  blood  of  your  clergy,  whose  dreams 
are  far  different  from  that  of  king  Pharaoh,  in  which  he  saw  the 
fat  kine  of  Egypt  devoured  by  the  lean ; but  they,  on  the  con- 
trary, meagre  and  poor,  see  themselves  devoured  by  the  rich  and 
fat  ones,  and  a famine  ensues,  not  of  seven  years,  but  of  seventy  - 
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seven,  if  nature,  unfortunately,  prolong  their  lives  to  that  period. 
Cease,  I say,  and  rather  examine  your  own  conduct,  which  you 
will  not  find  ennobled  by  one  single  good  action,  from  the  cradle 
to  the  crutch ; nothing  diversified  by  nothing ! What,  then,  must 
I say  ? Go,  imitate  the  example  of  the  giddy  shambles-fly ; feast 
on  the  corrupted  carcass,  and  let  the  sound  part  alone. 

Before  I conclude,  I think  it  my  duty  to  address  a few  words 
to  the  fairer  part  of  this  congregation.  Ye  young  and  gay 
ones,  therefore,  who  sport  in  unlicensed  extravagance,  whose 
whole  life  is  but  one  giddy  round,  from  vanity  to  vice,  whose  sole 
study,  from  blooming  youth  to  sinking  age,  is  employed  about 
the  fashion  of  a feather  to  plume  your  empty  skulls,  and  the  co- 
lour of  a riband  to  vie  with  a jealous  rival ; whose  religion  is  va- 
nity, and  whose  prayer-book  is  the  mirror ; will  you,  also,  remain 
deaf  to  the  cries  of  forlorn  woman,  a distressed  sister,  who,  with 
suppliant  voice,  calls  on  you  for  relief?  View  yourself  for  a mo- 
ment ; then  cast  a look  on  your  suffering  sister,  and  tell  me  if 
your  conscience  is  at  ease.  Your  neat  gown,  your  fashionable 
shawl,  your  silken  net,  your  gaudy  bonnet,  and  artificial  locks, 
form  the  light  of  a beautiful  portrait.  But^view  the  gloomy  shade, 
in  the  tattered  rags  of  your  famishing  sister ; her  starving  jaws, 
her  pale  cheeks,  and  hollow  eyes,  serve  but  to  add  double  lus- 
tre to  your  blooming  countenance,  swelling  with  all  the  charms 
of  plenty  ; while  a delicate  veil  hangs  negligently  graceful,  art- 
fully concealing  the  well-known  fault,  and  the  studious  fan  venti- 
lates the  ornament  of  its  mistress,  and  at  seasonable  moments, 
exposes  the  jetty  eye-brow  and  the  bright  darts  of  the  raven 
eye.  Thus,  in  a calm  night  of  summer,  a silvered  cloud  half 
obscures  the  light  of  the  full-orbed  moon,  which,  from  time  to 
time,  peeps  ruddy  from  behind  the  thin  curtain  of  corrupted  ether, 
and  at  length  smiles  in  full  glory  over  the  verdant  fields. 

Ah ! remember,  then,  ye  fair  ones,  that  your  giddy  circle  is  al- 
most run  out ! That  form,  now  so  admired,  must  shortly  totter 
on  the  awful  brink  of  eternity.  Those  eyes,  now  so  replete  with 
charms,  will  shortly  but  faintly  glimmer  in  their  hollow  sockets ; 
and  the  painted  ornament  of  a prattling  drawing-room  must  de- 
scend to  dwell  with  bones  and  corruption  in  the  gloomy  caverns 
of  death. 
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Be  charitable,  therefore,  be  charitable  to  these  little  ones,  if 
you  mean  to  die  the  death  of  the  just.  If  not,  your  de- 
parting spirit  will  resemble  in  its  passage  the  wild  whirlwind  in 
the  tempest.  But  if  you  are  merciful,  your  soul  shall  be  like  to 
the  setting  sun  on  a calm  evening  of  summer,  when  he  descends 
in  the  western  ocean,  where  the  pure  ether  mixes  with  the  wave, 
surrounded  on  all  sides  with  the  enchanting  beauties  of  variegated 
light,  and  the  bright  charms  of  a glowing  horizon. 

To  you  all,  then,  such  as  ye  are,  I cry  out,  give  alms  to  the 
poor,  and  wash  away  the  stains  of  guilt.  If  you  have  much,  give 
accordingly,  and  let  not  the  spirit  of  avarice  cramp  the  sensa- 
tions of  your  soul.  If  you  have  but  little,  give  it  with  a good 
heart.  Give  it  to  God-r-give  it  to  your  neighbour — give  it  to  dis- 
tressed woman,  our  solace  in  misery,  the  ornament  of  our  pros- 
perity, the  companion  of  our  adversity,  whom  neither  pestilence 
nor  famine  can  unshackle  from  our  side  Through  whatever 
clime  the  imagination  wanders,  from  the  equator  to  the  opposite 
poles,  from  Africa’s  heats  to  the  ice  of  Greenland,  we  shall  find 
woman  to  he  the  ever-constant  and  faithful  friend  of  man. 

Will  you,  then,  spare  her,  or  will  you  spare  your  money  ? Ah  ! 
my  dear  brethren,  let  this  night  be  joyful  to  the  orphan,  and  if 
I can  promise  anything,  from  the  sacred  commission  with  which 
I am  entrusted,  blessings,  tenfold  blessings,  will  light  upon  your 
heads. 

May  God  Almighty  bless  you  all.  Amen. 


A SERMON 


ON  THE 


DUE  OBSERVANCE  OF  SUNDAY. 


“ Remember  that  thou  keep  holy  the  Sabbath  day.” — Exodus , xx,  8. 


Such  are  the  scandalous  excesses  in  which  the  children  of  the 
Gospel  indulge  themselves  at  present,  even  on  the  days  which  the 
Church  has  consecrated  to  the  service  of  the  Lord ; such  are  the 
fashionable  dissipations  by  which  the  precept  of  sanctifying  the 
Christian  Sabbath  is  most  shamefully  violated  in  these  degenerate 
times,  that  our  spiritual  Superior,  alarmed  at  the  rapid  progress 
of  irreverence  and  disobedience  to  the  Canons  of  the  Church,  has 
zealously  requested,  that  on  this  day  a discourse  should  be  de- 
livered in  every  chapel  of  this  archdiocese,  on  the  important  ob- 
ligation of  sanctifying  the  Lord’s  day. 

Certainly,  my  brethren,  the  first  duty  of  man  is,  to  obey  the 
commandments  of  his  God  ; in  short,  it  comprehends  all  his  other 
obligations.  Being  Sovereign  Master  of  all  things  by  creation, 
conservation,  and  ultimate  destination,  the  Lord  God  Almighty 
has  an  unquestionable  right  to  command,  and  what  he  commands, 
every  creature  is  evidently  obliged  to  fulfil. 

Has  the  Almighty  God  been  pleased  to  exert  his  supreme  power 
and  dominion  over  man  ? It  cannot  be  doubted  for  a moment 
hut  that  He  would  have  subjected  man,  like  the  brute  inhabitants 
of  the  field,  to  a uniform  obedience  to  his  holy  laws.  But,  in 
creating  us,  the  Almighty  has  thought  proper  to  endow  us  with 


109 


freewill,  by  which  we  may  offer  or  we  may  withhold  that  supreme 
homage  that  we  owe  him  by  all  the  strong  claims  of  creation  and 
redemption.  Subjection  of  any  kind  would  show  the  power  and 
dominion  of  God  over  all  his  creatures ; but  free  and  unconstrained 
adoration  proclaims  aloud  his  greatness  and  his  goodness.  Should 
you  ask  me,  with  the  admiring  prophet  David,  “ Is  he  not  our 
God  ? and  if  he  is,  can  he  stand  in  need  of  anything  we  possess  ?” 
Or,  what  is  it  that  is  due  from  us,  mortals,  to  the  Supreme  Ruler 
of  the  universe  ? I will  answer  you,  with  St.  Paul,  that,  in  gene- 
ral, what  is  due  from  man  to  God  are  honour,  glory,  and  praise. 
By  ten  thousand  titles  this  homage  is  due  to  our  God,  as  our 
Creator  and  Redeemer,  as  our  hope  and  reward,  in  short,  as  the 
kind  Giver  of  “ all  good  gifts.”  This  is  the  duty  pointed  out  by 
the  Holy  Ghost  in  these  words  of  Christ  in  the  Gospel : “ Render, 
therefore,  to  God,  the  things  that  are  of  God.”  We  all,  indeed, 
admit  in  speculation,  that  the  Almighty  God  is  Sovereign  Mas- 
ter of  all,  and  has  an  indisputable  right  to  our  homage  and  ado- 
ration. But  unfortunately,  speculation  is  but  a barren  soil,  where 
brambles  and  briers  vegetate,  but  the  virtues  of  the  Christian 
never  arrive  to  maturity. 

Why  do  we  not  reduce  our  theory  to  a rational  practice  ? Why 
do  we  not  prove  ourselves  to  be  the  obsequious  servants  of  the 
Lord,  by  fulfilling  our  various  duties  and  obeying  his  command- 
ments ? Look  to  inanimate  nature,  and  you  will  behold  the 
heavens  and  the  earth  proclaiming  the  glory  of  God,  and  fulfilling 
exactly  the  purposes  for  which  they  were  created  ? The  sun  in 
the  firmament  ceases  not  to  enlighten  the  various  planets  that  in 
succession  roll  around  its  glittering  orb,  thus  producing  with  us 
all  the  alternate  changes  of  days,  nights,  and  seasons,  summer 
heats  and  winter  cold.  Thus,  for  nearly  six  thousand  years,  has 
that  creature  fulfilled,  without  deviation,  the  great  end  for  which 
it  was  made  by  God  ! View  the  earth  on  which  you  stand.  In  the 
inclement  season  of  winter  its  vegetating  powers  are  wisely  sus- 
pended. In  spring  they  open  and  bud  forth  various  fruits  for  the 
support  of  man  and  all  the  animals  of  the  land.  In  summer  these 
fruits  are  ripened,  and  in  autumn  they  are  gathered  and  stored. 
Thus,  ever  faithful  to  the  hand  of  the  Almighty  that  made  it,  and 
ever  regular  in  fulfilling  the  end  for  which  it  was  created,  this 
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deal,  dumb,  and  blind  creature,  earth,  will  ever  remain  a standing 
monument  of  reproach  to  man,  endowed  with  reason  and  noble 
faculties  ; because  that  reason  and  these  faculties,  instead  of  being 
employed  in  the  great  end  for  which  they  were  bestowed,  are  daily 
and  almost  constantly  busied  in  offering  some  indignity  to  our 
great  and  generous  Creator ! 

O unblushing  man ! be  at  length  roused  from  your  lethargy, 
and  learn  to  claim  the  mercy  of  your  God  in  the  day  of  his  visi- 
tation, by  faithfully  discharging  all  your  duties  whilst  here  on  earth, 
and  by  obeying  with  promptitude  his  divine  precepts. 

“ Kemember  to  keep  holy  the  Sabbath  day,"  are  the  words  of 
my  text.  They  will  now  be  the  object  of  your  pious  attention  for 
a few  minutes.  The  institution  and  obligation  of  sanctifying  the 
Christian  Sabbath,  or  Lord's  day,  shall  be  the  subject  of  my 
short,  but,  I hope,  instructive  discourse, 

O amiable,  adorable  Jesus!  O no  more  suffering,  but  triumphant 
Jesus  ! Thou  who,  by  thy  victory  over  sin  and  atoning  death,  hast 
opened  to  us  a free  access  to  eternal  life,  add  on  this  day  the  gift  of 
perseverance  to  thy  former  mercies,  that  we  may  die  no  more  but  to 
the  flesh  and  sin,  and  that  we  may  ascend  in  thought  with  thee  to 
the  mansions  of  eternal  bliss,  that  one  day  we  may  be  worthy, 
through  the  merits  of  thee,  0 Lord  Jesus  Christ,  to  participate 
in  the  joys  of  heaven. 

We  read  in  the  second  chapter  of  Genesis,  that  “the  Lord 
rested  on  the  seventh  day  from  all  the  work  which  he  had  done ; 
and  he  blessed  the  seventh  day  and  sanctified  it,  because,  on  it, 
he  had  rested  from  all  his  works.” 

The  Lord,  it  is  true,  could  have  finished  the  creation  with  a 
single  fiat ; but  he  was  pleased  to  produce  it  progressively,  that 
the  wTorld  might  gradually  receive  its  perfection;  and  to  “show  that 
he  did  not  act  from  necessity,  as  some  have  impiously  asserted, 
but  with  the  most  perfect  liberty,  wisdom,  and  understanding. 

By  a general  precept  of  religion,  and  by  a law  engrafted  on  the 
heart  of  man  by  the  great  Author  of  nature,  all  are  bound  to  observe 
a weekly  festival,  in  commemoration  of  the  rest  of  the  Godhead, 
by  devoting  it  to  the  divine  service,  and  employing  it  in  the  ex- 
ercises of  piety  and  religion.  This  sacred  and  indispensable  pre- 
cept has  been  confirmed  by  the  positive  law  of  God,  repeated  in 
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the  most  solemn  manner  in  the  patriarchal  law  before  the  days  of 
Moses,  in  the  Mosaic  dispensation  also,  and  lastly,  in  the  law 
of  the  Gospel,  of  which  the  others  were  but  types  and  figures. 
Thus,  from  the  beginning  of  the  world,  from  the  days  of  Adam 
to  the  present  moment,  a particular  day  out  of  seven  wras  conse- 
crated to  the  solemn  worship  of  the  Godhead,  although  that  day 
has  been  changed  for  weighty  motives  in  the  different  dispensa- 
tions of  the  positive  law  of  God. 

The  Ten  Commandments  of  the  Old  Law,  engraved  by  the 
finger  of  God  on  the  tables  of  stone,  and  given  to  Moses  on 
Mount  Sinai,  are  but  a republication  of  so  many  capital  precepts 
of  the  law  of  nature.  Consequently,  they  must  bind  at  all  times, 
and  under  every  law  or  dispensation.  Nay,  the  great  and  learned 
St.  Thomas  of  A quin  declares,  that  all  theologians  agree,  that 
by  the  law  of  nature,  a set  day  which  frequently  occurs,  that  is, 
one  out  of  seven  or  thereabouts,  is  necessarily  to  be  consecrated 
to  the  divine  worship,  with  an  interruption  of  worldly  employ- 
ments and  corporal  labour.  Thus,  the  law  of  the  Sabbath  day, 
or  day  of  rest,  inasmuch  as  one  day  of  the  week  was  commanded 
to  be  kept  holy,  was  a precept  of  the  law  of  nature. 

After  the  resurrection  of  Christ  and  the  descent  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  the  festival  of  the  Sabbath  was  changed  from  Saturday  to 
Sunday,  that  is,  from  the  last  to  the  first  day  of  the  week.  This 
we  learn  from  the  constant  practice  and  tradition  of  the  Church. 
St.  John  was  in  the  Island  of  Patmos  on  the  Lord’s  day,  when 
the  divine  Revelations  (or  Apocalypse)  were  discovered  to  him 
(Ajjoc.  i,  10).  St.  Luke,  in  the  “Acts  of  the  Apostles/’  speaks  of 
the  first  day  of  the  week,  on  which  the  disciples  met  together  to 
celebrate  the  Holy  Eucharist,  and  on  which  St.  Paul  preached 
till  midnight,  and  converted  thousands. 

These  points  we  learn  from  apostolical  tradition,  and  in  them 
Christian  theologians  of  every  denomination  most  admirably  agree. 
“ It  is  not  necessary,”  says  the  learned  Protestant  Bishop  White, 
“ to  demonstrate  out  of  Scripture,  that  the  Apostles  ordained  the 
Sunday  to  be  a weekly  holiday ; for  it  could  not  possibly  have 
come  to  pass,  that  all  and  every  apostolical  Church  throughout 
the  universal  world  should,  in  the  beginning  of  their  plantation, 
have  consented  together  to  make  Sunday  a weekly  festival,  unless 
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they  had  been  directed  thus  by  their  founders,  the  holy  Apostles 
themselves.” 

St.  Ignatius,  the  disciple  of  St.  Peter,  and  all  the  ancient 
Fathers,  the  immediate  successors  of  the  Apostles,  mention  the 
Lord’s  day  as  substituted  in  the  whole  Christian  Church  for  the 
Jewish  Sabbath.  Tertullian,  in  writing  to  the  idolaters,  and  St. 
Justin  Martyr  in  his  “ Apology  to  the  heathens,”  call  the  Sab- 
bath by  the  name  of  Sunday ; which  has  continued  ever  since  in 
the  Christian  Church.  For,  although  this  appellation  originated 
in  the  idolatrous  superstition  of  the  pagans,  as  on  that  day  they 
worshipped  the  sun,  yet  it  had  become  the  usual  name  by  which 
the  first  day  of  the  week  was  known  ; so  that  it  was  then,  as  now, 
employed  as  a bare  denominative  term,  without  respect  to  any  su- 
perstition. The  motives  for  changing  the  Jewish  Sabbath  to  Sun- 
day are  many.  The  first,  however,  and  the  principal  one,  was, 
to  honour  the  great  mysteries  of  the  Resurrection  of  Christ  and 
the  Descent  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  which  happened  on  Sunday.  By 
the  latter,  the  New  Law  of  grace  was  promulgated ; and  by  Christ’s 
Resurrection,  his  victory  over  sin  and  hell  was  completed,  and 
the  great  work  of  man’s  redemption  finally  accomplished.  To 
praise  God  for  the  creation  of  the  world,  was  the  primary  motive 
for  the  determination  (or  institution)  of  the  weekly  festival  on 
Saturday.  Now,  the  redemption  of  mankind,  and  the  reparation 
of  the  world  by  the  incarnation,  death,  and  resurrection  of  the 
Son  of  God,  was  a far  greater  mystery  and  a mercy  infinitely 
brighter.  This  claims  our  homage  on  a more  strict  title  than  even 
the  creation.  Nor  can  the  deliverance  from  the  Egyptian  bondage 
bear  the  least  proportion  to  this  immense  benefit,  this  utmost  ex- 
ertion of  divine  omnipotence  and  goodness,  by  which  a sinful  race 
of  creatures  were  unshackled  from  the  fetters  of  sin,  and  delivered 
from  the  bondage  of  hell. 

u The  principal  mysteries,”  says  the  great  St.  Leo,  “ which 
God,  in  the  dispensations  of  his  mercy,  has  wrought  in  our  fa- 
vour, give  a lustre  to  the  dignity  of  Sunday.  On  it,  the  world 
received  a beginning  ; on  it,  death  was  vanquished,  and  life  began 
to  reign  through  the  resurrection  of  Christ.  On  it,  the  Holy 
Ghost  descended  upon  the  Apostles,  delivering  to  us  a heavenly 
rule.” 
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Thus  far,  on  the  institution  of  the  Sabbath,  and  on  the  mo- 
tives for  changing  the  day  under  the  Gospel  dispensation.  A few 
words  now  on  observing  the  Sabbath.  So  strictly  was  the  Sab- 
bath observed  by  the  Jews,  that  on  it  they  were  forbidden  to  dress 
meat,  to  travel  more  than  about  a mile,  to  buy  or  sell  anything, 
however  trifling,  or,  in  necessity,  to  take  an  ox  out  of  the  water. 
Soon  after  the  written  law  had  been  promulgated  by  Moses, 
whilst  the  Jews  were  in  the  desert  in  their  passage  out  of  Egypt 
into  the  land  of  promise,  a poor  man  was  found  gathering  a few 
sticks  on  the  Sabbath  day.  He  was  conducted  by  his  irritated 
brethren  before  Moses,  in  order  to  receive  the  sentence  of  the  law. 
That  great  legislator  of  God’s  chosen  people  would  not  presume 
to  pronounce  himself  on  the  crime,  but,  in  his  character  of  Pro- 
phet, together  with  his  brother  Aaron,  consulted  the  Most  High 
on  the  case.  The  Almighty,  roused  to  wrath  by  the  audacity  of 
the  Sabbath-breaker,  who  so  lately  had  heard  the  dreadful  sen- 
tence from  the  lips  of  Moses,  commanded  that  the  criminal  should 
be  stoned  to  death  by  all  the  people ; and  in  pursuance  of  this 
sentence,  he  was  led  out  of  the  camp,  amidst  the  shouts  of  the 
populace.  He  was  conducted  to  the  spot  where  he  bad  been  taken 
in  the  fact,  and  the  whole  multitude,  eager  to  show  their  zeal  for 
the  honour  of  God  and  the  sanctity  of  his  festival,  rejoiced  in  be- 
coming his  executioners. 

A vast  heap  of  stones,  under  which  the  unfortunate  transgres- 
sor lay  soon  buried,  remained  a standing  monument  of  the  just 
vengeance  of  the  Lord,  and  a warning  to  others,  never  to  profane 
his  holy  festival.  Of  this  law,  God  himself  hath  pronounced, 
“ Whosoever  shall  break  it,  let  him  die  the  death.”  And  again 
in  Exodus,  be  says,  “ Let  that  man  die.  Let  all  the  multitude 
stone  him  out  of  the  camp.  He  was  rebellious  against  the  Lord. 
He  hath  made  void  his  precept.” 

Ah  ! my  brethren,  how  should  this  example  make  us  tremble  ! 
It  should  strike  us  with  the  most  awful  respect  for  the  sanctity  of 
the  Lord’s  day.  If  the  poor  man  who  transgressed  this  precept 
in  apparently  so  small  a matter,  in  which  many  circumstances 
seem  to  have  extenuated  his  fault,  was  punished  with  such  seve- 
rity, what  treatment  must  we  not  expect,  if  his  example  will  not 
deter  us  from  perhaps  a more  impious  profanation  of  the  Lord’s 
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(lay  ? When  we  consider  the  rigorous  sentence  passed  by  the 
Almighty  on  the  first  Sabbath-breaker,  we  cannot  be  surprised 
that  Nehemias  showed  so  much  zeal  in  reforming  abuses  against 
this  precept,  that  he  caused  the  gates  of  Jerusalem  to  be  closed 
on  the  Sabbath,  to  prevent  the  Jews,  and  especially  the  pagan 
traders,  from  bringing  in  wine,  figs,  or  other  burdens  on  that  day, 
as  we  read  in  the  second  book  of  Esdras.  “ What  is  this  evil 
thing,”  cries  out  Nehemias,  “ which  you  are  doing — profaning 
the  Sabbath  day  ? Did  not  our  fathers  do  these  things,  and  our 
God  brought  all  this  evil  upon  us  and  upon  this  city  ? And  you 
bring  more  wrath  upon  Israel  by  violating  the  Sabbath.” 

The  great  St.  Gregory  of  Tours,  in  his  tenth  book  of  the 
“ History  of  the  Franks,”  says,  “Many  of  us  have  ourselves 
seen,  and  others  have  heard  of  persons  killed  with  thunder,  whilst 
they  followed  their  husbandry  on  these  (Sabbath)  days  ! Some 
have  been  punished  with  a sudden  contraction  of  their  nerves ; 
and  some  have  been  struck  dead  by  visible  fire,  and  their  bodies 
and  very  bones  consumed  in  a moment,  and  reduced  to  ashes ; 
and  many  other  terrible  chastisements  have  been  and  are  still  in- 
flicted for  this  crime.” 

We  find  it  recorded  in  the  first  book  of  Kings,  that  Saul  had  pro- 
voked the  Divine  indignation  on  the  plains  of  Galgal,  for  having 
deserted  the  feast  of  holocausts  to  attack  the  approaching  enemy, 
and  was  afterwards  stripped  of  all  his  honours  for  having  disobeyed 
the  precepts  of  the  Lord,  delivered  to  him  by  Samuel.  But  the 
most  ordinary  judgments  with  which  God  punishes  the  Sabbath- 
breakers  are  invisible,  and  of  all  others  the  most  terrible,  by 
which  He  abandons  such  sinners  to  a spiritual  blindness  and 
hardness  of  heart,  and  delivers  them  over  to  a reprobate  sense, 
which  is  the  most  dreadful  punishment  that  the  Almighty  ven- 
geance can  inflict. 

To  imagine,  however,  that  merely  to  refrain  from  servile  work 
is  sufficient  to  satisfy  the  obligation  of  sanctifying  the  Sabbath, 
would  be  to  fall  into  the  pernicious  error  of  many  carnal  Jews. 
We  are  commanded  “ to  keep  it  holy.”  Now,  in  order  to  do  this, 
we  must  employ  it  in  the  worship  of  God,  in  pious  meditation  and 
good  works,  by  which  God  is  honoured  and  our  souls  sanctified. 
When  God  repeats  this  law  in  Deuteronomy,  “ Observe  the 
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day  of  the  Sabbath,  to  sanctify  it,”  He  dommands  us  to  separate 
this  day  from  the  common  employments  of  life,  and  consecrate  it 
entirely  to  His  holy  service.  It  is,  therefore,  clear  that  the  word 
Sabbath  mentioned  in  the  precept  does  not  signify  a rest  of  inac- 
tion, as  many  of  the  Jews  erroneously  imagined.  No;  the  rest 
commanded  is  an  imitation  of  the  rest  of  God  in  the  eternal  Sab- 
bath, the  contemplation  of  His  divine  perfections,  and  of  that 
which  the  blessed  enjoy  in  heaven  ; both  full  of  ardour, — 
both  an  uninterrupted  action.  “ God’s  rest  is  all  action,”  says  the 
great  St.  Augustine.  The  rest  of  a Christian,  then,  on  festivals, 
is  to  consist  of  a “ serious  application  to  the  sanctification  of  his 
soul,  by  interior  exercises  of  religion,”  as  St.  Chrysostom  beauti- 
fully remarks. 

And  in  fact,  if  we  consult  the  6 th  chapter  of  the  book  of  Joshua, 
we  will  find  this  truth  confirmed  in  the  positive  order  of  God  to 
the  leader  of  his  army.  He  commanded  Joshua  to  march  the 
army  before  the  walls  of  Jericho,  and  there  to  remain  encamped 
for  seven  days,  from  the  first  to  the  sixth  day,  both  included.  He 
also  ordered  that  the  tribes  should  in  solemn  procession  march 
round  the  city,  and  then  return  quietly  to  their  camp,  where  they 
might  spend  the  day  in  their  usual  domestic  employments.  But 
on  the  seventh  day,  which  was  exactly  the  Sabbath  of  the  Jews, 
as  Lyranus  and  other  expositors  observe,  “ The  tribes,”  says  the 
Lord,  “ shall  march  seven  times  round  the  city,  and  on  the  se- 
venth round,  they  shall  cry  out,  with  a loud  voice  : then  the 
walls  of  Jericho  shall  tumble  to  the  ground,  and  my  people  shall 
enter  in  every  direction.” 

Certain  I am  that  you  already  understand  the  mystery  which 
seems  enveloped  in  this  narrative  of  Holy  Writ.  In  the  six  first 
days  are  figured  the  days  preceding  the  Sabbath,  and  on  those 
days,  the  Lord  is  satisfied  that,  after  spending  a short  portion 
of  time  in  prayer,  you  occupy  the  remainder  in  discharging 
the  duties  attached  to  your  situation  in  life.  But  on  the  seventh 
day,  you  must,  with  the  tribes,  rise  with  the  sun.  You  must 
double  and  redouble  your  prayers.  You  must  seven  times  march, 
with  holy  ardour,  round  the  invisible  Jericho.  Then  shall  the 
walls  which  your  sins  have  raised  against  you,  tumble  to  the 
ground,  and  the  gates  of  the  heavenly  city  will  be  open  to  re- 
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ceive  you.  What  can  be  more  beautiful  than  this  interesting  pas- 
sage of  Scripture  ? 

The  principal  duties  of  religion  which  on  Sundays  and  festivals 
are  to  be  observed  for  their  sanctification,  are,  public  and  pri- 
vate prayer,  holy  meditation,  or  pious  reading,  instruction  in 
the  mysteries  of  faith  and  moral  duties,  self-examination,  re- 
ligious education  of  children,  works  of  mercy,  spiritual  and  cor- 
poral, and  above  all,  the  frequentation  of  the  holy  sacraments  as 
the  principal  means  of  our  sanctification,  and  an  assiduous  and 
edifying  attendance  at  the  great  Sacrifice  of  the  New  Law,  where 
the  Body  and  Blood  of  Jesus  Christ  are  offered  as  a sacrifice  of 
propitiation  for  the  sins  of  the  world.  Alms,  also,  are  to  be  given 
more  liberally  on  this  day.  In  Leviticus,  we  find  that  two  lambs 
were  offered  to  the  Lord  on  the  Sabbath ; whereas,  on  all  other 
days  only  one  was  offered  as  a sacrifice  of  holocaust.  Tobias 
having  prepared  a dinner  on  the  festival,  sent  his  son  to  tell  the 
poor  to  eat  it  with  them. 

As  to  recreations  on  festivals ; — they  are  not  condemned,  pro- 
vided they  are  innocent,  inoffensive,  grave,  decent,  and  moderate. 
They  ought  not,  however,  to  take  place  during  the  public  offices 
of  religion,  or  until  our  spiritual  duties  shall  have  been  fulfilled  ; 
and  they  must  be  no  impediment  to  the  private  duties  of  devotion. 
Such  might  be,  an  evening  walk,  a grave  conversation,  and  the 
visit  of  a virtuous  friend ; but  all  diversions  are  absolutely  for- 
bidden which  are  inconsistent  with  the  piety,  dignity,  and  gravity 
of  a day  consecrated  to  religion,  or  which  may  give  offence  or 
scandal  to  the  good  and  virtuous. 

For  this  reason,  the  Councils  of  the  Church  unanimously  con- 
demn, as  a scandalous  abuse  and  profanation,  all  riotous  parties, 
immoderate  drinking,  wanton  dancing  and  songs,  &c.,  sitting  in 
taverns  or  ale-houses,  on  a day  appointed  for  the  divine  service,  and 
the  contemplation  of  the  great  mystery  of  our  redemption.  The 
great  St.  Charles  Borromeo  said  with  truth,  that  “ a Sabbath 
spent  in  idleness  is  the  Sabbath  of  beasts  of  burden  ; but  those 
who  employ  it  in  sensual  indulgence,  in  idle  conversation,  in  sur- 
feiting, or  wanton  sonnets,  make  it  a Sabbath  of  Satan,  or  the 
devil’s  holiday.”  Hence,  St.  Augustine  says,  “ Keep  the  Sab- 
bath ; but  not  carnally,  or  in  delights,  like  the  Jews,  who  abused 
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this  rest  to  sin.”  They  would  have  done  better,”  says  this  holy 
Doctor,  “to  dig  the  whole  day,  than  to  dance  the  whole  day  in 
their  porticos.” 

And  now,  my  brethren,  to  conclude.  Having  explained  the  in- 
stitution, the  obligation,  and  the  means  of  sanctifying  the  Sab- 
bath, will  each  of  you  put  this  question  to  yourselves:  “How 
do  I spend  the  Lord’s  day  ?”  Ah  ! yes ; how  do  you  spend  the 
Lord's  day,  you  ambitious,  covetous,  or  sensual  man  ? Alas ! 
the  first  machinates  schemes  of  aggrandisement ; the  second  feeds 
on  the  various  reflections  as  to  how  he  can  starve  mankind  to 
support  himself ; and  the  last,  instead  of  sending  forth  sighs  of 
repentance,  profanes  the  Sabbath  by  chanting  some  amorous  son- 
net to  the  object  of  his  lustful  passion. 

Oh  ! here,  then,  I must  cry  out  with  the  Lord,  “ Let  them  die 
the  death ; let  them  be  stoned  by  the  multitude.”  Must  such  pro- 
faners  of  the  Christian  Sabbath  be  screened  from  the  vengeance 
of  Heaven,  while  the  poor  Jew  is  condemned  to  a miserable  death? 
How  do  you  spend  the  Lord’s  day,  ye  cursers,  ye  drunkards,  ye 
blasphemers  ? Alas  ! instead  of  praising  their  Lord  and  send- 
ing forth  penitential  sighs  to  draw  down  the  blessings  of  Heaven, 
they  employ  the  precious  hours  appointed  for  working  out  their 
salvation,  in  vomiting  forth,  like  the  devils  in  hell,  the  most  infernal 
blasphemies  against  the  Divinity,  and  thus  pollute  the  sanctity  of 
the  Godhead  ! Then,  “ let  those  also  die  the  death,’’  &c.  How 
do  you  spend  the  Lord’s  day,  ye  fathers  and  mothers  of  families  ? 
Is  it  in  instructing  your  children  and  domestics  in  the  maxims 
of  the  Gospel  and  the  sublime  mysteries  of  religion,  and  thus 
opening  to  them  the  gates  of  salvation  ? Or  do  you  not  rather 
show  them,  0 fathers  ! the  broad  way  to  perdition  by  sitting 
whole  hours  in  taverns,  or  consuming  your  nights  at  the  gam- 
bling table  ? And  you,  O mothers ! do  you  not  sacrifice  your 
precious  time  at  the  unholy  shrine  of  vanity,  and  teach  your  in- 
nocent daughters  to  spend  the  Lord’s  day  in  ornamenting  your 
perishable  bodies  at  the  toilet,  and  employ  their  budding  minds 
on  the  fashion  of  a feather  or  the  colour  of  a ribbon  ? Ah  ! then, 

“ let  such  die  the  death,”  &c.  How  do  you  keep  the  Sabbath, 
ye  profaners  of  the  blood  of  Christ,  who,  by  receiving  him  un- 
worthily, sign  the  sentence  of  your  own  damnation  ? “ Let  them 
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die  the  death,”  &c.  “ Therefore,”  saith  God  to  the  Jews,  “ your 

new  moons,  your  Sabbaths,  and  your  festivals,  my  soul  loathes. 

“ because,”  says  Jeremy,  “ they  are  festivals  consecrated,  not 
to  God,  hut  to  your  passions  and  to  the  devil.” 

O Eternal  God ! from  the  throne  of  heaven  look  down  with 
pity  on  us,  prostrate  here  before  the  image  of  our  suffering  Jesus  ! 
We  solemnly  promise  to  live  henceforward  according  to  the  spirit 
of  the  Gospel,  and  by  our  future  conduct  on  the  Lord’s  day, 
make  atonement  for  our  past  irreverences.  Spare  us,  0 Lord  ! 
spare  us,  we  beseech  thee,  through  the  merits  of  thy  Eternal  Son, 
our  dear  Kedeemer.  Henceforth,  we  shall  live  as  Christians, 
that,  when  dying,  we  may  claim  the  comforts  of  religion,  and 
after  death,  the  everlasting  joys  of  the  heavenly  Sion.  Amen. 


A SERMON 

ON 

RELIGIOUS  EDUCATION. 


“ When  Jesus,  therefore,  had  lifted  up  his  eyes,  and  saw  that  a very  great  mul- 
titude cometh  to  him,  he  says  to  Philip : ‘ Whence  shall  we  buy  bread  that 
these  may  eat?’  ” — St.  John , vi,  5. 

Admirable,  indeed,  is  the  charity  of  our  Divine  Redeemer,  as 
recorded  in  the  sacred  page  of  this  day’s  Gospel,  and  bright  is 
the  example  therein  proposed  for  our  instruction  and  imitation. 

Our  adorable  Saviour,  unceasing  in  the  great  work  of  his 
heavenly  mission,  passed  over  the  Sea  of  Gallilee,  which  is  that 
of  Tiberias,  and  having  ascended  a mountain  with  his  disciples, 
sat  down  to  instruct  them  in  the  mysterious  truths  of  salvation. 
He  looks  around,  and  seeing  a vast  crowd  assembled  about  him, 
who  had  abandoned  themselves  to  hunger  and  want,  in  order  to 


behold  and  hear  the  great  Prophet,  of  whom  fame  had  so  loudly 
spoken,  he  melts  into  compassion,  laments  their  distressed  situa- 
tion, and  in  all  the  tenderness  of  condoling  sympathy,  determines 
to  administer  comfort  to  their  almost  desponding  souls,  and 
nourishment  to  their  debilitated,  enfeebled  frames,  by  a powerful 
exertion  of  his  omnipotent  arm. 

To  try  their  faith  and  hope,  although  all- conscious  of  the  re- 
sult, “ He  said  to  his  disciple  Philip  : ‘ Whence  shall  we  buy 
bread,  that  these  [all]  may  eat?’  Philip  answered  him:  ‘Two 
hundred  penny-worth  of  bread  is  not  sufficient  that  everyone  may 
take  a little.’  Then  his  disciple  Andrew,  brother  of  Simon  Peter, 
said  to  him  : ‘ There  is  a boy  here  who  hath  five  barley  loaves 
and  two  fishes  ; hut  (he  added)  what  are  these  among  so  many  ?’ 
Then  [our  Divine  Lord  and  Saviour]  Jesus  said  : ‘ Make  the  men 
sit  down.’  Now  there  was  (says  the  text)  much  grass  in  the 
place ; the  men,  therefore,  sat  down,  in  number  about  five  thou- 
sand. And  Jesus  took  the  loaves,  and  when  he  had  given 
thanks,”  the  multiplication,  by  a miracle  of  his  goodness  and 
power,  became  so  great,  that,  as  the  text  adds,  “ he  distributed 
to  those  who  were  sat  down ; in  like  manner,  also  of  the  fishes, 
as  much  as  they  would.”  Nay,  so  great  was  the  profusion,  that, 
at  our  Lord’s  request,  “ they  gathered  up  and  filled  twelve  bas- 
kets with  the  fragments  of  the  five  barley  loaves,  which  remained 
over  and  above  to  those  who  had  eaten.” 

Adorable  Jesus  ! praise,  honour,  and  glory  be  ever  unto  thy 
Holy  Name ! and  let  those  hallowed  sounds  echo  joyfully  from 
each  heart,  through  every  corner  of  this  sacred  temple. 

Behold,  then,  my  beloved  brethren,  that  Lord  of  all,  who, 
when  as  man,  pinched  by  hunger  and  thirst,  refused  to  perform  a 
miracle  for  his  own  subsistence,  behold  him,  I say,  at  the  call  of 
distress  or  wants  of  others,  battling  on  this  day  against  the 
established  laws  of  nature,  inverting,  as  it  were,  for  a time,  the 
usual  course  of  creation  at  the  piercing  cries  of  famine,  and  feed- 
ing with  his  anointed  hands  about  five  thousand  languishing  ob- 
jects with  five  loaves  and  two  fishes  ! Stupendous  effect  indeed 
is  this  of  the  charity  of  Jesus ! 

Christians,  beloved  Catholics,  in  the  conduct  thus  related  of 
our  Divine  Redeemer,  let  us  view,  as  in  a mirror,  the  fair  portrait 
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of  what  our  own  should  be.  If  we  are  not,  like  him,  endowed 
with  the  gift  of  miracles  to  relieve  our  distressed  brethren,  we 
are,  at  least,  furnished  with  an  abundance  of  earthly  goods  to 
support  them  when  indigent,  and  thus  are  we  constituted  by 
Heaven  the  depositories  of  an  all-wise  and  all  merciful  God. 

But  more  than  this,  if  we  have  hearts,  we  should  have  them 
open  to  the  dictates  of  nature  and  the  feelings  of  compassion, 
as  our  Lord  elsewhere  so  beautifully  shows  us  in  the  conduct  of 
the  Good  Samaritan,  which  he  recommends  to  all  his  followers 
when  he  emphatically  says,  “ Go  thou  and  do  likewise !” 

If  this  charity,  so  far  as  relieving  mere  human  wants,  be  so 
desirable,  how  much  more  when  to  this  is  superadded  the  great 
and  all-engrossing  charity  of  teaching  to  the  young  and  innocent, 
for  whom  we  plead,  the  lessons  of  sound  morality  and  religion  ! 

Whether  we  pass  over  the  first  revelation  from  God  to  his 
people,  then  through  his  commands  by  the  Patriarchs  and  Pro- 
phets, and  then  through  Moses  to  Christ,  in  whom  all  figures 
and  laws  were  completed,  we  see  the  necessity  for  communicating 
these  lessons  of  virtue  and  religion.  Even  those  who,  by  the 
corruption  of  their  hearts,  lost  or  abandoned  the  true  worship 
and  knowledge  of  God,  yet  they  still  insist  on  some  form  of  re- 
ligion. 

Hence,  even  those  whose  reason  seemed,  as  it  were,  in  its  in- 
fancy, and  who  were  strangers  to  the  improvements  of  social  civili- 
zation, did  not  'entirely  forget  “ this  still,  small  voice”  of  reli- 
gion. But  be  their  systems  as  they  may,  one  more  refined  than 
the  other,  that  is  not  the  point  now  in  question.  What  I wish 
to  prove  is,  that  mankind,  even  in  the  wildest  state  of  savage  na- 
ture, at  all  times,  from  the  formation  of  man  to  the  present 
moment,  in  every  clime,  from  the  Equator  to  the  Poles,  consider 
religion  (false  or  true  as  they  understood  it)  as  the  grand  chain 
which  links  man  to  man  in  the  discharge  even  of  social  duties, 
and  still  more,  of  those  in  reference  to  God  ! 

If  such  effects  were  the  happy  consequences  arising  to  the 
world  from  religious  impressions  before  the  coming  of  Christ, 
what  must  we  say  of  the  utility  of  religion  in  promoting  univer- 
sal good  at  this  day,  when  the  once-clouded  horizon  is  irradiated 
by  the  pure  morality  and  bright  beams  of  Christianity  ! This, 


indeed,  is  the  system  which  explains  and  inculcates  the  truths 
of  its  doctrines  in  all  the  splendour  of  majestic  dignity  and  in- 
comparable love.  It  exhibits  an  alluring  prospect  of  future  hap- 
piness to  the  first,  and  thus  most  powerfully  attracts  us  mortals 
to  the  faithful  discharge  of  every  duty  we  owe  to  God,  to  our- 
selves, and  to  our  neighbour.  It  stems  the  torrent  of  vice,  by 
announcing  the  terrible  and  eternal  horrors  of  future  punish- 
ments on  unrepented  guilt.  Its  domains  are  calculated  to  attract 
and  please  not  only  the  speculating  philosopher,  but  also  the 
simple,  unenlightened  votary  of  vulgar  superstition.  Both  may 
equally  behold  in  this  looking-glass,  through  the  light  of  Faith, 
the  adorable  Divinity,  seated  on  high  in  glory,  surrounded  on 
all  sides  by  the  noble  attributes  of  almighty  Power,  omnis- 
cient Wisdom,  infinite  Justice,  boundless  Mercy,  and  universal 
Presence. 

Inspired  by  this  pure  religion,  the  enlightened  philosopher  re- 
cognises in  this  Divinity,  or  Indivisible  Essence,  three  distinct 
Persons ; yet  distinguished  in  such  a manner,  as  not  to  be  in- 
compatible with  essential  Unity.  Whilst  “ led  by  Faith,  and 
not  (alone)  by  sight,”  he  feeds  his  ingenious  curiosity  and  illu- 
mines his  understanding  by  dwelling  upon  the  sublime  mysteries 
of  Christianity,  with  the  motives  and  proofs  of  their  divinity ; 
whilst,  on  the  other  hand,  the  humble  peasant,  untutored  in 
the  deep  researches  of  speculation  or  scholastic  subtleties,  con- 
tents himself  with  simply  believing  the  truths  of  revelation,  and 
what  the  Church  of  God  makes  known,  which  his  confined  ideas 
cannot  lead  him  to  comprehend ; whilst,  at  the  same  time,  full 
of  faith,  hope,  and  charity,  he  is  big  with  the  pleasing  ex- 
pectation of  one  day  enjoying  the  reward  of  his  humble  confi- 
dence, exclaiming  with  Job,  “ This  is  the  hope  that  is  laid  up 
in  my  bosom,  that  on  the  last  day  I will  see  God,  my  Saviour.” 

On  the  other  hand,  the  unbelieving  pagan  or  infidel  philoso- 
pher is  lost  in  a maze  of  wonder  and  confusion,  and  knows  not 
how  to  account  for  the  heterogeneous  and  irreconcilable  principles 
which  operate  in  his  nature.  Why  (says  he  in  the  pride  of  his 
heart)  such  an  inexplicable  medley  of  wisdom  and  folly,  of  rec- 
titude and  error,  of  benevolence  and  malignity,  of  sincerity  and 
fraud  ? Why  such  contradictions  (he  cries)  exhibited  throughout 
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the  whole  conduct  of  man  ? He  says,  “ I know  not,  and  will 
not  believe.” 

But  the  Christian  hesitates  not  a moment.  By  the  light  of 
faith  and  revelation,  this  wonderful  mystery  is  instantly  developed, 
and  the  motives  for  believing  it  (whilst  it  is  still  mysterious)  left 
rational  and  convincing.  He  calls  to  mind  Satan  and  his  apos- 
tate fellow-angels.  He  reads  in  the  opening  page  of  tradition 
and  revelation,  that  they  attempted  to  transfer  their  turpitude 
and  misery  to  man ; and,  alas ! whilst  man  had  not  only  the  com- 
mand of  God,  but  his  own  free-will  to  reject  the  snares  of  his 
sworn  enemy,  he  was  too  successful. 

He  sees  that  man  was  tempted,  and  fell  from  his  original  in- 
nocence, that  these  seeds  of  perdition  were  sown  by  the  rebel 
angels,  and  soon  ripened  into  guilt  and  horror,  and  the  whole 
sublunary  creation  became  the  theatre  of  discord  and  mischief. 
Hence,  he  says,  the  darkness  of  my  understanding,  the  depravity 
of  my  will,  the  pollution  of  my  heart,  the  irregularity  of  my 
affections,  and  the  absolute  subversion  of  my  whole  internal  sys- 
tem by  a strong  propensity  to  evil,  which,  however,  God’s  grace, 
added  to  our  love  and  obedience,  can  conquer  effectually. 

See  you  not,  then,  my  dearly-beloved  brethren,  that  without  the 
light  of  pure  religion  and  the  revelation  of  God  shining  over  the 
face  of  all  things,  with  the  speculative  principles  of  Christianity, 
and  the  pure  morality  she  teaches,  we  should  all  have  been  buried 
in  the  darkness  of  Egypt,  and  the  system  of  nature  must  remain 
an  inscrutable  and  inexplicable  mystery. 

Thus  far  on  the  theory  of  religion : a few  words  on  its  prac- 
tical principles  will  naturally  lead  me  to  the  great  object  of  this 
morning’s  discourse,  while  it  will  also  appear,  that  a state  or 
society  without  religion  and  morality,  can  have  but  a transient 
and  momentary  existence. 

There  are  two  grand  principles  of  action  in  the  system  of 
Christian  morality.  The  first  is  the  love  of  God,  which  is  the 
sovereign  passion  in  every  perfect  mind.  The  second  is,  the 
love  of  man,  which  regulates  our  actions  according  to  the  various 
relations  in  which  we  stand,  whether  as  members  of  communi- 
ties at  large,  or  as  individuals  in  particular.  This  sacred  con- 
nexion can  never  be  totally  extinguished  by  any  temporary  injury, 


for,  according  to  tlie  Gospel  precept,  it  ought  to  subsist  in  some 
degree  even  amongst  those  who  are  considered  enemies.  It 
dictates  very  reciprocal  duty  between  master  and  servant,  gover- 
nor and  subjects,  friends  and  friends,  men  and  men.  It  in- 
spires the  most  sublime  and  extensive  charity,  a boundless  and 
disinterested  effusion  of  tenderness  for  the  whole  species,  which 
feels  their  distress,  and  operates  for  their  relief  and  improvement. 
These  celestial  dispositions,  and  the  different  duties  which  are 
their  natural  offspring,  are  the  various  gradations  by  which  the 
Christian  hopes  to  attain  the  perfection  of  his  nature,  and  enjoy 
the  happiness  promised  him  by  his  God. 

Happy  state,  then,  is  that  of  the  Christian!  By  his  theoretical 
tenets,  the  origin,  economy,  and  revelations  of  intelligent  na- 
ture can  alone  be  rationally  explained ; while  his  practical  prin- 
ciples are  solely  capable  of  conducting  him  to  his  highest  per- 
fection, whether  he  considers  himself  in  his  individual  or  social 
capacity. 

It  is,  therefore,  in  his  opinion,  the  eternal  wonder  of  angels, 
the  indelible  opprobrium  of  man,  that  a religion  so  worthy  of 
God,  so  suitable  to  the  frame  and  circumstances  of  our  nature, 
so  consonant  to  all  the  dictates  of  reason,  so  friendly  to  the  dig- 
nity and  improvement  of  intelligent  beings,  pregnant  with  genuine 
comfort  and  delight,  should  be  rejected  and  despised.  It  is  the 
basis  of  society  and  the  link  of  universal  harmony.  Without  it 
we  are  nothing ; with  it  we  are  everything.  It  is  the  pillar  of 
brotherly  love,  and  the  inexpugnable  bulwark  of  the  state.  It 
actuates  the  heart,  influences  the  mind,  and  gives  a sure  and 
powerful  sanction  to  the  otherwise  insufficient  and  inefficient  de- 
crees of  human  policy. 

Alas ! however,  that  now  so  many  Christians  of  every  rank 
and  denomination  seem  by  their  actions  to  have  forgotten  that 
sacred  name — Religion  ! when  they  have  buried  every  considera- 
tion, both  temporal  and  eternal,  in  the  dark  den  of  faction  and 
contention ; in  short,  when  a cursed  system  of  dividing  politics 
seems  to  have  destroyed  all  social  intercourse  between  man  and 
man. 

That  religion  and  morality  are  the  only  lasting  bonds  of  civil 
and  universal  society,  and  consequently,  fundamentally  necessary 
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to  public  prosperity,  cannot  be  called  in  question  by  any  one  un- 
less some  vain,  empty  fanatic,  unacquainted  with  the  nature  of 
man,  and  totally  ignorant  of  the  laws  of  social  life. 

The  bright  ornaments  of  ancient  philosophy,  although  blinded, 
it  is  true,  in  the  mists  of  dark  superstition,  yet  were  so  fully  con- 
vinced of  the  importance  of  religion  to  the  welfare  of  the  state, 
that  on  every  occasion  they  established  it  as  the  only  solid  basis 
of  political  legislation.  In  the  popular  system  of  superstition 
fabricated  by  the  legislators  of  Eome  and  Athens,  the  dog- 
mas of  religion  were  strongly  inculcated,  and  the  doctrine  of  a 
future  state  held  forth,  as  a most  powerful  incitement  to  the 
practice  of  virtue,  and  as  a strong  curb  on  the  unruly  passions 
of  the  unenlightened  pagans.  Mankind  were  not  only  flattered 
in  their  system  with  the  hopes  of  continuing  to  exist  beyond  the 
term  of  the  present  life,  but  different  conditions  of  existence 
were  also  promised.  Some  were  exalted  to  their  Olympus,  and 
associated  with  the  gods;  others  were  rewarded  with  less  illus- 
trious honours,  and  a moderate  state  of  happiness  in  Elysium ; 
while  those  again,  who,  by  their  conduct  in  life,  had  not  merited 
rewards,  were  consigned  to  the  torments  of  Tartarus.  Such  were 
the  notions  prevalent  amongst  the  children  of  idolatry,  which, 
though  unsupported  by  either  evidence  or  plausibility,  although 
but  a mere  tissue  of  absurdities,  yet  most  powerfully  operated 
on  the  morals  of  the  votaries  of  a Plato  and  a Socrates.  Even 
the  rude  tribes  of  ancient  Gaul,  and  some  other  nations,  not 
more  civilized  than  they,  had  instilled  into  their  minds  the  doctrine 
of  immortality,  in  order  to  preserve  society  from  the  baneful  con- 
tagion of  riot  and  debauchery. 

It  is  true,  their  ideas  of  a future  state  of  retribution  were 
blended  with  numberless  absurdities,  much  grosser  than  those 
which  characterised  the  popular  religion  of  the  Greeks  and  Ro- 
mans. The  latter  was  the  superstition  of  a civilized  people,  among 
whom  reason  was  unfolded  and  improved  by  cultivation.  The 
former  was  that  of  barbarians,  among  wThom  ignorance  held  un- 
limited sway. 

Is  it  not  strange,  that  three-fourths  of  the  creation  should  be 
buried  in  profound  ignorance,  and  totally  degraded,  in  order  that 
the  remaining  few  might  be  rendered  worthy  their  rank  in  society  ? 
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It  cannot  be  the  intention  of  a good  God,  that  both  the  bodies 
and  the  minds  of  his  poor  servants  should  be  chained  down  in 
brutal  slavery.  Man  was  destined  to  be  enlightened  and  to  be 
free  in  his  station  of  life,  and  not  a degraded  slave.  I do  not 
contend  that  a refined  education  in  the  poorer  classes  is  absolutely 
necessary.  No ; such  might  incapacitate  them  for  the  laborious 
functions  of  society.  But  I contend,  that  an  elementary  educa- 
tion, such  as  reading  and  writing,  will  much  contribute  to  teach 
them  decency  and  subordination,  and  operate  most  powerfully 
in  reclaiming  them  from  the  riots  of  the  tavern  and  the  dangers 
of  bad  company,  to  order  and  industry.  It  would  give  patience 
to  the  labouring  peasant,  industry  to  the  manufacturer,  and  peace 
to  society  at  large,  for  such  must  be  infallibly  the  fruits  of  the 
moral  emancipation  of  the  human  mind. 

What!  must  man,  though  the  last,  yet  the  noblest  work  of  the 
creation,  the  type  of  the  Divinity,  possessing  a mind  capable  of 
instruction,  a mind  that  reflects  on  the  past,  anticipates  the  future, 
surveys  the  varied  works  of  infinite  Power,  from  the  groveling 
insect  to  the  supreme  cause  of  creation  ; must  man,  whose 
soul  is  an  image  of  the  Godhead,  whose  duty  is  perfection, 
whose  hope  is  immortality ; must  he,  I say,  on  a sudden,  be 
snatched  from  his  original  grandeur  and  debased  below  the  brute 
creation,  consigned  to  ignorance  and  savage  barbarity  ? Ah ! 
no,  my  brethren  ; it  would  be  ill  discharging  the  duties  you  owe 
to  your  neighbour,  to  leave  him  thus  exposed  to  the  ravages  of 
immorality.  Give  him  education,  bestow  on  him  the  virtuous 
dignity  of  a rational  being,  and  society  shall  be  amply  repaid  by 
persevering  industry,  frugality,  and  sobriety,  which  are  the 
mainsprings  of  all  national  prosperity.  Let  not,  then,  the  diffe- 
rence in  religious  tenets  cramp  your  charitable  exertions ; this 
view  would  be  too  selfish,  too  much  shackled  by  prejudice,  to  be 
acceptable  to  that  God  who  preferred  the  zeal  of  the  uncircum- 
cized  Samaritan,  to  the  cruel  insensibility  of  the  Levite,  and  the 
professed  minister  of  his  altar. 

I cannot  too  often  repeat — Catholics,  be  liberal  towards  your 
dissenting  brethren.  They  are  formed  by  the  same  plastic  band 
of  Omnipotence,  and  tend  to  the  same  end  that  you  do.  Let 
not,  however,  this  liberality  become  of  too  great  latitude,  that 


is,  do  not  persuade  yourselves  that  you  can  change  your  creed 
with  your  political  sentiments . Do  not  imagine  that  an  impend- 
ing storm  can  sanction  your  volatility,  or  patronise  a change  of 
religion.  I will  speak  clearer.  Do  not  flatter  yourselves  that 
the  political  shock  which  of  late  has  threatened  a part  of  the 
community  with  extermination,  could  authorise  you  to  conform 
to  the  law -established  religion  of  the  land  ; a religion,  many  pro- 
fessors of  which  I venerate  from  my  heart,  but  in  which  I have 
not  been  born,  nor  you  either.  In  short,  we  must  not  be  waver- 
ing in  our  faith,  like  the  reeds  of  the  forest,  that  equally  bend 
with  the  northern  and  the  southern  blast.  We  must  not  be  the  dis- 
ciples of  Paul  in  the  calm,  and  the  followers  of  Luther  in  a tem- 
pest. I am  sorry  there  are  a few  examples  of  this  weakness  of 
mind,  nay,  I will  say  perfidy,  who,  in  order  to  rank  them- 
selves with  the  mighty  ones  of  the  world,  have  trampled  on  their 
conscience  and  bartered  their  religion, — for  what  ? “ for  a hand- 
ful of  gilded  dust,  or  a mess  of  pottage.”  Think  me  not  illiberal 
while  I thus  express  myself ; I have  never  been  wedded  to  bigotry, 
nor,  I hope,  ever  shall.  I speak  from  principle.  It  is  the  man  of 
principle  I admire ; and  believe  me  while  I tell  you,  that  I would 
equally,  and  perhaps  in  stronger  terms,  reprobate  the  pagan,  the 
Mahometan,  the  Israelite,  and  still  more,  any  of  my  dissenting 
Christian  brethren,  if,  through  mere  pecuniary  motives,  or  from 
political  interest,  not  from  internal  conviction,  they  would  em- 
brace the  faith  which  I profess,  to  establish  their  grandeur  on  the 
ruins  of  an  injured  conscience,  at  the  expense  of  a betrayed  com- 
munity. Be  firm,  therefore,  in  your  faith ; love  all  your  Chris- 
tian brethren  with  equal  affection;  forget,  in  God’s  name,  past 
injuries ; join  all  of  you,  hand  and  heart,  in  the  common  cause 
of  your  country,  and  then,  while  thus  riveted  together  in  univer- 
sal affection,  you  may  not  fear  the  apostate  sons  of  Gaul,  the 
uncircumcised  atheists  of  France.* 

I have,  perhaps,  dwelt  too  long  on  the  subject  of  religion.  I 
beg  your  forgiveness;  but  as  religion  and  morality  form  the  great 
basis  of  society,  I think  I cannot  too  strongly  inculcate  their 
observance  upon  all,  especially  upon  youth. 

* He  speaks  here  of  France  under  the  horrors  of  the  first  Revolution. 
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It  is  during  the  age  of  infancy  that  religious  habits  are  to  be 
formed.  When  the  mind  is  bent  early  towards  vice,  it  is  ab- 
solutely impossible  to  prevent  the  evil  consequences  that  must 
necessarily  arise  from  internal  and  almost  innate  corruption.  Let 
us  rock  our  infants,  therefore,  in  the  cradle  of  piety,  let  us  in- 
stil into  their  dawning  minds  the  sacred  principles  of  religion, 
and  then  we  may  expect  that  the  blessings  of  peace,  good  order, 
and  prosperity,  will  be  diffused  through  every  part  of  this  our 
favourite  isle.  We  have  a large  field  for  the  exercise  of  our 
charitable  co-operation.  Let  it  be  our  endeavour  to  be  in  readi- 
ness to  assist  and  generously  aid  those  who  require  to  be  helped 
in  their  charitable  undertakings.  To  be  charitable  is  to  render 
ourselves  agreeable  to  the  God  of  Charity,  and  worthy  of  his 
eternal  and  priceless  reward.  We  are  but  labouring  in  our  own 
right  and  for  our  own  interest  by  doing  the  work  committed  to 
our  care  by  our  Heavenly  Father.  Let  ns  not,  therefore,  hesi- 
tate in  our  labours  when  the  compensation  for  our  offerings  on 
the  altar  of  charity  is  at  hand,  when  the  crown  is  already  pre- 
pared by  celestial  hands  to  adorn  our  brows,  and  the  outstretched 
hands  of  our  merciful  Creator  are  ready  to  embrace  us.  No  ; let 
it  be  our  desire  to  persevere  in  the  work  of  charity  with  a willing 
heart  and  energetic  power,  and  we  shall  succeed. 

Some  foolish  mortals  selfishly  imagine  that  the  education  of 
the  poor  would  be  the  destruction  of  the  mighty  fabric  of  society, 
and  would  leave  the  majority  to  gather  their  principles  of  honesty 
and  honour  from  the  gibbet  or  the  scaffold,  from  the  mere  pen- 
alties of  the  law  inflicted  on  its  transgressors.  The  idea  is  mon- 
strously absurd  and  ridiculous,  and  worthy  of  the  inhuman  and 
selfish  soul  of  the  enemy  of  the  poor.  What ! will  a rational 
creature  endowed  with  an  intelligent  mind  and  destined  for  the 
undying  glory  of  immortality,  best  discharge  his  duties  to  society 
at  large  when  destitute  of  that  knowledge  which  should  unfold 
before  his  eyes  his  duties,  when  separated  and  removed  from  all 
opportunities  of  rational  improvement  and  educational  culture  ? 
I repeat,  the  idea  is  monstrous  and  outrageously  ridiculous.  It 
never  could  be  the  intention  of  Providence  that  such  should  be 
the  case,  that  the  poor,  the  labouring  poor,  the  chosen  of  his 
capacious  and  all -bountiful  heart,  should  be  debarred  of  the 


nourishment  necessary  for  their  strength,  and  I may  add,  social 
comfort  and  duties,  No  ; let  not  such  he  imagined  for  an  instant, 
for  it  is  but  imputing  to  his  Divine  wisdom  and  fatherly  kind- 
ness, a will  and  desire  as  monstrous  as  they  are  unjust.  The 
Almighty  wishes  his  blessings  (and  surely  one  of  his  greatest 
blessings  is  a good  and  religious  education)  to  be  expended  on 
all  equally,  and  yet  in  a suitable  form.  Do  not,  therefore,  hesi- 
tate to  aid  in  the  great  work  of  the  education  of  the  children  of 
the  poor,  and  by  doing  so,  you  prepare  and  adorn  heirs  for  the 
kingdom  of  heaven,  and  procure  for  yourselves  a throne  of  glory 
in  that  region  of  the  blessed,  where  you  shall  sing  eternal  alleluias 
in  sight  of  your  all-merciful  and  omnipotent  Saviour  and  Ke- 
deemer.  A blessing  I wish  you  all,  in  the  name  of  the  Holy 
and  Undivided  Trinity.  Amen. 


A SERMON 

ON 

REPENTANCE . 


“ Jesus  saith  to  him : Go  thy  way,  thy  son  liveth.” — St.  John,  iv,  50. 


Amongst  the  many  prodigies  which  our  Divine  Lord  and  Master 
Jesus  Christ  performed  during  his  journeys  through  Judea  and 
Galilee,  signal,  indeed,  and  pregnant  with  mysterious  instruction, 
is  the  one  recorded  on  the  sacred  page  of  this  day’s  Gospel. 

A certain  nobleman,  or  ruler,  of  Capharnaum  had  his  dearly- 
beloved  son  reduced  to  the  last  stage  of  existence  by  a long  and 
painful  sickness.  The  tender  father,  overwhelmed  with  grief  and 
sadness,  spends  his  melancholy  hours  in  viewing  his  darling  child 
faintly  struggling  wTith  death,  in  all  the  agonies  of  a burning  fever. 
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The  distressed  and  sorrowing  parent  frequently  waters  the  bed  of 
sickness  with  his  fond  tears.  He  bitterly  laments  that  he  was 
ever  born  to  the  light,  and  sends  forth  his  complaints  to  Heaven 
in  the  feeble  but  expressive  accents  of  excruciating  despair. 
“ Oh  !”  says  he,  <e  why  have  I been  blessed  with  a child  ? Why 
did  my  heart  so  rejoice  on  the  day  of  his  birth,  if  my  misfortunes 
were  to  be  dated  from  that  epoch  ? Kind  Heaven  ! interfere  in 
behalf  of  my  dying  child,  snatch  him  from  the  cold  embraces 
of  death,  and  restore  him  to  the  arms  of  a desponding  father, 
labouring  under  the  pressure  of  decrepitude  and  sorrow.” 

Thus  the  aged  nobleman  gave  vent  to  his  grief,  and  then  sunk 
once  again  into  his  primitive  lethargy.  Hearing,  however,  one 
day,  that  Jesus  had  come  into  Cana  of  Galilee,  he  resolved  to  go  to 
him,  and  as  he  heard  much  of  his  wonderful  cures,  he  found 
himself  once  more  cheered  by  the  rays  of  hope  and  expectation, 
though,  at  this  time,  he  was  not  a believer.  Prostrate  on  the 
ground,  he  accosts  the  Son  of  God,  and  with  all  the  fond  anxiety 
of  a parent,  requests  of  Jesus  to  go  down  to  heal  his  son,  for,  as 
the  Scripture  expresses  it,  “ he  began  to  die.”  “ But,”  says 
Jesus,  " unless  you  see  signs  and  wonders,  you  believe  not;” 
and  he  still  cried  out : “ Lord,  come  down  before  my  son  die.” 
And  Jesus,  touched  with  compassion,  yields  to  the  strong  un- 
shaken faith  of  the  yet  unbaptized  Capbarnaite,  and  says,  “ Go 
thy  way;  thy  son  liveth.”  The  man  believed  the  words  he  heard; 
he  went,  and  in  raptures  clasped  his  living  son  in  his  arms,  re- 
turning thanks  to  the  all-healing  hand  of  Jesus ; and  as  the  same 
chapter,  53rd  verse,  sets  forth,  “ himself  believed  and  his  whole 
house.” 

What  an  admirable  portrait  is  this,  my  dearly-beloved  brethren  ! 
How  interesting  is  the  scene  ! An  afflicted  father,  a dying  son, 
a Comforter,  an  all-powerful  Physician,  a Jesus  ! I am  at  a loss 
to  know  which  challenges  most  our  attention ; either  the  agony 
of  the  child,  the  tender  anxiety  of  the  parent,  or  the  merciful 
promptitude  of  the  most  high  and  loving  God ! 

Come,  my  brethren ; I am  not  content  with  the  imagination 
alone ; my  curiosity  leads  me  to  Galilee,  there  to  behold,  on  the 
very  spot,  so  interesting  a scene.  Away,  therefore,  let  us  away. 
But  stop  ; why  go  to  Cana  or  Capharnaum  ? Why  travel  to  the 
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distant  regions  of  the  East,  to  behold  a picture  that  we  can  view 
at  our  own  home  ? Would  to  God,  that  it  were  not  the  case. 
Alas ! however,  our  fond  afflicted  Mother  the  Church,  clad  with 
the  sable  garments  of  mourning,  daily  sends  forth  her  sighs, 
not  for  one  afflicted  child,  but  for  innumerable  thousands  of  her 
unrepenting  sons.  Her  solicitude  for  our  salvation  is  clearly  pre- 
figured in  the  eagerness  of  the  Capharnaum  lord,  and  her  dis- 
ordered children  are  pictured  in  the  dying  son  of  the  same,  in 
favour  of  whom  she  fondly  cries  out,  “Lord,  0 Lord  ! come  down 
before  my  children  die  !” 

Sinners,  if  the  sufferings  of  a- distracted  father  in  this  day’s 
Gospel  have  excited  your  compassion,  why  not  spare  your  parent, 
the  Church,  that  pours  out  torrents  of  tears  for  your  spiritual 
malady,  and  kindly  invites  you  to  partake  of  her  healing  medi- 
cines ? Methinks,  in  our  afflicted  mother  I clearly  view  the  dis- 
consolate widow  of  Naim,  after  having  lost  her  only  son,  the 
support  of  her  old  age,  the  aim  of  all  her  thoughts,  the  centre 
of  her  affections,  and  the  only  object  of  her  fears.  This  beloved 
youth,  in  the  very  spring  of  life,  is  snatched  from  her  arms,  and 
doomed  by  death,  an  early,  ripe  victim  to  the  tomb.  Unable 
to  withstand  the  shock,  his  widowed  mother  shrieks  through 
the  streets  of  Naim.  Hurried  on  by  frenzy,  she  attempts  her 
owTn  life,  till  at  length,  exhausted  by  her  own  clamorous  com- 
plaints, she  faints  away  to  despondency.  At  one  time  she  throws 
herself  on  the  lifeless  corse  of  her  child,  and  closely  presses  it  to 
her  throbbing  bosom ; at  another,  she  a thousand  times  kisses 
his  pale  cheek,  and  calls  on  him  to  speak  ; but  he  is  silent  as  the 
grave.  What  heart  of  adamant  would  not  sympathize  in  her 
grief?  What  marbled  bowels  that  would  not  feel  her  pangs, 
while  the  full  tide  of  affliction  bursts  from  her  agonizing  breast  ? 
Now,  can  you  persuade  yourselves,  Christians,  that  you  can  be 
■so  flint-hearted  as  to  give  cause  for  such  grief  to  the  best  and 
tenderest  of  parents,  without  resolving  to  dry  up  her  tears,  by 
removing  their  unhappy  cause  ? 

Yes,  your  transgressions,  your  glaring  and  repeated  transgres- 
sions of  the  eternal  law  of  God,  of  the  immutable  law  of  nature, 
are  the  fatal  source  of  daily  and  nightly  lamentations,  and  the 
Church,  like  the  poor  widow  of  Naim,  sighs  for  her  beloved 
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children,  dead  to  the  life  of  grace,  forfeited  by  their  numerous 
and  heavy  crimes.  “ I am,”  she  says,  “ alas ! that  unhappy 
widow,  who.  bestowed  on  you  a new  life,  at  the  font  of  regenera- 
tion, who  exchanged  your  birth-right,  sin  and  death,  for  the 
more  noble  attributes  of  grace  and  immortality.  During  your 
infant  days,  I nourished  you  with  the  manna  of  heaven,  and 
rocked  you  in  the  cradle  of  religion.  I have  formed  your  tender 
minds,  and  enlightened  them  with  the  wisdom  of  the  law,  and 
animated  you  by  a thousand  striking  examples  to  the  pursuit  of 
virtue.  When  weak,  I fostered  you  in  my  maternal  bosom ; 
when  in  danger,  I stretched  forth  my  strong  hand  to  support  you. 
Your  safety  alarmed  my  nightly  slumbers,  and  my  daily  and 
hourly  occupation  was  to  show  you  the  way  to  everlasting  happi- 
ness. But  now,  miserable  that  I am,  when  I thought  to  find 
you  a pillar  to  support  me  while  tottering,  when  I considered 
you  as  my  helmet  in  the  battle,  and  above  all,  when  I expected 
to  find  you  my  only  consolation  under  the  weight  of  my  sufferings 
for  the  death  of  my  Divine  crucified  Spouse,  alas  1 how  much 
am  I disappointed  ! I call  on  you,  but  you  hear  me  not ; I look 
around,  but  you  do  not  appear.  You  have  been  blind  to  your 
interest,  deaf  to  my  unceasing  instructions.  You  have  scorned 
the  fair  daughters  of  Judah,  for  the  prostitute  children  of  Moab. 
In  short,  you  have  sinned,  and  now  you  are  dead.” 

Ah ! my  children,  ungrateful,  unhappy  children,  what  will 
become  of  me  ? What  must  become  of  you,  the  fruit  of  all  my 
tender  cares  ? But,  loving,  kind  parent,  I will  say  with  St. 
Ambrose,  “ suspend  your  grief  for  a moment.  Calm  your  dis- 
turbed mind;  do  not  fear;  Noli  timer e,  mater  filiorum.”  Though 
your  children,  like  the  youth  of  Naim,  be  extended  on  the  bier 
of  death,  ready  to  be  carried  to  the  tomb,  I,  who  here  fill  the 
place  of  Jesus  Christ,  will  call  loudly  on  them  in  his  words : 
“ Young  man,  I say  unto  thee,  arise.”  Christians,  Catholics, 
children  of  the  Church,  sinners  at  large,  “ I say  unto  you,  arise” 
from  the  grave  of  sin,  and  from  the  sleep  of  death,  and  if  the 
agonizing  tears  of  an  afflicted  mother  are  not  sufficient  to  rouse 
you  from  your  dread  lethargy,  at  least  let  an  insight  into  the  un- 
told misery  which  awaits  your  present  unhappy  state  alarm  your 
fears,  and  work  a salutary,  a lasting  conversion  in  your  soul. 
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You  have  long  enough  sported  daringly  on  the  brink  of  hell, 
regardless  of  your  perilous,  your  awful  position.  Think  at  length 
of  the  dangers  that  surround  you.  Perhaps  in  a few  short  hours 
you  will  be  no  more  ; you  will  he  the  occupant  of  the  cold  grave. 
Beflect  on  the  black  monuments  raised  in  the  sacred  writings  to 
the  memory  of  impenitent  sinners.  The  proud  and  imperious 
Jezabel,  how  did  she  end  her  unhappy  days  ? The  treacherous, 
bloodthirsty  Herod;  the  sensual,  profligate  Zambrie;  and  the 
haughty  Balthazar,  all  promised  themselves  many  happy  days 
to  indulge  their  sinful  pursuits  and  passions ; but  how  miserably 
were  they  deceived,  and  how  terribly  have  they  fallen ! And 
do  you  dare  to  promise  yourselves  a better  fate,  unrepenting 
sinners  ? Do  you  expect  to  bribe  the  terrible  wrath  of  Heaven 
in  your  last  moments,  or  at  least  at  a distant  period  ? But  who 
has  appointed  you  the  arbiter  of  your  days,  or  who  will  give 
you  grace,  so  absolutely  necessary  to  work  our  your  conversion  ? 

Ah ! my  dearly-beloved  brethren,  away  with  the  idle  dream  of 
delay  of  repentance.  Seize  on  the  present  propitious  moment  to 
disarm  the  justice  of  an  offended  God,  lest  at  length  he  should 
forget  his  mercy  in  the  magnitude  of  your  crimes.  Why  to- 
morrow ? O Lord  ! Why  not  to-day  ? Will  it  he  easier  to  he 
reconciled  to  thee  to-morrow,  than  to-day  ? Will  my  heart  be 
less  hardened  then  than  at  present  ? Ah  ! no,  Lord  ! Thy  arms 
are  now  opened  to  receive  and  embrace  me ; they  may  be  to- 
morrow closed  against  me,  and  perhaps  for  ever.  Thou  hast  pa- 
tiently waited  and  borne  with  me  long ; hut  the  time  may  soon 
cease  for  such  lenity.  Would  T not  he  a self-murderer  to  delay 
any  longer  flying  to  thy  protection,  and  supporting  my  weakness 
in  thy  all- strengthening  arms  ? 

Ah  ! dearly-beloved  Christians,  think,  ere  it  he  too  late,  on 
your  eternal  salvation,  the  only  important  affair  of  the  life  of 
man,  the  only  end  for  which  he  was  created.  Do  not  delay  re- 
turning to  your  kind  and  tender  Father.  Fear  not;  he  will  re- 
ceive you  tenderly,  too  anxious  to  possess  the  child  for  whom  he 
gave  his  blood.  Fear  not ; he  is  a just,  hut  oh  ! how  merciful 
a Judge ! Bepent  in  time,  which  shall  soon  he  no  more,  that 
in  eternity  your  dwelling  may  he  in  his  heavenly  kingdom,  and 
your  unceasing  occupation,  singing,  with  the  choirs  of  angels. 


the  praises  of  the  God  of  mercy  for  au  endless  eternity.  A bless- 
ing I wish  you  all,  in  the  name  of  the  Blessed  and  Undivided 
Trinity.  Amen. 


A SERMON 

ON  THE 

HOLY  EUCHARIST. 


“ Cum  dilexisset  suos  qui  erant  in  mundo,  in  finem  dilexit  eos.” 

“ Having  loved  his  own  who  were  in  the  world,  he  loved  them  unto  the  end.” — 
St.  John , xiii,  1. 

Strange  is  the  alteration  which  on  this  holy  morning  presents 
itself  to  my  view.  The  gloomy  appearance- of  this  temple  of  the 
Lord,  the  melancholy  hut  religious  symbol  of  penitential  sorrow 
and  Christian  mortification,  now  succeeded  by  festival  ornaments 
and  chaste  ecclesiastical  grandeur ; the  languishing  sound  of  sor- 
rowful lamentations  which  of  late  plaintively  and  sadly  echoed 
from  the  choirs,  now  exchanged  for  the  exulting  hymn  of  joy ; 
the  sable  garments  of  the  ministers  of  the  altar,  since  the  awful 
day  when  we  announced  in  plaintive  tone  the  fate  of  mortality 
with  that  comprehensive,  true,  but  dreadful  sentence,  “ Keraem- 
ber,  man,  thou  art  but  dust,  and  unto  dust  thou  shalt  return 
these  garments,  I say,  now  laid  aside,  and  the  brilliant  collection 
of  glittering  ornaments  which  now  shine  on  that  altar,  but  yester- 
day the  emblem  of  grief  and  wo ; yes,  this  wonderful  change 
tells  me  there  is  something  mysterious  and  unknown  to  me. 
Good  Heavens  1 what  can  it  be  ? Is  it  possible  that  this  day, 
peculiarly  distinguished  by  the  epithet  of  Holy,  should  be  per- 


verted  from  its  primitive  institution,  and  become  a carnival  of 
joy  ? This  surely  cannot  be  the  case ! Perhaps,  then,  the 
awful  decree  of  Heaven  has  been  recalled.  The  innocent  Christ 
will  not  suffer  the  ignominious  death  of  the  cross ! His  eter- 
nal Father  has  repented,  and  man,  sad  offspring  of  a rebellious 
parent,  will  be  consigned  to  oblivion,  left  to  wallow  in  the  mire 
of  sin,  without  the  hopes  of  redemption ; abandoned  to  the  fury 
of  hell,  there  to  be  the  victim  of  a cruel  and  endless  despair  ! 

Ah  ! Heavens ! no,  no ; the  decree  is  unalterable ; in  an  un- 
guarded moment  has  my  tongue  pronounced  the  false  sentence  ! 
Man  will  be  redeemed,  aud  ere  the  refulgent  rays  of  that  sun 
which  now  beams  in  the  meridian,  will  descend  in  the  west,  to 
leave  us  in  darkness,  that  altar,  now  so  luminous  and  ornamented, 
will  be  stripped  of  its  charms,  and  will  reassume  its  primitive 
melancholy  appearance.  The  incense  which  on  this  day  ascends 
in  cloudy  volumes  to  the  Lord  of  glory,  will  on  the  morrow  be 
changed  into  black  vapours  of  treachery  and  indignation,  foam- 
ing forth  with  horrid  noise  from  the  unhallowed  lips  of  the  hard- 
hearted! Jews,  crying  aloud,  “ Crucify  him,  crucify  him  !” 

The  demonstrations,  therefore,  of  our  joy  on  this  day  are  not 
for  the  suspension  of  any  decree  of  Heaven,  but  because  this  is 
the  particular  day  on  which  we  commemorate  the  last  supper  of 
our  Lord  and  Master,  Jesus  Christ,  with  his  disciples ; at  which 
supper,  in  his  infinite  goodness,  he  was  pleased  to  leave  us  the 
tenderest  pledge  of  his  affection,  by  consecrating  bread  and  wine, 
and  changing  them  into  his  own  real  body  and  blood,  to  be  con- 
tinued in  the  Church  till  the  end  of  time,  in  commemoration  of 
him.  And  tell  me,  my  brethren,  should  not  this  dilate  our  hearts 
with  joy  ? Should  not  care  and  melancholy  subside  for  a mo- 
ment, and  though  the  thought  of  the  sanguinary  scene  of  Cal- 
vary ought  to  excite  sad  ideas  in  our  minds,  still,  for  the  pre- 
sent, let  this  sadness  be  hushed  to  rest,  and  let  the  consoling 
reflection  of  this  heavenly  gift  which  is  bestowed  on  us  this  day, 
employ  our  entire  attention.  If  Christ  be  with  us,  who  dare 
to  fight  against  us  ? He  is  there,  my  brethren,  bodily  present 
in  the  most  Holy  Eucharist,  which  dates  its  institution  from  this 
sacred  day — the  eve  of  his  passion  and  death. 

Let  continual  hymns  of  praise,  thanksgiving,  and  adoration, 
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ascend  from  loving  and  purified  hearts  to  the  Lord  of  heaven,  who 
has  deigned  to  leave  this  heavenly  food  with  his  Church  till  time 
will  he  no  more.  Praise,  I say,  be  ever  given  to  the  Eternal 
Son  of  God,  who  has  left  us  this  enduring  and  stupendous 
proof  of  his  love  in  the  adorable  Sacrifice  of  the  altar. 

In  the  following  discourse,  then,  my  brethren,  I shall  treat 
at  large  of  the  Blessed  Eucharist,  and  endeavour  to  vindicate 
an  injured  Church  from  the  assertions  of  her  enemies,  who,  with 
refined  and  studied  malice,  have  endeavoured  to  stigmatize  her 
tenets  with  the  opprobrious  appellation  of  idolatry  ! They  who 
cry  out  against  Catholics,  and  accuse  them  of  the  basest  ungene- 
rosity in  not  admitting  universal  salvation  in  the  Christian 
Church,  hesitate  not  to  brand  their  Church  with  infamy,  and 
arraign  her  at  the  bar  of  calumny  and  misrepresentation,  as  guilty 
of  the  blackest  crimes,  and  destructive  of  the  fundamental  prin- 
ciples of  the  Christian  religion.  For  surely,  the  very  generous 
sons  of  the  pretended  Reformation  will  not,  and  cannot  con- 
sistently with  their  religious  principles,  admit  salvation  to  the  un- 
fortunate children  of  idolatry ! Thanks  to  Heaven,  that  in  this 
age,  and  at  this  very  period  of  universal  illumination,  the  ancient 
prejudices  of  ignorance  and  bigotry  exist  no  longer,  and  that 
Catholics  are  at  length  considered  as  men  of  some  virtue  and 
probity.  May  this  illuminating  ray  continue  to  beam  brighter 
on  the  minds  of  men,  and  I harbour  no  doubt,  but  we  may  see 
Irishmen  of  every  religious  denomination  united  in  the  bonds  of 
harmony  and  love,  and  forget  that  they  were  once  separated  by 
that  ever- venerable  and  sacred  name,  Religion. 

With  these  unbiassed  principles,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  I stand 
forth  this  morning  in  favour  of  the  Catholic  cause.  I from  my 
heart  declare,  that  I am  neither  a bigot  nor  a free-thinker  in 
matters  of  religion.  Being  nourished  in  the  bosom  of  the  Catho- 
lic Church,  I will  defend  the  truth  of  her  doctrine  on  the  sound 
principles  admitted  by  our  adversaries  themselves ; I mean,  the 
authority  of  Scripture  and  the  Holy  Fathers  of  the  Church. 
Reason,  also,  shall  have  her  share  in  the  dispute,  and  the  testi- 
mony of  our  fallacious  senses  will  be  confined  within  proper 
bounds. 

The  plan  of  my  discourse  is  this : I will  first  show  that  the 
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doctrine  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church  is  the  doctrine  that  was 
taught  by  Christ  and  his  apostles ; and  the  testimonies  of  some 
eminent  heterodox  theologians  will  serve  to  demonstrate  tills 
truth.  I will  next  show,  that  Martin  Luther  was  not  a fit  person 
to  reform  the  Church.  I will  then  proceed  to  the  controverted 
point  between  Catholics  and  Calvinists,  and  prove,  from  infallible 
authority,  the  reality  of  Christ’s  presence  in  the  Blessed  Eucha- 
rist ; and  finally  conclude,  by  convincing  Lutherans  of  the  truth 
of  Transubstantiation.  Such  is  the  discourse  which  I propose 
to  deliver  this  morning.  I will  endeavour  to  let  no  expression 
fall  from  my  lips  which  might  displease  our  dissenting  brethren, 
if  any  such  are  here.  No  ; I mean  not  to  offend,  but  will,  how- 
ever, do  justice,  as  far  as  I can,  to  the  Catholic  Church,  without 
misrepresenting  theirs ; for  their  chief  difficulties  will  he  introduced 
and  answered  as  briefly  as  possible. 

Adorable  Jesus ! Author  of  all  truth,  whom  I verily  believe  to 
be  really  and  substantially  present  in  that  consecrated  Host,  de- 
posited in  the  holy  tabernacle  of  that  altar ; Eternal  Son  of  the 
Living  God,  since  you  have  vouchsafed  to  leave  us  on  this  day 
your  precious  body  and  blood  as  the  food  of  our  souls  and  the 
fountain  of  all  our  consolation,  strengthen  me,  I beseech  you, 
with  the  powerful  aid  of  your  divine  grace,  that  I may  be  able 
to  deliver  from  this  chair  of  truth  the  doctrine  of  salvation,  to 
confirm  the  faithful  in  their  belief,  and,  under  the  influence  of 
your  all-powerful  will,  convert  the  unbeliever.  O my  God  ! that 
I were  appointed  by  you  to  be  the  happy  instrument  in  so  glorious 
a cause ! Let  your  will  be  done,  while  we  invoke  the  assistance 
of  your  ever- immaculate  Mother;  saying.  Hail  Mary , etc. 

Scarcely  had  man  been  created,  adorned  with  justice  and  right- 
eousness, and  enjoying  all  the  happiness  attendant  on  original 
innocence,  when,  regardless  of  God’s  authority,  despising  his 
supreme  dominion,  and  setting  at  nought  his  solemn  prohibition, 
he,  in  the  pride  of  his  heart,  sacrifices  at  the  shrine  of  private 
judgment,  and  for  one  restraint,  falls  off  from  his  God,  and 
transgresses  the  commands  of  his  generous  Creator  ! Accursed 
transgression  ! fatal  cause  of  so  much  trouble  in  the  world ! The 
immediate  posterity  of  Adam,  though  sensible  of  what  their  first 
father  had  suffered  from  his  disobedience,  notwithstanding  all  this. 
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blinded  by  passion,  carried  away  with  the  tide  of  self-love,  they 
yield  to  the  impulse  of  rebellious  nature,  and  deaf  to  the  cries 
of  that  remnant  of  reason  which  remained  to  their  portion,  they 
sport  on  the  brink  of  destruction,  and  revel  in  the  luxuriance  of 
extravagant  vice  and  corruption.  Thus  did  they  continue  under 
the  law  of  nature,  and  under  the  law  of  Moses  also.  It  is  in- 
credible how  obstinate  and  perverse  the  nature  of  man  appears 
in  the  conduct  of  the  stiff-necked  Israelites ! 

But,  behold,  the  time  is  come,  the  happy  in 

which  the  Sun  of  Justice  appears  to  irradiate  the  ■ft'drld  with  the 
brightness  of  his  presence.  And  now,  man*  under  the  sunshine 
of  grace,  beneath  the  immediate  influence  of  Heaven*,  seems  Ho 
forget  his  rebellious  disposition,  and  becomes,  for  the  first  tini^, 
a child  of  obedience.  But  alas ! how  weak  is  human  nature  ! 
Even  one  of  his  own  apostles,  his  bosom  friend,  is  guilty  of  the 
most  flagitious  crime,  and  betrays  him  to  ignominy 

The  faith  established  by  Christ  during  his  missioo^ttAd  after- 
wards propagated  by  the  Apostles  and  their  successors,  continued 
in  its  purity  ever  since  in  the  Catholic  Church.  But,  Doctor  Mar- 
tin Luther,  that  great  apostle  of  the  pretended  reformation,  re- 
jecting the  great  authority  of  the  Church  in  deciding  controversies 
of  religion,  rose  up  early  in  the  sixteenth  century  to  accuse  her 
of  error,  and  takes  upon  himself  “ the  glorious  work  of  her 
reformation  !”  Thus,  by  refusing  to  submit  his  private  judgment 
to  his  Mother  Church,  he  opens  a wide  breach  to  incredulity, 
and  destroys,  as  far  as  possible,  the  strong  fences  of  religion. 
For,  what  principle  can  such  a man  have  to  establish  his  belief  in  a 
mystery,  since  the  sublime  mysteries  of  religion  are  beyond  the 
reach  of  human  reason  or  private  judgment,  being  from  divine  Re- 
velation alone  ? 

I shall  now  endeavour  to  convince  my  hearers  that  the  pre- 
tended errors  laid  to  the  charge  of  the  Roman  Church  are  really 
and  truly  the  doctrine  taught  by  Christ  and  his  apostles. 

In  the  year  1517,  when  Luther  commenced  apostle,  the  Latin 
Church,  that  is,  the  Church  in  communion  with  the  See  of  Rome, 
spread  her  spiritual  authority  over  all  the  principal  kingdoms  of 
Europe.  All  were  united  in  the  same  faith,  acknowledging  the 
Bishop  of  Rome  for  their  common  Father,  the  true  Vicar  of 
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Christ,  and  supreme  visible  Head  of  the  Church.  Was  it  not, 
then,  the  height  of  presumption  for  a private  monk  to  set  up  his 
own  judgment,  in  opposition  to  all  Christendom,  “ and  stand 
singly  against  the  whole  world  ?”  as  he  himself  confesses ; — 
for,  in  the  preface  to  his  works,  he  boasts  that  he  “ was  at 
first  alone  /”  Ah  ! Lnther,  unhappy  Luther,  have  you  forgot- 
ten your  solemn  vows,  and  do  you  now  hid  defiance  to  Heaven  ? 
Where  is  fled  that  obedience  promised  to  the  pastors  of  the 
Church  ? Where,  in  fine,  are  all  the  religious  sentiments 
which,  in  more  happy  days,  you  imbibed  within  the  silent  recesses 
of  the  sacred  cloister ? Unfortunate  apostate!  No  wonder,  my 
brethren,  that  in  another  preface  to  his  works,  he  writes  thus : 
“ With  how  many  medicines  and  powerful  evidences  of  Scripture 
have  I scarce  yet  settled  my  conscience  to  be  able  alone  to  con- 
tradict the  Pope,  and  believe  him  Antichrist  ! How  oft  did  my 
heart  tremble  ! How  oft  did  my  conscience  reprehend  me,  by 
objecting  their  strongest  and  only  argument ! ‘ Art  thou  alone 

wise,  Luther  ? and  is  the  whole  Church  buried  in  the  darkness 
of  error?’”  It  appears,  then,  evidently,  that  the  domestic  furies 
attendant  on  the  guilty  mind,  sorely  tormented  our  “ new  refor- 
mer.” Calvin  acknowledges  the  same  truth,  in  his  141st  Epistle. 
“We  have  been  forced,”  says  he,  “to  break  off  from  the  com- 
munion of  the  whole  world."  It  is,  then,  an  incontestable  truth, 
that  Luther  not  only  separated  himself  from  the  Roman  Church, 
but  that  there  was  no  other  visible  society  into  which  he  could 
incorporate  himself! 

But,  let  us  see  how  long  the  Roman  Catholic  Church  had  ex- 
isted at  the  birth  of  the  pretended  reformation  ? This  is  a matter 
of  the  greatest  importance,  and  challenges  the  most  serious  con- 
sideration. Let  Protestant  writers  of  high  rank  and  eminence 
decide  this  question ; and  in  their  search  for  the  commencement 
of  the  Catholic  Faith,  they  will  find  themselves  miserably  de- 
ceived in  betraying  their  own  cause.  The  celebrated  Bishop  of 
the  Church  of  England,  Tillotson,  in  his  49th  Sermon,  writes 
thus : “ In  the  beginning  of  the  reformation,  when  Antichrist  sat 
securely  in  the  quiet  possession  of  his  kingdom,  Luther  arose.” 
The  words,  securely  and  quiet  possession , which  the  Bishop 
makes  use  of,  must  be  owned  very  emphatical,  and  signify  a long 


duration.  Perkins,  however,  in  liis  “ Exposition  of  the  Creed,” 
page  400,  is  somewhat  plainer,  and  tells  us  that  a universal  apos- 
tacy  (meaning  “ popery”  without  doubt)  had  overspread  the 
whole  face  of  the  earth  for  many  hundred  years  before  the  days  of 
his  holy  father  Luther.  But  the  Protestant  “ Book  of  Homilies,’ 
the  authority  whereof  cannot  be  questioned,  explains  Perkins’s 
“ many  hundred  years,”  asserting,  fbat  “ whole  Christendom  had 
been  at  once  drowned  in  abominable  idolatry  (charitable  expres- 
sion indeed!)  for  eight  hundred  years  and  more.” — B.  iii,  page 
251.  In  short,  Doctor  Napier, — whom  Mr.  Collier,  in  his 
“ Historical  Dictionary,”  styles  a profound  scholar  and  of  great 
worth, — in  his  book  on  “ Revelations,”  dates  “ the  beginning  of 
the  antichristian  and  papistical  reign  from  the  year  of  Christ, 
316.”  This,  indeed,  is  an  essential  service  to  “ Popery.”  But 
the  Protestant  annalists,  commonly  called  the  Centuriators  of 
Magdeburg,  carry  it  still  higher,  and  date  the  pretended  decay 
of  the  Christian  doctrine,  and  “ the  straw  and  stubble  of  papisti- 
cal errors,”  as  they  call  them,  even  from  the  age  immediately  after 
Christ  and  his  Apostles.  Thus  does  the  Almighty  confound  the 
enemies  of  his  Church,  by  making  them  proclaim  the  antiquity 
of  her  faith  in  the  very  writings  which  were  intended  as  the 
sharpest  invectives  against  it ! 

Since,  then,  nothing  is  to  be  found  but  precarious  guesses  and 
fluctuating  opinion  among  the  most  eminent  Protestant  writers 
concerning  the  introduction  of  “Popery,”  we  may  justly  con- 
clude, that  it  never  had  any  other  beginning  but  that  of  Christian- 
ity itself ; viz.,  from  Christ  himself  and  his  Apostles.  Are 
not  the  four  first  General  Councils  allowed  by  the  Church  of 
England  as  orthodox  ? They  are ! Were  not  all  of  them  in 
communion  with  the  Church  of  Rome  ? So  the  unerring  page 
of  history  informs  us,  and  it  cannot  be  denied  by  the  barefaced 
impudence  of  incredulity.  The  first  of  Nice,  against  Arius,  was 
in  communion  with  Pope  Sylvester ; the  second  of  Constanti- 
nople, against  Macedonius,  with  Damasus  ; the  third  of  Ephesus, 
against  Nestorius,  with  Celestine ; the  fourth  of  Chalcedon,  against 
Eutyches,  with  Pope  Leo  the  Great ; all  illustrious  Roman  Pon- 
tiffs. Then,  the  faith  of  Christ  must  have  been  preserved  pure 
and  immaculate  to  the  fourth  General  Council.  Protestants  them- 
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selves  allow  Popery  to  have  been  then  in  possession  of  all  Chris- 
tendom; then,  the  faith  of  this  Council  must  be  the  Roman 
Catholic  faith,  which  has  been  continued  in  its  original  purity 
even  to  this  day.  Why,  then,  does  Luther  stand  forth  to  re- 
form this  faith,  unless  he  meant,  in  the  pride  of  his  heart,  to 
improve  on  the  divine  institution  of  Jesus  Christ  ? 

Away,  then,  away  with  Luther’s  reform,  hatched  in  iniquity, 
born  in  the  pride  of  rebellion,  and  propagated  by  the  effusion 
of  innocent  blood.  Away,  I say,  with  that  reform,  the  horrid 
offspring  of  perjury  and  sacrilege,  the  cruel  parent  of  civil  and 
religious  dissensions,  and  tyrant  usurper  of  the  birth-right  of 
man.  Away,  I repeat,  away  with  such  tenets,  that  make  nature 
shudder,  reason  fall  back,  and  religion  draw  a veil  over  her  coun- 
tenance, and  blush  in  secret  to  think  that  her  name  has  been  pol- 
luted to  sanction  the  wild  productions  of  frenzy  and  debauchery. 
But,  admitting  for  a moment  that  the  Church  was  buried  in  dark- 
ness when  “ the  bright  star  of  the  sixteenth  century”  appeared, 
pray,  was  Luther,  a man  of  scandalous  character,  a proper  in- 
strument to  work  out  her  reformation  ? Surely,  when  the  Al- 
mighty raises  men  to  reform  his  Church,  he  qualifies  them  ac- 
cordingly. Witness  the  prophets  and  apostles,  as  also  the  zeal- 
ous reformers  of  Christian  morality,  as  a Bernard,  a Benedict,  a 
Dominick,  a Francis,  and  others,  who,  far  from  trampling  under 
foot  the  orders  of  their  superiors,  had  meekness  and  humility 
as  their  distinguishing  characteristics.  But  Luther,  as  Tillotson 
informs  us  in  his  29th  Sermon,  “ was  a hold  and  rough  man, 
hut  a fit  wedge  to  cleave  so  hard  and  knotty  a block.”  Strange 
epithets,  indeed,  for  an  apostle  of  the  Lord ! Surely,  the  learned 
Primate  must  have  figured  to  himself  some  brawny  son  of  the 
furnace,  or  some  athletic  Roman  gladiator,  while  he  paints  the 
first  reformer  in  such  strong  colours.  No  wonder,  indeed,  that 
so  bold  a man  should  live  in  open  defiance  of  all  authority,  both 
human  and  divine,  should  break  his  sacred  vows,  and  join  the 
state  of  a doubly  sacrilegious  matrimony  with  his  apostolic 
labours.  Such  was  his  exterior.  As  to  his  interior  disposition, 
he  himself  will  be  the  judge.  In  the  preface  to  his  first  tome, 
p.  6,  when  he  speaks  of  the  righteousness  of  God,  he  declares 
in  clear  terms,  that  he  loved  not,  <<r  nay,  I hated,”  says  he,  “ this 


141 


righteous  God,  who  punishes  sinners.  And  with  a heavy  mut- 
tering, if  not  with  silent  blasphemy,  I was  angry  with  God. 
Thus  did  I rage  with  a fretted  and  disordered  conscience.”  Good 
Heavens!  what  a disposition  is  here  for  a “reformer”  of  the 
Church  ! Can  the  very  demons  of  hell  do  more  than  curse  and 
blaspheme  God’s  justice  for  punishing  their  past  crimes  ? We 
must,  therefore,  conclude,  that  the  Church  of  Rome  is  still  pure 
in  her  doctrine,  notwithstanding  the  attacks  of  this  bold  and 
rough  accuser. 

As  to  the  Real  Presence  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ 
in  the  Blessed  Eucharist,  it  appears  so  evident  from  Scripture, 
from  the  testimonies  of  the  learned  Fathers  of  the  Church,  and 
from  the  belief  of  the  faithful  in  every  age,  that  I am  really  as- 
tonished how  any  man  in  his  senses  could  call  it  in  question. 
The  words  of  Christ  at  the  institution  of  this  great  Sacrament 
prove  to  demonstration  the  reality  of  his  presence  therein.  They 
are  as  follow  : “ This  is  my  body,....  this  is  my  blood.”  What 
equivocation  appears  here  ? What  darkness  or  obscurity  ? The 
words  are  plain.  Their  meaning  is  obvious,  even  as  my  saying 
this  pulpit  is  wood.  But  the  Calvinist  will  say,  that  Christ  meant 
only  a figure  of  his  body,  as  he  figuratively  calls  himself  in 
Scripture,  “ a door,”  “ a vine,”  and  “ a rock.”  I must  first 
answer,  that  the  infinite  veracity  of  God  would  never  admit  of 
so  great  a deception  as  this.  If  he  meant  only  a figure  of  his 
body,  why  not  explain  himself  in  plain  terms,  intelligible  to 
the  bystanders,  by  saying,  “ This  is  a figure  of  my  body”  ? 
Unless,  therefore,  we  wish  to  arraign  the  infinite  wisdom,  the 
veracity,  and  the  knowledge  of  God,  we  must  acknowledge,  in 
the  words  of  Christ,  “ This  is  my  body,....  this  is  my  blood,”  his 
real  and  substantial  presence  in  the  most  Holy  Sacrament  of  the 
Altar. 

Will  the  Calvinist  call  in  question  His  omnipotence,  who  with 
a single  fiat  filled  the  vast  space  of  primeval  chaos,  and  brought 
forth  all  created  existence  from  the  dark  womb  of  nothingness  ? 
He  who  converted  the  rivers  of  Egypt  into  blood,  and  the  dry 
rod  of  Aaron  into  a living  serpent,  must  it  be  now  questioned 
whether  he  can  convert  bread  and  wine  into  his  own  body  and 
biood  ? Impious  doubt,  sacrilegious  interpretation  ! It  is  true, 
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Christ  calls  himself  “ a door,”  and  “ a vine,”  which  cannot  be 
understood  in  a literal  sense ; hut  it  is  a very  had  argument  to 
pretend  to  infer  from  some  figurative  expressions  made  use  of  by 
Christ  in  his  parables  and  similitudes  on  some  occasions,  that 
therefore  the  words  of  the  institution  of  a solemn  covenant,  law, 
sacrament,  and  testament,  are  not  to  he  understood  in  their  ob- 
vious sense,  hut  must  be  wrested  to  a strained  and  metaphorical 
meaning.  He  is  called  a door,  inasmuch  as  it  is  by  him  we 
must  enter  into  his  sheepfold.  He  is  the  true  vine,  because  it 
is  he  that  gives  life  and  fruit  to  the  branches.  Jesus  Christ  had 
the  properties  and  qualities  of  those  things  ; he  might,  therefore, 
agreeably  to  the  laws  of  speech,  call  himself  such.  But  would 
it  not  be  contrary  to  all  laws  and  customs,  would  it  not  he  highly 
unbecoming  the  wisdom  of  the  Eternal  Son  of  God,  to  call  bread 
and  wine,  without  working  any  change  in  them,  “ his  body  and 
blood,”  since  bread  and  wine  have  not  in  themselves  any  simili- 
tude, nor  have  they  either  quality  or  property  of  Christ’s  body  ? 

But  let  us  argue  still  closer.  In  the  22nd  chapter  of  St.  Luke, 
Christ  declares,  “ This  is  my  body,  which  is  given  for  you;’  and 
in  St.  Matthew,  cli.  xxvi,  v.  28,  ‘‘This  is  my  blood  of  the  new 
testament,  which  shall  be  shed  for  many,  for  the  remission  of 
sins.”  Now,  I ask  the  Calvinist,  whether  he  believes  in  his 
heart  that  it  was  the  real  body  of  Christ  that  was  sacrificed  for 
us,  and  his  real  blood  that  was  shed  on  the  altar  of  the  cross  ? 
Should  he  answer  me  in  the  negative,  I must  tell  him  he  is  no 
Calvinist,  for  it  was  the  false  doctrine  of  the  Manicheans,  and  a 
few  others,  in  the  fifth  century,  that  what  suffered  on  the  cross 
was  only  the  figure  or  phantom  of  Christ ; but  this  surely  was 
not  the  opinion  of  Calvin.  He  must,  therefore,  answer  me  in 
the  affirmative.  Why,  then,  doubt  of  the  real  presence  in  the 
consecrated  Host,  since  Christ  tells  us  in  the  clearest  terms,  that 
the  same  body  is  there  which  was  to  suffer  on  the  cross  ? It 
was  his  real  body  that  suffered ; therefore,  his  real  body  and 
blood  are  substantially  present  in  the  Blessed  Eucharist  under 
the  appearances  of  bread  and  wine,  or  under  the  appearance  of 
either. 

Numberless  are  the  other  sentences  of  Scripture  proving  the 
real  presence,  now  too  tedious  to  repeat ; I will,  therefore,  pass 
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to  a few  testimonies  of  the  Fathers,  which  will  corroborate  our 
faith.  St.  Ignatius,  who  lived  in  the  first  age  of  the  Church, 
and  was  the  disciple  of  St.  John,  and  Bishop  of  Antioch,  tells  us  in 
his  epistle  to  the  Smyrneans,  that  a certain  class  of  people  were 
called  by  the  ugly  name  of  heretics,  because  they  believed  not 
“ that  the  Eucharist  was  the  body  of  Christ.”  Tertullian,  St. 
Cyprian,  and  St.  Gregory,  tell  us  the  same  repeatedly ; and  St. 
Ambrose,  with  whom  St.  Gregory  and  St.  Augustine  agree,  says 
in  his  book  on  “ Mysteries,”  that  “ before  the  consecration,  it  is 
bread  that  is  upon  the  altar,  but  after  the  consecration,  it  is  the 
flesh  of  Christ.” 

It  will  be  objected,  perhaps,  that  it  is  contrary  to  the  principles 
of  sound  philosophy,  that  the  same  body  should  be  present  at 
the  same  time  in  different  places ; which,  however,  must  be  the 
case  according  to  the  doctrine  of  Roman  Catholics.  Christ  is  in 
heaven,  and  also  in  every  consecrated  Host  on  earth.  To  this  I 
will  answer,  that  the  Apostle  St.  Paul,  of  whose  authority  our 
adversaries  think  so  much,  clearly  tells  us  that  he  saw  Christ 
after  his  ascension,  not  in  a vision,  but  as  he  was  seen  by  the 
other  Apostles,  immediately  after  his  resurrection  (1  Cor.,  ix). 
Now,  how  could  this  be,  unless  the  body  of  Christ,  at  the  same 
instant,  was  both  in  heaven  and  on  earth  ? Let  them  not,  there- 
fore, appeal  to  an  argument  which  equally  militates  against  them- 
selves ; let  them  not  challenge  the  Divine  Omnipotence,  or  dare 
confine  it  within  bounds.  Coming  from  a deist,  this  argument 
would  be  considered  as  important,  but  in  the  mouth  of  a Calvi- 
nist it  is  a blasphemous  contradiction.  Do  they  not  admit  the 
miracle  of  the  loaves  and  fishes  ? And  yet  these  loaves  must 
have  been  in  different  hands  at  the  same  time,  otherwise,  it  was  not 
with  five  loaves  the  multitudes  were  fed,  and  consequently,  the 
Scriptures  assert  a falsehood ! This,  indeed,  would  be  a Chris- 
tian-like consequence  ! 

To  conclude  on  the  matter,  I will  say,  that  even  the  greatest 
admirers  of  Calvin  have  acknowledged  the  real  presence;  such 
as  Dr.  Philip  Nicholas,  who,  in  his  first  book  of  “ The  Kingdom 
of  Christ,”  writes  thus : “ Let  my  Christian  readers  be  assured, 
that  not  only  the  churches  of  the  Greeks,  but  also  the  Russians, 
Georgians,  and  Armenians,  the  Indians,  and  Ethiopians,  as  many 
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of  them  as  believe  in  Christ,  hold  the  true  and  real  presence  of 
the  body  and  blood  of  our  Lord.” 

I will,  then,  lose  no  more  time  in  confuting  an  error  admitted 
as  such  by  Protestants  themselves,  and  rejected  even  by  the  bare- 
faced Martin  Luther  himself,  as  supported  by  no  motives  of 
credibility. 

Now  I will  say  something  of  that  “ offensive  tenet  of  Tran- 
stibstantiation’’  as  it  is  styled  by  Protestants.  Luther,  though 
he  admits  consubstantiation,  which  signifies  the  union  of  two 
substances,  the  body  of  Christ  and  the  bread,  after  consecration, 
rejects  Tran  substantiation  as  the  distinguishing  “ doctrine  of  fool- 
ish papists.”  Let  us  see  how  far  he  may  be  right.  The  texts 
of  Scripture  already  quoted  against  Calvin,  will  also  serve  my 
purpose  at  present,  particularly  these  words  of  St.  Matthew, 
chap,  xxvi,  v.  26  : “ This  is  my  body.’’  Now,  Christ,  holding  in 
his  hand  the  bread  to  be  consecrated,  if  he  meant  to  leave  us 
only  the  substance  of  his  body,  in  or  with  the  substance  of  the 
bread,  should  undoubtedly  have  said,  “ In  this  bread  is  my  body'' 
which  would  be  perfectly  understood  by  his  Apostles.  But  as  he 
says,  “ This  is  my  body,”  he  clearly  points  out  but  one  existing 
substance,  in  the  words  of  consecration.  What,  then,  must  this 
substance  be  ? Not  bread,  for  bread  in  its  natural  state  cannot 
be  the  body  of  Christ ; on  which  account,  the  Lutherans  admit 
two  distinct  substances  after  consecration  ! Our  Saviour  points 
out  but  one , saying,  “ This  is  my  body.”  This  one  substance, 
therefore,  must  be  the  substance  of  his  body,  and  consequently, 
the  substance  of  bread  must  be  essentially  changed,  and  this  I 
believe  is  nothing  less  than  Catholic  Transubstantiation . Our 
Saviour,  also,  in  the  6th  chapter  of  St.  John,  says,  “ The  bread 
that  I will  give,  is  my  flesh  for  the  life  of  the  world.”  He  does 
not  say,  in  the  bread ; which,  however,  should  be  the  phrase  if 
Lutheran  consubstantiation  were  the  doctrine  of  Christ ! 

Let  no  one  say,  with  Mr.  Tillotson,  that  we  “ Catholics  strain 
the  text  of  Scripture,  in  order  to  establish  our  tenets.”  No ; we 
understand  the  words  of  Christ  in  their  plain  and  literal  mean- 
ing ; but  Mr.  Tillotson  and  his  followers  distort  the  text  indeed, 
and  seem  not  terrified  by  the  dreadful  sentence  pronounced  against 
those  who  “ either  take  from  or  add  to  the  word  of  God.”  But, 
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perhaps,  he  found  out  some  grammarian,  who  told  him  that 
when  religion  was  at  stake,  and  the  lawful  possession  of  several 
thousands  in  question,  he  might,  consistently  with  all  justice,  re- 
store tranquillity  to  his  conscience  by  changing  a pronoun  into 
an  adverb  ! Happy  information  indeed  ; but  strange  it  is,  that 
the  most  learned  Protestants,  as  Potter,  Forbes,  Danaiver,  and 
others,  have  often  argued  against  Luther  and  his  followers,  that 
the  Catholic  Transubstantation  is  more  agreeable  to  the  letter  of 
Christ's  words  than  the  Lutheran  consubstantiation.  Their  reasons 
are  to  be  seen  at  large  in  the  Bishop  of  Meaux’s  celebrated 
“ History  of  the  Variations/’  Thus,  from  the  Scripture,  as  in- 
terpreted by  Protestants,  it  appears  that  our  cause  is  still  good, 
and  theirs  contradictory  and  absurd. 

But,  says  Mr.  Tillotson,  “ does  not  St.  Paul,  in  his  first  epistle 
to  the  Corinthians  (10th  chap.),  speaking  of  the  Sacrament  after 
consecration,  call  it  bread  ? which  proves  to  demonstration  that 
the  substance  of  bread  remains.”  I must  own  that  the  Apostle 
speaks  very  clearly,  and  I would  find  myself  embarrassed  had  I 
not  himself  for  my  interpreter.  St.  Paul,  therefore,  in  the  same 
Epistle,  same  chapter,  16th  verse,  tells  us  what  he  means,  say- 
ing, “ The  bread  which  we  break,  is  it  not  the  partaking  of  the 
body  of  the  LordV’  He,  therefore,  calls  it  bread  in  a spiritual 
sense,  as  it  is  the  food  and  nourishment  of  our  souls,  and  because 
it  still  retains  the  qualities  and  accidents  of  bread,  and  therefore, 
in  the  Scripture  phrase,  is  called  bread,  as  Angels  are  called  men 
(Acts,  i),  because  they  appeared  in  the  shape  of  men.  Finally, 
it  is  called  bread  because  consecrated  from  bread,  as  man  is  called 
dust  because  formed  out  of  dust.  Thus,  the  great  difficulty  is 
solved,  and  we  are  as  strong  in  our  belief  as  before. 

A friendly  adviser  now  stands  forth,  and  tells  us,  that  Tran- 
substantiation  was  not  the  doctrine  of  the  old  papists,  being  only 
coined  an  article  of  faith  in  the  Lateran  Council,  held  in  the  year 
1215;  of  consequence,  it  should  be  rejected  as  novel.  This  in- 
deed is  bold,  and  is  a bold  forgery.  It  is  strange  that  this  friendly 
adviser  should,  in  his  fifteenth  page,  call  Transubstantiation  the 
discriminating  doctrine  of  papists  ; yet  he  tells  us  with  confidence, 
“ it  was  not  held  by  the  Fathers.”  I am  sorry  time  does  not  allow 
me  to  introduce  long  quotations  from  the  Greek  and  Latin  Fathers, 
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who  unanimously  cry  out,  with  St.  Ambrose,  “ If  Christ,  by 
his  words,  was  able  to  make  something  of  nothing,  shall  he  not 
be  thought  able  to  change  one  thing  into  another  V’  It  is,  there- 
fore, calumny  to  assert  it  was  not  held  by  the  Fathers,  for  this 
is  clearly  Transubstantiation.  Adamus  Franciscus,  a great  Protes- 
tant writer,  fairly  owns,  that  “he  has  not  been  able  to  know 
when  the  opinion  of  Transubstantiation  entered  the  Church,” 
which,  according  to  St.  Augustine’s  book  against  the  Donatists, 
is  owning  in  effect,  “ that  it  began  with  Christ  and  his  Apostles.” 
The  word  transubstantiation , indeed,  was  first  coined  in  the 
Lateran  Council,  as  the  word  consubstantial  was  first  intro- 
duced in  the  great  Council  of  Nice,  to  express  the  Divinity  of 
Christ  against  the  Arians,  who  denied  it. 

Will  Protestants  infer  from  this,  that  in  the  three  first  ages  of 
the  Church,  the  Divinity  of  Christ  was  not  an  article  of  faith  ? 
No,  surely,  they  never  attempted  so  rash  an  assertion.  Why, 
therefore,  will  they  say  that  Transubstantiation  was  not  an  article 
of  faith  before  the  General  Council  of  Lateran,  because  there 
the  word  was  first  made  use  of?  Can  they  be  ignorant  that  Beren- 
garius  was,  in  the  eleventh  century,  author  of  a heresy  against 
it,  and  in  that  very  century,  was  condemned  by  no  less  than 
eleven  national  and  provincial  Councils  ? No,  surely.  Imposi- 
tion, malicious  imposition  it  is,  therefore,  to  be  trifling  with 
words  in  order  to  destroy  the  pure  faith  of  Jesus  Christ  in  this 
sacramental  banquet  of  his  love  ! 

Mr.  Stillingfleet  dwells  much  on  the  testimony  of  the  senses, 
and  in  his  objections,  I am  surprised  that  a Christian  minister 
of  the  Gospel  should,  when  mysteries  are  in  question,  appeal 
to  such  weak  arguments.  Pray,  will  this  gentleman’s,  or  any 
other  man’s,  senses,  tell  him  that  Christ  is  bodily  present  in  the 
consecrated  Host,  which  he  and  every  Lutheran  believes  ? If 
we  are  to  give  credit  to  the  senses,  the  Holy  Ghost  did  not  de- 
scend upon  the  Apostles,  or  on  Christ  at  his  baptism,  because 
nothing  appeared  to  the  sight  but  fiery  tongues  and  a dove. 
Would  Mr.  Stillingfleet  but  make  Christ  return  in  a bodily  form, 
would  his  senses  confirm  him  in  the  belief  of  his  Divinity  ? Why, 
then,  appeal  to  them  to  destroy  Transubstantiation  ? Is  not  this 
furnishing  our  modern  deists  -with  an  argument  to  destroy  Chris- 
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tianity  in  order  to  deny  “ one  popish  tenet”  ? Strange  extravagance 
indeed  ! Then  we  must  believe  that  immense  body  of  light, 
the  sun,  to  be  much  inferior  in  size  to  this  tremulous  atom,  the 
earth,  for  such  is  the  testimony  of  the  senses.  We  must  believe 
that  a slender  rod  introduced  into  a quantity  of  water,  is  meta- 
morphosed into  a crooked  beam,  for  such  it  will  appear  to  any 
one  who  will  try  the  experiment.  In  short,  the  senses  lie  open 
to  deception  on  almost  every  occasion,  yet  Mr.  Stillingfleet  prides 
himself  on  finding  out  this  invincible  argument  against  papists. 
“ This  change  does  not  appear  to  the  senses  ; therefore,”  con- 
cludes he,  logically,  ‘‘  it  cannot  take  place  !” 

Then  I will  say,  the  real  presence  does  not  appear  to  the  senses; 
away,  therefore,  with  Lutheran  consubstantiation,  away  with  all 
the  mysteries  of  religion.  Reason  and  our  senses  only  must  be 
our  future  guides  ; they  alone  are  free  from  error  and  deception ! 

The  deist  must  surely  thank  the  doctor,  and  triumph  in  his 
victory  over  religion  ! Protestants,  I will  put  you  in  mind  of 
your  thirty-sixth  article,  wherein  you  confess  that  “ the  mystery 
of  the  Eucharist  surpasses  both  senses  and  reason. ’’ 

Let  reason,  then,  be  silent ; let  the  senses  he  confined  to  their 
just  and  legitimate  hounds ; hut  let  them  not  dare  attempt  to 
scan  the  mysteries,  which  are  as  far  above  their  province,  as  God 
is  above  man.  Let  them  remember  the  all-confounding  words 
of  the  Almighty  by  his  Prophet : “ As  the  heavens  are  above 
the  earth,  so  are  my  ways  above  your  ways,  and  my  works  above 
your  works.”  Then  will  religion  triumph,  the  Church  conquer, 
and  this  holy  doctrine,  not  only  of  Christ’s  real,  true,  and  sub- 
stantial presence  in  the  Most  Adorable  Sacrament  of  our  altars 
stand;  but  also  that  necessarily  involved  in  it,  that  whilst  the 
body,  blood,  soul,  and  divinity,  of  Jesus  are  all  united,  by  con- 
comitance, here,  under  the  form  of  bread,  or  the  forms  of  bread 
and  wine,  neither  bread  nor  wine,  as  to  their  natural  substances, 
exist,  but  are  changed  or  transubstantiated  into  the  flesh  and  blood 
of  our  incarnate  Lord  and  Saviour,  to  whom  be  all  honour, 
praise,  glory,  and  adoration  for  ever.  Amen. 
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A SERMON 

ON 

BEHALF  OF  FEMALE  ORPHANS. 


“ But  about  the  eleventh  hour  he  went  out  and  found  others  standing,  and 
he  said  to  them,  Why  stand  you  here  all  the  day  idle  ?” — St.  Matthew , xx,  6. 

Amidst  the  numberless  parables  employed  by  our  Divine  Lord 
and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  enunciated  in  his  preaching  and  pub- 
lished in  the  sacred  writings  by  the  Evangelists,  in  order  to  ex- 
plain in  clearer  terms  the  wonderful  mysteries  of  grace  and  pre- 
destination, and  to  point  out  in  more  glowing  colours  the  tender 
mercies  of  our  heavenly  Father,  not  one  is  to  be  found  more 
pregnant  with  genuine  comfort  for  the  true  Christian,  than  that 
which  is  offered  to  our  perusal  in  the  Gospel  of  this  day. 

The  kingdom  of  heaven  is  likened  to  a man,  a father  of  a 
family,  who  went  forth  early  in  the  morning  to  hire  workmen  to 
labour  in  his  vineyard.  For  this  purpose,  he  goes  out  to  the 
market-place  at  the  third,  the  sixth,  the  ninth,  and  finally,  at 
the  eleventh  hour,  and  at  each  time  he  engages  and  sends  la- 
bourers into  his  vineyard.  And  when  the  evening  was  come, 
he  saith  to  the  steward,  “ Call  the  labourers,  and  pay  them  their 
hire,  beginning  from  the  last  even  to  the  first.  When,  therefore, 
they  were  come  who  came  about  the  eleventh  hour,  they  received 
every  man  a penny.”  But  this  caused  murmuring  and  jealousy 
amongst  the  labourers  who  were  hired.  “ What !”  say  they  who 
were  first  employed,  “ we  have  home  the  burden  of  the  day ; 
we  have  toiled  under  the  parching  heat  of  the  sun ; and  yet,  those 
who  have  laboured  but  one  hour,  are  made  equal  to  us.  This, 
indeed,  is  a glaring  injustice.'’ 
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Bat  the  master  answering,  saith  to  them,  “ Friend,  I do  thee 
no  wrong.  Didst  thou  not  agree  with  me  for  a penny  ? Take 
what  is  thine,  and  go  thy  way.  I will  also  give  to  this  last  even 
as  to  thee.  Or,  is  it  not  lawful  for  me  to  do  what  I will  ? Is 
thy  eye  evil  because  I am  good  ?’*  Then  our  Lord  concludes  : 
“ So  shall  the  last  be  first,  and  the  first  be  last.  For  many  are 
called,  but  few  are  chosen.” 

Such  is  the  simple,  but  sacred  narrative  which  our  Holy  Mother 
the  Church,  ever  anxious  for  the  salvation  of  her  children,  has 
selected  for  our  instruction  this  morning. 

Let  us  now  follow  the  great  and  sainted  Doctor  of  this  Church, 
Gregory  the  Great,  who,  in  his  19th  Homily,  analyses  the  beauti- 
ful, but  awful  parable,  and  we  shall  be  amply  rewarded  for  our 
trouble. 

The  master  of  the  vineyard,  according  to  this  holy  Doctor,  is 
no  less  than  our  good  and  almighty  Creator,  and  his  vineyard, 
the  universal  body  of  those  who  have  been  called,  not  alone 
those  confined  within  the  limits  of  Christianity,  but  all  embraced 
in  the  children  of  grace,  the  children  of  the  law,  and  those  of 
nature.  Hence,  they  include  all  duly  called,  from  Abel  to  the 
coming  of  Christ,  and  from  thence  to  the  latest  and  last  of  Adam’s 
children. 

“The  morning  of  the  world,”  says  the  illustrious  expositor, 
“denotes  the  time  that  passed  from  Adam  to  Noe,  and  from 
Noe  to  Abraham,  which  he  calls  the  third  hour.  The  sixth 
hour  is  from  Abraham  to  Moses  ; the  ninth  hour  is  from 
Moses  to  the  birth  of  Christ ; and  from  that  glorious  epoch 
to  the  dissolution  of  the  world  is  called  the  eleventh  hour. 
The  cultivation  of  the  vineyard,  therefore,”  concludes  the  illus- 
trious Doctor,  “ signifies  the  instruction  of  the  favourites  of 
heaven,  the  illumination  of  the  Church  of  God,  in  which  faith- 
ful labourers  have  been  employed  from  its  earliest  dawn  to 
the  present  moment.”  The  Patriarchs — the  priests  of  the  law 
of  nature — discharged  this  heavenly  commission  to  the  time  of 
Moses.  From  that  period  to  the  dawn  of  Christianity,  we  behold 
the  inspired  Prophets  and  the  learned  Doctors  of  the  Law  ex- 
plaining the  duties  of  religion  and  morality  to  the  stiffnecked 
children  of  Israel.  And  now  the  eleventh  hour  has  arrived,  the 
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happy  hoar  when  the  great  Master  of  the  vineyard,  Jesus  Christ 
himself,  the  Eternal  Son  of  God,  appears,  to  call  the  idolatrous 
gentiles,  as  well  as  incredulous  Jews,  to  the  faith  of  salvation 
and  to  his  saving  ark.  “ Why  stand  you  here  the  whole  day 
idle  ?”  Methinks  I hear  them  answer,  “ Because  no  one  has 
hired  us.”  But  the  Lord  of  grace  and  glory  says,  “ Go  you  also 
into  my  vineyard.”  “ Go  you  into  my  saving  fold,  into  my  Church, 
and  you  shall  receive  your  rewards  equal  to  the  others,  equal  to 
those  who,  although  called  early  in  the  morning,  have  not  per- 
haps worked  or  laboured  in  the  same  spirit,  zeal,  and  ardour,  as 
those  wdio  have  been  called  last.” 

Such,  my  dearly-beloved  brethren,  is  the  allegorical  interpre- 
tation of  this  day’s  Gospel,  which  opens  to  our  view  a wide  field 
for  examination  and  most  solemn  subjects  of  thought  on  our 
part.  Although  the  last  called  into  the  service  of  our  heavenly 
Master,  although  freed  from  the  burden  of  the  day,  from  the 
painful  precepts  and  ceremonious  rites  of  the  Mosaic  dispensa- 
tion, yet  your  reward  as  Christians  is  not  only  equal,  but  far 
superior  to  that  of  the  faithful  Israelites,  who,  dying  in  the  friend- 
ship of  God,  were  yet,  as  it  were,  imprisoned  in  Limbus,  and 
waited  there  the  coming  of  Christ,  to  open  the  long-barred  gates 
of  Heaven.  Whereas,  the  soul  of  the  Christian,  rendered  again 
pure  by  sincere  repentance,  instantly  she  is  liberated  from  this 
mortal  prison,  majestically  wings  her  way  to  the  blessed  abode 
of  immortality,  and  sings  forth  eternally  the  praises  of  the  Al- 
mighty Creator ! 

Let  us  pause,  then,  my  brethren,  for  a moment,  and  seriously 
reflect  on  the  important  benefits  which  our  Saviour’s  parable  on 
this  day  unfolds  to  our  view.  It  exhibits  nothing  less  than  the 
grand  plan  of  our  Redemption. 

We  were,  it  is  true,  for  four  thousand  years  the  darling  objects 
of  Heaven’s  favour  and  mercy.  The  various  phases  of  the  same 
one  and  divine  religion,  which  preceded  Christianity,  the  most 
perfect  of  all,  were  still  but  faint  emblems  of  its  perfections.  They 
were  imperfect  figures  of  its  truth,  its  power,  and  its  sanctity. 
Thanks,  then,  eternal  thanks  to  thee,  0 Divine  Redeemer ! for 
all  the  graces  thou  hast  given  us,  but  especially  the  great  grace 
of  incorporation  into  thy  Church,  without  which  we  cannot  be 


saved,  and  which  gives  us  all  the  Sacraments  and  saving  channels 
of  salvation.  This  is  the  great,  the  most  glorious  society  of 
Christ,  in  which,  and  through  which,  under  its  Divine  Founder, 
we  may  have  peace  here  and  glory  hereafter.  All  other  societies, 
truthful,  sound,  and  fruitful,  are  so  far  perfect  as  they  assimilate 
to  this.  Hence,  we  form  a due  estimate  of  society  at  large,  from 
this  divinely- created  model. 

Society  I would  be  inclined  to  define,  a number  of  rational 
and  moral  beings  united  for  their  common  preservation  and  hap- 
piness. We  apply  the  terms  herds  and  flocks  to  quadrupeds  and 
fowls  of  the  air,  but  society  belongs  to  man  alone,  as  he  alone 
is  capable  of  moral  distinction,  influenced  by  the  hope  of  reward 
or  fear  of  punishment,  which  are  the  barriers  of  society. 

Notwithstanding  the  ingenious  speculations  of  some  modem 
writers  on  the  supposed  advantages  of  a solitary  life,  it  is  certain 
that  mankind  from  the  earliest  periods  were  united  in  society. 
Indeed,  man  in  a civilized  state  appears  a being  of  a superior 
order,  contrasted  with  man  in  a savage  state.  When  we  hear  of 
Indians  wandering  naked  through  the  woods,  destitute  of  arts, 
unskilled  in  agriculture,  scarcely  capable  of  moral  distinction, 
void  of  all  religious  sentiments,  or,  at  best,  only  possessed  with 
the  most  absurd  notions  of  superior  powers,  we  look  down  with 
pity  on  their  degraded  condition,  or  turn  away  our  eyes  with 
horror  from  the  blackened  prospect.  But  when  we  view  the  order 
of  cultivated  society,  and  consider  our  useful  and  charitable 
institutions,  our  refined  arts  and  polished  manners,  we  smile, 
and  rejoice  at  our  superior  wisdom  and  happiness,  whilst  we 
thank  our  beneficent  Creator  for  his  peculiar  blessings  and  favours. 

There  are  various  stages  in  the  progress  of  society  from  rude- 
ness to  refinement,  but  certain  it  is,  that  the  original  state  of 
man  was  not  that  of  a savage.  I allow,  indeed,  that  the  history 
of  the  earlier  ages  in  some  countries  is  generally  obscure,  fabu- 
lous, or  imperfect.  Happily,  however,  there  is  one  record  free 
from  the  imperfections  of  the  rest,  and  of  undoubted  authenticity. 
To  this  we  may  safely  have  recourse.  This  is  the  Pentateuch  of 
Moses,  which  presents  us  with  the  genuine  account  of  the  origin 
of  man  and  of  society. 

According  to  Moses  (in  Genesis,  &c.),  the  first  society  was 
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that  of  a husband  and  wife,  united  in  the  bond  of  marriage ; the 
first  government,  that  of  a father  aud  husband,  the  master  of  his 
family,  which  was  called  Patriarchal  government.  Men  em- 
ployed themselves  in  the  cultivation  of  the  ground,  aud  in  the 
management  of  flocks.  Such  was  the  original  establishment  of 
mankind.  Although  to  some  it  may  be  difficult  to  understand 
how  the  descendants  of  the  same  persons  had  so  shortly  become 
rude  tribes  and  inhabitants  of  the  woods,  yet  the  difficulty  dis- 
appears, in  my  opinion,  when  we  reflect  that  man,  although  en- 
dowed with  the  most  noble  powers,  is  but  too  frequently,  alas ! 
the  mere  creature  of  surrounding  circumstances.  Being,  by  the 
misery  of  Lis  original  transgression,  subject  to  the  influence  of 
physical  and  moral  causes,  he  is  no  less  liable  to  degeneracy, 
than  capable  of  improvement  to  the  greatest  extent.  It  is  pro- 
bable, indeed,  that  the  immediate  posterity  of  our  first  fathers 
were  enlightened  with  much  traditionary  knowledge  relative  to 
their  social  and  religious  obligations  ; yet,  as  they  were  gradually, 
and  by  various  accidents,  dispersed  over  the  earth,  and  removed 
to  situations  where  infant  industry  was  overpowered  by  the  severity 
of  the  climate,  or  by  indolence,  encouraged  by  the  prodigality  of 
nature,  they  might,  under  such  circumstances,  degenerate  from 
their  native  grandeur,  and  fall  into  a condition  nearly  as  humble 
and  as  precarious  as  that  of  the  brute  tribes. 

We  must  lament,  indeed,  that  any  circumstances  could  have 
reduced  man  to  this  degraded  condition.  In  such  a state  his 
rational  and  moral  powers  are  hut  very  faintly  displayed.  All 
the  milder  affections  are  almost  strangers  to  his  bosom ; or  if  the 
breast  be  at  all  sensible  to  their  tender  impulse,  it  is  feeble  in  the 
extreme.  Husband  and  wife,  parent  and  child,  brother  and 
sister,  are  united,  indeed,  even  in  this  state,  hut  by  the  weakest 
ties  of  nature.  Want  and  misfortune  are  not  duly  pitied,  nor 
can  they  he  relieved  when  men  sunk  in  listlessness,  indolence,  and 
destitute  of  foresight,  are  roused  to  active  exertions  only  by  the 
pressure  of  immediate  necessity  or  the  urgent  calls  of  appetite. 
Beings  in  so  humble  a condition  cannot  entertain  at  least  clear 
distinctions  of  the  Deity,  nor  look  through  the  order  of  the 
universe  and  the  harmony  of  nature  to  that  Eternal  Wisdom  and 
Goodness  which  contrived  them  all,  and  that  Almighty  Power 
wTbich  brought  into  existence  the  system  of  all  thin010 
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What  I have  now  briefly  described,  is  the  rudest  state  of  so- 
ciety. But  we  may  now  carry  our  views  a little  forward,  and 
survey  human  life  as  approaching  somewhat  nearer  to  a civilized 
and  enlightened  state.  Here,  indeed,  men  will  appear  with  su- 
perior dignity  and  amiableness  of  character.  This  I call  the 
second  stage  in  the  progress  of  society.  This  is  the  period  when 
barbarism  ends  and  civilization  begins. 

Now  you  see  persevering  industry  scattering  her  blessings  with 
a prodigal  hand  over  the  land.  The  ingenious  artizan  comes 
forward  with  the  fruits  or  ornaments  of  prosperity,  and  the  wise 
legislator  develops  the  deep  researches  of  the  scholar  in  a well- 
organized  system  of  laws.  Property  now  becomes  an  object ; 
it  is  sought  for  and  acquired,  and  inequality  and  subordination 
of  ranks  necessarily  follow. 

Men  being  no  longer  equal,  the  many  are  soon  subjected  to  the 
will  of  the  few,  who,  proud  of  their  new  honours,  forget  not  their 
original  equality,  and  employ  the  authority  lodged  in  their  hands 
for  the  benefit  of  mankind.  Thus  justice  is  impartially  distri- 
buted, and  harmony  reigns  through  the  land.  Moral  and  religious 
duties  are  more  clearly  understood,  and  the  adoration  of  the  om- 
nipotent Creator  succeeds  or  is  preferred  to  the  worship  of  vile 
creatures. 

But  let  us  advance  still  a step  farther.  We  have  not  yet  sur- 
veyed mankind  in  their  most  polished  and  cultivated  state. 

Now  it  is  that  literature  in  its  full  extent,  commerce  with 
foreign  nations,  skill  in  the  useful  arts,  and  a taste  for  metaphy- 
sical science,  all  appear  crowding  on  the  opening  mind,  and  mu- 
tually conspiring  to  advance  civilization,  and  ever  stript  of  the 
garb  of  superstition,  assumes  a mild  and  engaging  form. 

This  is  the  period  when  human  virtue  shines  in  its  most  daz- 
zling lustre.  Rudeness,  ferocity,  and  barbarism,  are  now  no  more. 
Luxury,  it  is  true,  comes  forward  on  the  stage  of  the  world,  but 
as  yet  she  is  the  friend  and  benefactress  of  society.  Commerce 
both  stimulates  and  rewards  industry.  Wealth  is  sought  after, 
but  it  has  not  yet  become  the  sole  object  of  pursuit.  The  charms 
of  social  intercourse  are  known  and  relished,  but  domestic  duties 
are  not  deserted  for  public  amusements.  The  established  form  of 
government,  be  it  what  it  may,  the  rights  of  the  individual  and 
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of  the  public  are  highly  respected ; the  few,  in  order  to  preserve 
their  influence  over  the  many,  find  it  necessary  to  act  rather  as 
the  faithful  servants  than  the  imperious  lords  of  the  community. 
In  short,  this  is  what  we  may  truly  call  the  “ golden  age”  of 
society.  How  few  nations,  alas  ! have  beheld  this  beautiful  form  ! 
Never,  at  least,  did  any  continue  to  enjoy  long  such  happy  cir- 
cumstances, or  to  display  so  amiable  and  respectable  a character. 
Human  affairs  are  scarcely  ever  stationary.  The  period  arrives 
when  luxury,  which  contributed  so  powerfully  to  the  civilization 
of  mankind,  is  no  longer  serviceable  to  the  interest  of  society. 
No  longer  does  she  appear  that  graceful,  elegant,  and  active  form, 
but  a languid,  overgrown,  and  bloated  carcase. 

Enormous  opulence  is  acquired  by  some,  whilst  others  are 
abandoned  to  misery  and  want.  Opulence  awakes  the  fancy  and 
inflames  the  breast  with  new  desires  and  unbridled  passions,  which 
contribute  so  much  to  the  corruption  of  virtuous  manners.  In- 
dolence and  effeminacy  join  heart  and  hand  to  loosen  the  bonds 
of  social  union,  to  banish  from  the  land  both  the  mild  and  the 
austere  virtues.  The  poverty  of  the  many  hatches  jealousy  and 
engenders  discontent,  to  the  destruction  of  civil  order  and  sub- 
ordination ; whilst  the  riches  of  the  selfish  few  ingulf  in  their 
vortex  all  social  affection,  and  destroy  the  harmony  of  the  com- 
munity by  giving  up  to  the  influence  of  the  daughters  of  hell, 
anarchy  and  confusion,  with  tyrannic  despotism. 

Having  thus  viewed  the  several  stages  of  society  from  rudeness 
to  refinement,  and  from  that  to  pure  religion,  happiness,  and 
peace,  let  me  ask  you,  what  particular  period  do  we  belong  to 
at  present  ? 

Oh  ! my  brethren,  although  I have  asked  the  question,  I am 
not  willing  to  answer  it.  All  I can  ask  is,  if  we  once  were  happy, 
are  we  so  now  ? If  we  once  were  prosperous,  loving  each  other 
at  home  and  abroad,  can  this  long  continue  ? I know  not. 
When  we  read  in  our  public  prints  of  a free  people  whose  rights 
have  been  invaded,  whose  independence  has  been  sold  by  do- 
mestic traitors,  of  desperate  fortunes  and  with  no  conscience,  we 
are  naturally  interested  in  their  cause ; our  feelings  sympathize 
with  theirs.  It  is  the  common  cause  of  mankind  that  awakens 
those  feelings. 
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“ But  how  much  warmer,”  says  a learned  anonymous  writer, 
“ will  be  our  resentment  if  experience  should  bring  the  fatal  ex- 
ample home  to  ourselves !” 

May  God  prevent  it ! May  the  timely  interposition  of  Provi- 
dence snatch  us  from  a crisis  so  big  with  terror  and  pregnant 
with  despair  ! May  charity  divine,  which  includes  the  love  of 
our  God  and  the  love  of  our  neighbour,  exert  its  genial  power, 
and  heal  the  festering  or  corrupt  influence  of  the  distempered 
mind ! 

But  what  do  I say  ? Is  not  charity  banished  from  amongst 
us  ? Can  an  asylum  be  found  for  that  pure,  that  generous  and 
immaculate  deity,  in  a disturbed  isle  like  this,  where  so  many 
victims  have  been  sacrificed  at  the  horrid  altars  of  deified 
superstition  ? They  were  offerings  indeed  of  holocaust,  for  the 
victims  were  entirely  consumed ; but  they  were  offerings  of  blood, 
sacred,  not  to  the  God  of  heaven,  not  to  the  shrine  of  religion, 
but  to  the  demon  of  darkness,  who  glories  in  the  works  of  per- 
dition. 

But,  divine  charity,  amiable  divinity  ! notwithstanding  the  num- 
ber of  insults  offered  to  thy  sacred  purity,  oh,  return  to  us  once 
more ! This  sacred  temple  shall  be  thy  dwelling-place.  Here 
thy  votaries  are  assembled,  votaries  who  have  come  to  sacrifice 
at  thy  altar  on  this  morning,  and  deposit  all  foul  prejudices  in 
the  hallowed  urn  of  benevolence. 

Yes,  return  then  amongst  us,  0 thou_  first-born  of  Heaven ! 
Come  to  view  these  languishing  children  of  want.  Yes,  thou 
wilt  return,  for  surely,  wert  thou  expiring  under  thy  wounds,  thou 
couldst  not'  forget  these  harmless  innocents  who  look  up  to  thee 
for  comfort.  They  depend  on  a kind  Providence  and  a generous 
public,  which  have  always  anticipated  their  warmest  expectations 
and  ministered  to  their  wants. 

The  society  for  watching  over  the  wants  of  these  helpless 
orphans  was  founded  by  the  pious  exertions  of  a few  humble 
individuals,  who  thought  themselves  not  debased  in  sacrificing 
their  time  and  labour  in  searching  after  the  sad  haunts  of  misery. 
Their  names  are  unknown  to  the  world,  but  they  are  registered 
in  the  book  of  life.  And  you  who  are  following  their  footsteps 
as  generous  patrons  of  this  charity,  permit  me  to  thank  you  in 
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the  name  of  my  little  clients,  whose  lisping  tones  are  yet  indis- 
tinctly and  inadequately  tuned  to  the  fond  task  of  expressing 
their  feelings  of  gratitude.  They  have  hitherto  depended  upon 
you,  under  God,  and  have  never  been  disappointed.  Although 
at  no  small  expense  of  time  and  labour,  you  pay  your  annual 
visits  to  the  country,  there  to  purchase  their  clothes  on  the 
cheapest  terms,  and  thus  you  sacrifice  at  once  to  charity  and  jus- 
tice, to  love  and  truth. 

How  pleasing  is  the  sight,  to  behold  men  whose  domestic 
employments  are  weary,  varied,  and  weighty,  whose  important 
manufactures  call  for  the  closest  attention,  and  whose  family  in- 
terests require  the  utmost  labour  of  art  and  industry ; how  pleas- 
ing, I say,  is  it  not  to  see  those  benevolent  men  at  all  times  for- 
getting all  earthly  concerns  to  promote  the  work  of  Heaven,  act- 
ing not  as  interested  mortals,  hut  as  so  many  household  deities, 
who,  whilst  adoring  the  God  of  charity,  ever  wish  to  follow  his 
steps  of  love  and  mercy ! 

Ah ! your  labours,  my  brethren,  are  truly  the  labours  of  love, 
for  which  you  expect  no  other  reward  in  this  world  than  the  con- 
sciousness of  endeavouring  to  promote  the  best  and  dearest  in- 
terests of  mankind ; and  in  the  next,  the  crown  of  a happy  im- 
mortality shall  be  your  lasting  recompense. 

The  intentions  of  all  charitable  institutions  is  to  promote  the 
public  welfare  by  removing  the  various  causes  of  want,  of  vice, 
and  shame.  The  one  for  which  I stand  forward  as  the  humble 
advocate  on  this  day,  aims  directly  at  the  prevention  of  crime, 
by  placing  those  children  out  of  temptation,  out  of  the  way  of 
ruin ; children  who,  in  the  present  order  of  things,  'are  liable  to 
temporal  and  eternal  destruction.  It  proposes  to  educate  and 
instruct  in  some  useful  trade  or  occupation  the  infant  poor,  who 
may  be,  or  are  liable  to  be,  engaged  in  vagrant  or  criminal  courses. 
Thus,  it  breaks  the  chain  of  pernicious  confederacies,  it  deprives 
the  wicked  of  successors,  the  jails  of  inhabitants,  justice  of  its 
victims,  and  by  all  these  means,  adds  virtuous  citizens  to  society 
on  earth,  and  crowds  heaven  with  saints.  Such  are  the  grounds 
on  which  this  little  society  claims  the  patronage  of  a generous 
public.  If  we  regard  humanity  and  religion,  this  asylum  opens 
a refuge  for  the  forlorn  and  abject  of  the  human  race.  It  befriends 
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the  most  friendless,  and  saves  from  the  most  certain  ruin  of  in- 
famy and  vice,  those  orphans  and  deserted  children.  If  we  re- 
gard national  prosperity  and  the  public  welfare,  this  society  is 
eminently  calculated  to  promote  both.  It  tends  to  increase  in- 
dustry, and  directs  that  industry  into  the  most  necessary  and 
useful  channels.  If,  in  fine,  we  regard  self-interest,  its  imme- 
diate object  is  to  protect  our  persons  from  assault  and  murder, 
our  property  from  loss,  and  our  peaceful  habitations  from  the 
desperate  fury  of  midnight  incendiaries. 

From  the  rich,  therefore,  much  is  expected,  because  they  are 
here  on  earth  the  treasurers  of  the  bounty  of  Heaven.  From  the 
poor,  we  expect  but  a slender  mite,  which  they  bestow  on  those 
who  are  still  poorer ; poverty  thus  even  mitigating  poverty. 

And  now,  believe  me,  my  dearly-beloved  friends  in  Christ, 
whilst  you  thus  in  general  sacrifice  to  charity,  at  the  expense  of 
even  your  own  sufferings,  whilst  benevolence  triumphs  over  sor- 
did selfishness,  and  love  conquers  mere  personal  interest,  your 
offering  will  thus  be  for  ever  sacred  and  hallowed.  Thus  the 
trophy  of  virtue  will  be  crowned  with  unfading  laurels,  although 
at  times,  under  adverse  circumstances,  it  may  have  been  bedewed 
with  tears,  or  even  appear  to  wither  under  an  unkind  or  unpropi- 
tious  sky. 

Oh  ! my  brethren,  let  me  direct  your  looks  beyond  the  bounda- 
ries of  this  temple  of  charity,  and  beyond  the  limits  of  our  widely  - 
extended  metropolis,  in  order  to  view  the  objects  for  whom  I 
claim  your  generous  protection.  This  holy  morning  allow  me 
to  guide  you  to  the  foot  of  the  different  neighbouring  mountains, 
where  the  children  of  this  charity  are  sent  at  an  early  period  to 
be  rocked  by  some  fostering  nurse  in  the  cradle  of  religion  and 
morality.  There,  separated  from  the  contagion  of  the  city,  safe 
from  the  noxious  vapours  of  vice,  which  literally  putrify  the  at- 
mosphere of  our  streets,  they  breathe  the  pure  air  of  heaven, 
and  innocent  as  the  lamb  that  is  often  the  companion  of  their 
play,  they  sport  amidst  the  flowers  of  the  field.  How  often  do 
they  feel  enchanted  by  the  scenes  of  nature,  whilst  they  hear  from 
their  nurses  the  tales  of  their  infant  woes,  and  the  gracious  in- 
terference of  Heaven  in  their  behalf!  They  will  sigh  for  the 
silent  prayer,  and  with  the  rising  sun  will  climb  the  nearest  hill, 


158 


■whilst  looking  down  on  our  city  with  tears  of  tenderest  gratitude 
bursting  from  their  eyes,  they  call  aloud  on  the  God  of  the  poor 
to  shower  down  his  choicest  blessings  on  their  generous  benefac- 
tors. 

Such  are  the  objects  of  my  claim  upon  your  benevolence 
this  day.  Such  are  the  unfailing  rewards  of  benevolence,  and 
may  the  eternal  God  bestow  those  blessings  here  and  hereafter 
upon  ye  all.  Amen. 


A SERMON 

OH  THE 

OBSERVANCE  OF  RELIGION. 


“ Glory  be  to  God  on  high,  ^nd  on  earth  peace  to  men  of  good  will." — St. 
Luke,  ii,  14. 

In  the  143rd  Psalm,  15th  verse,  we  are  told,  that  “happy  are 
the  people  that  are  in  such  a case ; yea,  blessed  are  the  people 
that  have  the  Lord  for  their  God.”  And,  my  brethren,  in  what 
does  this  happiness  consist?  Let  us  hut  read  the  preceding 
verses  of  the  Psalm,  and  we  shall  he  informed  : “ Their  sons 
shall  grow  up  as  the  young  plants,  and  their  daughters  shall  he 
as  the  polished  corners  of  the  most  beautiful  buildings ; their 
granaries  shall  be  full  and  plenteous  with  all  manner  of  stores, 
and  their  sheep  shall  bring  forth  thousands  and  ten  thousands 
in  their  streets.”  Most  just  and  beautiful  description  of  what- 
ever nation  shall  at  any  time  he  found  on  earth  universally  dis- 
tinguished by  that  true  wisdom,  which,  if  attended  to  in  the  pre- 
cepts of  Christianity,  directs  all  mankind  earnestly,  seriously, 
and  perfectly  to  serve  the  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth,  and  con- 
sider him  only  as  their  King,  their  Protector,  and  their  God. 

Does  there,  then,  at  this  moment,  exist  on  this  tremulous 
atom  of  earth,  any  nation  blessed  with  this  public  and  general 
happiness,  where  all  is  harmony  and  concord,  where  sorrow  lifts 
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not  up  her  voice,  where  complaint  and  lamentations  are  utter 
strangers,  where  plenty  wantons  in  the  smile  of  each  happy  in- 
dividual, and  -where  earthly  felicity  has  fixed  her  peculiar  resi- 
dence ? Alas ! the  historian’s  instructive  page  presents  to  our 
view  no  such  blessed  and  highly-distinguished  nation.  The 
fondest  schemes  of  the  warmest  patriots  produce  no  such  earthly 
bliss,  nor  is  the  toil  of  the  wisest  legislator  sufficiently  powerful 
to  enact  such  enviable  happiness. 

And  shall  we  ask  the  cause  of  all  this  want  ? Doubtless,  I 
must  say,  it  is  because,  although  many  individuals  in  every  Chris- 
tian nation  may  be  found  really  pious  and  religious,  no  nation, 
however,  as  yet  exists  where  every  member  throughout  its  varying 
ranks,  without  a single  exception  to  the  prodigy,  has  wisely  re- 
solved to  make  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  horn  this  day  for  the  sal- 
vation of  the  world,  and  him  only,  their  King  and  their  God. 

Wide,  indeed,  is  the  difference  between  the  profession  of  reli- 
gion and  religion  itself.  Would  to  God  that  the  external  pro- 
fession of  our  Creed  should  always  include  an  inward  enlivening 
spirit,  and  influence  our  practice  on  all  occasions.  Alas  ! how- 
ever, the  sacred  tenets  of  our  divine  religion,  whose  dazzling 
lustre  could  almost  illuminate  stupidity  itself,  and  whose  per- 
suasive force  could  nearly  strike  conviction  on  determined  obsti- 
nacy, are  hut  too  often  polluted  by  open  profligacy  and  shame- 
less incredulity. 

Small,  indeed,  is  his  title  to  the  honourable  appellation  of  a 
religious  man,  who  barely  acknowledges  the  existence  of  a first 
and  final  Cause.  This  is,  indeed,  the  first  step  of  religion ; hut 
resting  here,  such  a man  falls  miserably  short  of  that  highest 
distinction  of  human  nature — I mean,  virtue  and  piety.  Such  a 
man,  I will  not  hesitate  to  say,  is  even  more  brutal  than  that 
ignorance — if  such  human  ignorance  could  he — which  sees  not 
the  Deity  in  the  light  of  the  sun,  hears  him  not  in  the  thunder 
or  the  destructive  storm,  nor  confesses  his  almighty  power  in  the 
renovating  spring. 

To  have  the  Lord  as  our  God  consists  not,  then,  in  the  most 
orthodox  creeds,  or  in  nice  speculations  about  the  Deity  and  his 
adorable  attributes.  These,  indeed,  are  the  roots  of  religion’s 
tree,  and  when  planted  in  -what  is  called  the  Gospel  ground,  which 
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brings  forth  a hundred-fold,  the  beautiful  and  natural  fruits  are 
love  and  gratitude,  reverence  and  adoration  of  the  blessed  Author 
of  our  being.  From  these  follow,  sincere  obedience  to  his  com- 
mands, and  universal  charity  to  our  neighbours  or  brethren  of 
every  religious]  denomination,  fellow -children  of  the  same  God, 
baptized  by  the  same  purifying  waters,  and  stamped  with  the  same 
glorious  image  of  the  Divinity.  Nothing  is  to  be  left  undone  in 
the  divine  economy  of  religion. 

Now,  could  a nation  be  found  fully  impressed  with  these  gene- 
rous, holy,  and  philanthropic  sentiments,  what  think  you,  my 
brethren,  must  be  the  effect  of  this  pure  and  undefiled  religion  ? 
Doubtless,  the  Royal  Psalmist’s  beautiful  beatitude,  which  must 
take  place  amongst  a people  who  had  thus  wisely  made  the  Lord 
their  God,  and  that  happy  country,  even  on  this  earth,  must  bear 
more*than  a faint  resemblance  to  heaven.  Yes,  in  such  a nation 
what  sorrow  could  sadden  the  human  face  divine,  or  interrupt 
the  smile  of  innocence,  virtue,  religion,  and  true  happiness  ? 
In  such  a nation,  what  must  be  the  joy  of  the  fond  parent  to  view 
in  his  beloved  offspring  the  opening  buds  of  early  virtue,  ex- 
panding their  fair  bosom  to  the  happy  influence  of  pious  instruc- 
tion and  religious  education  ! In  such  a nation,  what  must  be 
the  gratitude  and  affection  of  the  child  trained  up  by  the  attentive 
parent  in  the  way  that  his  riper  years  should  most  delight  in,  and 
treading  in  the  virtuous  steps  of  those  he  honours!  In  such 
a nation,  what  must  be  the  delightful  sensations  of  charity,  con- 
scious and  certain  that  she  then  relieved  the  truly  worthy,  and 
wiped  away  the  tears  of  undeserved  calamity ! What  must  be 
the  transports  of  friendship,  founded  on  virtue,  and  brightened 
by  the  fond  hope  that  this  endearing  intimacy  should  survive 
the  horrors  of  the  grave,  and  bloom  with  increasing  purity  in 
endless  friendship  hereafter  ! It  is  true,  that  sickness  and  acci- 
dent might  at  times  bid  the  big  drop  swell  in  the  pale  eye  of  sor- 
row, but  still,  compassion  and  Christian  attention  would  catch 
it  ere  it  wet  the  poor  mourner’s  cheek.  Death  might  also  sepa- 
rate awhile  the  husband  and  wife,  but  Christian  charity  would 
wed  the  widow’s  wants  and  adopt  the  distresses  of  the  fatherless. 
In  a word,  their  pleasures  and  enjoyments  would  be  pure  and 
unmixed,  and  such  sorrows  as  this  life  must  always  know,  would 
find  every  possible  consolation  and  relief. 
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But,  above  all,  how  would  that  God  who  delights  in  purity  and 
goodness,  who  condescends  on  this  day  to  visit  the  humble  abode 
of  man,  how  wrould  that  gracious  God  delight  to  bless  such  a 
people  ! 

Listen  to  his  own  express  promises  through  the  mouth  of  his 
prophet  Isaias  : “ Try  me  now,  saith  the  Lord ; behold  if  ye  will ; 
turn  every  one  from  the  evil  of  his  ways.  If  ye  will  love  judg- 
ment and  execute  judgment,  I will  throw  open  the  windows  of 
heaven,  and  pour  forth  such  a blessing  that  there  shall  not  be 
room  to  receive  it.  I will  rebuke  the  devourer  for  your  sake,  and 
he  shall  not  destroy  the  fruit  of  your  ground.  All  nations  shall 
call  ye  blessed,  for  ye  shall  be  a delightsome  land.  Blessed  shall 
be  the  fruit  of  thy  ground,  the  fruit  of  thy  cattle,  and  the  in- 
crease of  thy  flocks  ; blessed  shalt  thou  be  in  the  city  and  in  the 
field,  blessed  shalt  thou  be  when  thou  comest  in  and  when  thou 
goest  out.  The  Lord  shall  cause  thy  enemies  to  be  smitten 
before  thy  face ; they  shall  come  out  against  thee  one  way,  and 
shall  flee  before  thee  seven  ways.”  Such  are  the  happy  conse- 
quences arising  to  society  from  the  full  belief  and  observances 
of  the  Christian  religion. 

Are  we  fired  with  this  just  description  of  virtue  and  its  glo- 
rious rewards  ? Do  we  wish  to  live  that  happy  life  which  has 
the  promises  of  God  in  this  world,  and  joys  eternal  in  the  world 
to  come  ? 

Why,  then,  do  we  not  hasten  to  obey  the  united  dictates  of 
reason  and  religion,  by  quitting  our  sinful  habits,  and  by  being 
converted  to  the  Lord  our  God  ? Why  delay  one  moment  ? 

Do  you  vainly  imagine  that  you  can  command  all  times  and 
seasons  as  you  may  desire,  or  that  you  can  live  not  only  as  you 
like,  but  as  long  as  you  like  ? But  if  the  beauties  of  a virtuous 
life,  if  the  happy  rewards  of  religion  here  and  hereafter  fail  to 
convert  us  to  virtue,  let  us  at  least  be  roused  by  the  alarming 
threats  of  the  Almighty  delivered  in  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and  quit 
a life  against  which  the  Sacred  Writings  denounce  the  severest 
vengeance  even  in  this  world. 

Dreadful  beyond  description  are  the  woes  pronounced  against 
hardened  impenitence.  Thus  does  the  Prophet  represent  the 
wrath  of  the  Almighty : “ Wo  unto  ye  who  decree  unrighteous 
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judgments,  and  who  turn  away  the  needy  from  justice,  who  take 
away  their  rights  from  the  poor.  Wo  unto  you  who  have  not 
restored  unto  the  debtor  his  pledge,  who  have  not  given  bread 
to  the  hungry,  nor  clothed  the  naked  with  a garment.  Behold, 
says  the  Lord,  shall  I not  visit  for  those  things,  and  shall  not 
my  soul  be  avenged  on  such  a nation  as  this  ! Yea,  I will  open 
mine  armoury,  I will  bring  forth  the  weapons  of  my  indignation  : 
your  hands  shall  be  faint,  and  your  hearts  shall  melt  with  fear ; 
pangs  and  sorrow  shall  take  fast  hold  upon  you ; the  heavens 
over  thy  head  shall  be  as  brass,  and  the  earth  as  iron.  The  Lord 
shall  give  thee  a trembling  heart,  a failing  of  sight,  and  sorrow 
of  mind ; your  children  shall  be  dashed  to  pieces  before  your 
eyes,  your  houses  shall  be  spoiled,  and  your  wives  defiled ; ye 
shall  die  grievous  deaths.  I will  smite  ye  with  consumptions  and 
with  fevers,  with  sword  and  with  famine,  with  blasting  and  with 
mildew.  Your  widows  shall  be  increased  beyond  measure.  Ye 
shall  fear  night  and  day  when  the  bitter  hour  of  thy  calamity 
shall  come  upon  thee.” 

Is  not  this,  my  brethren,  a dreadful  picture  of  a sinful  and 
suffering  nation  ? From  such  a description  well  may  human 
nature  turn  aside  its  aching  eyes  to  weep  over  the  calamities  of 
mankind. 

Grant,  O almighty  and  eternal  God  ! that  the  few  pious  and 
good  who  are  left  amongst  us,  may  be  found  in  the  eyes  of  Pro- 
vidence as  intercessors,  like  Abraham  and  Lot  amongst  an  un- 
faithful people,  before  thy  avenging  justice.  May  they,  with  thy 
holy  saints  and  angels,  be  a sufficient  reason  to  avert  such  a 
visitation  as  I have  here  described  in  the  words  of  thy  inspired 
Prophet ! 

Oh ! may  the  true  spirit  of  the  Christian  Faith,  with  its  heavenly 
practice,  be  ours.  May  the  Catholic  people  of  this  island,  and 
especially  this  congregation,  by  their  lives  and  example,  prove  to 
their  surrounding  brethren  that  the  faith  of  Christ  and  the  word 
of  truth  richly  dwell  amongst  them,  and  that  they  are  blessed  in 
having  the  Lord  of  heaven  and  of  earth  for  their  God. 

Let  us  seriously  reflect,  my  dearly-beloved  brethren,  and  re- 
member that  the  scales  of  justice  and  mercy  are  trembling  in  the 
hands  of  Almighty  power,  each  seeking  for  its  triumph.  Let 
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repentance,  then,  and  true  reformation,  incline  the  balance  to 
pity  and  forgiveness. 

Oh  ! may  we  all  seriously  repent.  May  we  all  seriously  turn 
to  our  God,  who  will  still  have  mercy  on  us.  May  our  lives 
correspond  with  our  divine  belief,  and  may  our  actions  be  such 
as  will  entitle  us  to  the  mercy  of  our  Lord  in  the  day  of  his  visi- 
tation, and  thus  we  shall  be  enabled  to  join  the  angels  and  the 
saints  in  the  glorious  hymn  of  this  memorable  day,  singing 
“ Glory  be  to  God  on  high,”  glory  be  to  the  divine  Jesus,  now 
and  for  ever.  Amen. 


A SERMON 

ON  THE 

TRANSFIGURATION. 


u Et  transfiguratus  est  ante  eos.” 

“ And  He  was  transfigured  before  them.” — St.  Matt.,  xvii,  2. 

Arise,  Peter,  James,  and  John  ! Why  stay  ye  here  loitering 
on  Thabor,  whilst  the  hungry  children  of  the  Gospel  call  aloud 
for  spiritual  food  ? Arise,  then,  I say ; shake  off  that  melancholy 
garb  of  lethargic  stupidity,  and  perform  the  sublime  duty  of  your 
vocation;  “ Preach  the  Gospel  to  every  creature.” 

But  the  astonished  Apostles  seem  deaf  to  my  voice.  I call 
aloud,  but  they  hear  me  not.  What  means  this  strange  pheno- 
menon ? Spurred  on  by  curiosity,  I advance  a step,  and  behold, 
pale  fear  sits  trembling  on  the  countenance  of  each,  and  tells 
me  there  is  something  as  yet  a secret  to  me.  Yielding  to  the 
impulse  of  nature,  I also  give  way  to  fear,  and  say  in  my  heart ; 
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This  ground  I now  tread  with  unhallowed  feet  is  sacred  to  the 
Lord  ! And  raising  my  eyes  to  heaven,  what  glorious  figure  is 
that  which  strikes  my  sight?  Ah!  cease,  ye  winds,  to  whistle 
through  the  lofty  groves  of  Thabor  ! Ye  spirits  of  the  tempest, 
disturb  not  my  present  happiness  with  your  plaintive,  melancholy 
sighs.  Ye  feathered  inhabitants  of  the  air,  fly  to  another  clime, 
and  let  not  the  echo,  responsive  to  the  melody  of  your  song, 
draw  aside  my  attention  from  this  enchanting  vision ! Be  still,  all 
ye  my  senses,  and  separated  from  terrestrial  objects,  be  you  entirely 
occupied  in  the  contemplation  of  this  heavenly  sight ! View  there, 
my  soul,  the  Son  of  God,  who,  not  content  in  descending  from  on 
high  to  teach  us  the  way  to  heaven,  and  representing  that  land  of 
happiness  under  several  figures  in  his  divine  discourses ; not  con- 
tent, I say,  with  all  this,  He,  on  this  day,  in  order  to  encourage  us 
the  more  to  work  out  our  salvation,  appears  in  his  glory,  to  give  to 
us  mortals  a transient  glimpse  of  that  happiness  inexpressible, 
which  will  be  the  reward  of  their  fidelity.  His  face  clad  with  the 
brightness  of  eternal  day,  his  garments  white  as  the  virgin  snow, 
so  fire  the  heart  of  Peter,  that  he  cries  out  in  raptures,  “ Lord  ! 
it  is  good  for  us  to  be  here ; if  thou  wilt,  let  us  make  here  three 
tabernacles,  one  for  Thee,  one  for  Moses,  and  one  for  Elias.” 
Ah ! my  brethren,  this  is  the  glorious  vision  with  which  the 
Apostles,  Peter,  James,  and  John,  were  favoured  on  this  day. 
To  confirm  the  Apostles,  and  in  them,  the  faithful  of  future  ages, 
in  the  belief  of  his  Divinity,  the  Son  of  God  is  transfigured  in 
their  presence,  to  show  them  that  his  passable  state  was  an  argu- 
ment of  his  goodness,  not  of  his  weakness,  and  that  if  he  suffered 
the  calamities  attendant  on  human  nature,  it  was  because  such 
was  his  will,  to  suspend  the  effects  of  his  glorified  soul  upon 
his  sacred  body,  and  because,  whilst  as  a Saviour  he  would 
save  mankind  from  an  eternal  death  by  a temporal  one,  he  would 
embrace  all  the  miseries  that  characterise  our  wretched  humanity. 
0 bountiful  Redeemer ! what  have  you  not  done  for  poor  fallen 
man,  not  only  to  save,  but  to  console  him  ? 

Let  us  not,  however,  stop  on  Thabor  with  St.  Peter,  who,  in 
the  plenitude  of  his  enjoyment,  wished  for  nothing  more  than  a 
continuation  of  the  present  apparition  of  our  Lord.  No,  my 
brethren,  let  us  soar  still  higher,  and  sigh  after  a more  perma- 


nent  felicity.  All  this  was  but  the  object  of  sense  ; the  soul  was 
indebted  to  the  eye  for  the  holy  transport  with  which  she  found 
herself  inflamed.  But  the  happiness  of  heaven  is  entirely  inde- 
pendent of  the  senses,  for  “ neither  the  eye  hath  seen,  nor  the 
ear  heard,  nor  the  heart  of  man  conceived,  what  the  Lord  hath 
prepared  for  those  who  love  him.”  There  we  shall  possess  God 
himself,  with  all  his  divine  perfections ; and  thus,  the  creature, 
by  a strange  and  happy  union,  is  carried  to  the  most  intimate 
commerce  it  can  possibly  have  with  God.  Of  this  happy  region 
and  mansion  of  eternal  bliss,  I intend  to  speak  this  evening,  as 
the  subject  seems  naturally  to  rise  out  of  the  Gospel  of  the  day. 
I must,  however,  confess,  my  beloved  brethren,  that  I never  can 
convey  in  words  the  sublime  sentiments  that  may  be  entertained 
on  this  grand  subject.  Such,  however,  as  my  slender  abilities 
will  furnish  me  with,  I shall  lay  before  you ; and  should  I not 
answer  your  expectations,  attribute  your  disappointment  to  the 
poverty  of  my  understanding,  and  to  the  transcendent  sublimity 
of  the  subject  I have  chosen. 

To  heaven,  then,  to  heaven,  Christians,  let  us  raise  our  thoughts, 
while  I,  in  the  first  place,  will  endeavour  to  show  you  the  pleni- 
tude of  happiness  which  the  Saints  enjoy  in  the  company  of  God. 
In  the  second,  I will  infer  a very  natural  consequence, — the 
folly  of  man  in  neglecting  the  important  work  of  his  salvation. 

O pure  light  of  Heaven  ! that  once  illumined  the  dark  under- 
standings of  the  Apostles,  and  taught  them  the  eloquence  with 
which  they  enlightened  an  ignorant  world,  come  now  also  to  my 
assistance,  and  shed  a bright  ray  of  celestial  wisdom  on  my  ob- 
tuse mind.  Chase  away  the  clouds  of  error  and  ignorance  which 
hover  round  my  darkened  understanding,  that  thus  I may  be  en- 
abled to  investigate  the  truths  of  eternity,  and  penetrate  the  secrets 
of  Heaven.  0 bountiful,  eternal  Father  ! was  it  not  for  heaven 
thou  didst  create  me  ? Uncreated,  coeternal  Son ! why  hast  thou  re- 
deemed me  with  thy  sacred  blood  ? Was  it  not  to  be  united  with 
Thee  and  the  Father  and  the  Holy  Spirit  for  ever  ? Spirit  of  Cha- 
rity ! why  hast  thou  sanctified  me  in  the  waters  of  regeneration 
and  with  the  sacred  chrism  of  confirmation  ? Was  it  not  that  I 
should  become  an  inhabitant  of  glory  ? O,  then,  undivided 
Trinity  ! since  eternity  has  been  the  end  of  our  creation,  look 
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down  on  us  with  compassion,  and  though  we  may  fall  away  aud 
swerve  frequently  from  the  path  of  salvation,  still,  in  your  mercy, 
raise  us  once  more,  and  strengthen  our  languid  faith  with  your 
all-powerful  grace,  and  let  not  our  stubborn  inclination  to  sin 
prevail  over  your  infinite  mercy.  Ah  ! no,  my  God ; you  have 
saved  a penitent  thief  while  stretched  on  an  ignominious  cross 
in  punishment  of  the  most  atrocious  crimes.  Ah ! then,  aban- 
don not  us  poor  sinners  while  we  now  cry  out  for  pardon,  and 
forget  not  your  paternal  tenderness  in  the  magnitude  of  our 
offences.  If  we  have  sported  heretofore  on  the  brink  of  eternal 
ruin,  we  are  now,  at  least,  determined  to  steer  our  course  towards 
our  heavenly  country,  which  we  hope  will  he  our  eternal  portion, 
through  the  intercession  of  your  blessed  mother  Mary,  our  ever- 
ready  mediatrix,  the  Queen  of  Mercy. 

Strange,  indeed,  it  appears,  and  wonderful  beyond  comprehen- 
sion it  is,  that  a certain  class  of  rational  beings  should  exist, 
who,  deaf  to  the  voice  of  nature,  rebellious  to  the  dictates  of 
their  conscience,  and  blind  to  the  glaring  light  of  human  reason, 
should  impudently  assert,  that  “ beyond  the  narrow  bounds  of 
time,  nothing  is  to  he  expected,  and  that  the  immortality  of  the 
soul  is  hut  the  invention  of  folly  and  false  Christian  philosophy.” 
I must  candidly  own  that  I find  myself  entirely  at  a loss  in  search- 
ing for  even  a plausible  excuse  for  these  unhappy  mortals  ; 
because,  though  a strained  philosophy  may  attempt  to  find  motives 
of  credibility  in  defence  of  the  materiality  of  the  soul,  yet,  so 
sophistical  are  these  motives  to  the  numberless  proofs,  well- 
founded  on  the  established  and  sound  principles  of  rational  philo- 
sophy, that  the  former  must  fade  away  in  their  presence,  even  as 
the  dim  light  of  the  moon  disappears  at  the  approach  of  the  re- 
fulgent sun  in  its  course  from  the  East  to  bless  us  with  the 
light  of  day.  No  other  motive  appears  to  sanction  this  strange 
infatuation,  unless  it  be  a stubborn  inclination  to  sin,  which  they 
endeavour  to  satisfy  by  reasoning  themselves  into  irrationality,  if 
I may  be  allowed  the  expression,  and  thus  lull,  to  a short  and 
false  repose,  the  domestic  furies  of  a guilty  conscience  ! But 
these  pangs  will  return  with  redoubled  vigour  to  torment  their 
victims,  who,  abandoned  by  God,  and  deprived  of  the  consol- 
ing reflections  of  religion,  give  themselves  up  as  lost,  and  become 
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the  captives  of  despair;  and  perhaps  then, — yes,  my  brethren, 
fatal  experience  teaches  it  to  be  too  true, — to  free  themselves  from 
a hated  existence,  lift  violent  hands,  and  terminate  life  with  the 
effusion  of  their  own  blood  ! Thus,  destruction  crowns  des- 
pair, and  suicide  becomes  the  horrid  offspring  of  incredulity. 
Ah  ! my  brethren,  may  the  Almighty  God,  in  his  mercy,  avert 
so  dreadful  a stroke  from  any  of  you  ! May  the  end  of  the  in- 
credulous be  always  before  your  eyes,  that  the  melancholy  reflec- 
tion may  guide  you  from  their  unfortunate  errors  1 Far  from 
being  dazzled  with  the  novelty  of  deistical  notions,  or  carried 
away  with  the  tide  of  fluctuating  opinions,  stand  firm  in  the 
belief  that  your  souls  are  immortal,  and  reserved  for  pain  or 
pleasure  in  a future  life. 

Yes,  my  brethren,  if  a God  exists,  his  divine  providence,  his 
justice,  his  sanctity,  and  his  infinite  wisdom,  require  that  such 
should  be  our  belief.  How  often,  in  this  world,  do  we  not  see 
the  wicked  triumph  and  prosper,  while  the  just  groan  under  the 
burden  of  oppression  ! Is  not  vice  often  seen  to  bask  in  prospe- 
rity, and  revel  in  the  pleasures  of  luxurious  extravagance ; while 
virtue  is  nipped  in  the  bud  by  the  frost  of  adversity,  and  left 
to  pine  away  a wretched  existence,  perhaps  within  the  melancholy 
walls  of  an  obscure  hovel,  or  a more  wretched  garret,  where 
hunger,  thirst,  and  distress  wait  on  pale  poverty,  and  cry  aloud 
to  the  satiated  glutton  for  the  trifling  “ crumbs  that  fall  from 
his  table”  ? But,  alas  ! the  voice  of  hunger  is  neglected,  and 
virtuous  penury  is  left  to  its  fate.  0 justice  of  God  ! O divine 
Providence  ! infinite  mercy  and  wisdom  of  the  omnipotent 
Creator!  can  this  be  the  order  established  by  you?  No,  no; 
vice  may  triumph  here,  and  tread  the  stage  with  applause,  but 
an  eternity  of  torments  awaits  the  sinner  in  the  gloomy  caverns 
of  hell.  Virtue  may  be  despised  and  trodden  under  foot ; but, 
courage,  ye  just ! the  reward  of  suffering  virtue  will  be  heaven, 
where  eternal  bliss  awaits  her  in  the  bosom  of  her  God. 

Let  the  voice  of  sorrow  be  now  hushed  to  siffence,  let  grief 
and  care  subside  for  a moment,  and  joy  dilate  your  hearts,  my 
brethren,  even  in  this  time  of  public  humiliation,  while  I en- 
deavour to  present  to  you  the  manifold  blessings  which  the  Al- 
mighty has  prepared  for  those  wrho  serve  him  while  in  the  state 


108 


of  mortality.  It  were  no  less  than  absolute  presumption  on  my 
part,  to  pretend  to  delineate  the  joys  of  heaven  in  a becoming 
manner.  We  will  all,  therefore,  only  admire  at  a distance,  and 
endeavour  to  entertain  some  faint  idea  of  that  celestial  glory, 
and  let  the  incapacity  of  our  narrow  comprehension  serve  to  ex- 
cite in  our  minds  sentiments  of  praise,  of  love,  and  of  adoration. 

The  desire  of  happiness  is  so  interwoven,  my  brethren,  with 
human  nature,  that  it  claims  an  undisturbed  empire  over  the  heart 
of  man,  so  that  every  action  of  his  tends  to  this  wished-for  felicity. 
As  we  come  from  the  hands  of  God  and  from  the  bosom  of  glory, 
our  invincible  inclination  is  to  retain  that  happiness  by  which 
we  are  so  powerfully  attracted.  But,  alas  ! we  err  from  the  paths 
that  conduct  to  it.  While  following  the  dictates  of  corrupt  na- 
ture, we  mistake  an  illusory  phantom  for  the  substance,  a transi- 
tory shadow  for  a permanent  reality.  Thus,  the  fatal  blindness 
and  vicious  inclinations  of  our  hearts  preclude  the  knowledge 
of  true  goodness  from  our  understandings,  and  apply  the  inter- 
nal impulse  and  bent  of  the  mind  towards  happiness,  to  those 
very  objects  which  are  to  us  the  source  and  fountain  of  misery 
and  wretchedness.  These  are  the  fatal  obstacles  which  our  Di- 
vine Redeemer  intended  to  remove  by  the  great  mystery  of  his 
Transfiguration.  He  who  loves  us  more  than  we  do  ourselves, 
would  endeavour  thereby  to  excite  in  us  a desire  of  eternal  feli- 
city, now,  alas  ! superseded  among  the  great  bulk  of  Christians 
by  the  most  trivial  and  insignificant  objects,  and  considered  but 
with  a frigid  tranquillity,  without  being  animated  with  the  hopes 
of  its  possession,  or  alarmed  with  the  fear  of  its  loss.  The  joys 
of  heaven  are  to  them  but  as  empty  sounds,  and  the  lot,  the 
miserable  lot  of  the  damned,  is  only  looked  upon  as  an  exaggera- 
tion of  the  minister  of  the  Gospel.  Oh  ! hasten,  hasten,  ye  pro- 
fane and  carnal  worldlings,  while  I cry  out  with  the  Prophet, 
hasten  to  place  yourselves  on  an  exalted  station,  after  having 
disburdened  yourselves  of  the  fatal  load  of  guilt  vdiich  restrains 
your  speed:  * Ite  in  excelso  and  here  confess,  that  in  vain 
did  ye  seek  for  happiness  where  ye  never  can  obtain  it.  Ascend 
still  higher,  and  being  transported  in  spirit  to  the  summit  of  the 
mysterious  mountain  of  Thabor,  there  discover,  with  the  warmest 
sentiments  of  gratitude,  the  ineffable  delights,  the  inconceivable 


raptures,  which  God  has  prepared  to  inebriate  you  with  for  an 
endless  eternity.  From  Thabor’s  lofty  summit,  from  its  measure- 
less sublimity,  cast  a look  downward  on  the  world,  this  tremu- 
lous particle  of  dust,  suspended  by  the  all-powerful  will  of  its 
Creator  amidst  so  many  mighty  orbs,  compared  to  which,  it  is 
hut  as  an  atom  in  the  vast  and  wide  extent  of  creation.  From 
this  elevated  station,  measure  time  and  all  that  it  contains  ! Sur- 
vey on  every  side  the  power,  honours,  pleasures,  and  dignities  of 
this  world  ! Lo,  how  they  melt  away  and  dwindle  into  nothing, 
and  as  an  idle  vision  of  the  fancy,  are  lost  in  indifference  and 
oblivion  ! How  low,  how  mean,  how  absurd  and  ridiculous,  ap- 
pear all  the  objects  of  human  pursuits  ? And  shall  we,  my 
brethren,  he  so  meanly  attached  to  these  vile  objects  ? Shall  we 
be  so  poorly  covetous  of  earthly  nothingness,  and  sigh  after,  with 
anxiety,  a handful  of  dust,  whilst  a greater  prize  is  held  out 
to  our  ambition,  and  claims  every  exertion  on  our  part  ? 

Ah!  my  beloved  brethren,  contemplate  on  Thabur  an  object 
of  superior  magnitude,  and  infinitely  more  perfect  than  the  whole 
assemblage  of  created  existence.  Behold,  in  God  himself,  the 
image  of  your  true  and  real  happiness.  The  passage  of  our 
Divine  Master,  in  his  wonderful  transfiguration  from  a state  of 
sufferings  and  obscurity  to  one  of  felicity  and  glory,  is  a very 
expressive  figure  and  natural  image  of  that  wondrous  change 
which  is  wrought  in  the  elect  in  the  kingdom  of  heaven.  Yes, 
my  brethren,  the  various  miseries  which  now  spring  up  in  defi- 
ance to  our  will  from  our  mortal  state,  and  which  make  us  groan 
under  the  heavy  yoke  of  our  rebellious  passions, — Jesus  Christ 
informs  us,  this  day,  they  shall  have  an  end,  and  be  abolished  by 
the  glorious  qualities  which  are  the  happy  consequences  of  su- 
pernal felicity.  No  more  corruption  in  the  flesh,  no  more  those 
combats  in  the  body,  those  sallies  of  the  passions,  which  afflict 
and  weary  us,  but  being  rendered  immaculate  and  innocent,  will 
never  more  be  subject  to  revolt,  no  more  the  unhappy  victim  of 
infernal  fury.  The  fetters  of  sinful  corruption  being  shaken  off, 
and  the  disgraceful  trammels  of  rebellion  removed,  we  attain  to 
that  happy  state  where  we  shall  be  environed  on  all  sides  with 
never-ending  pleasures.  But,  O sweet  Jesus!  what  enchant- 
ing joys,  what  unspeakable  delights,  shall  be  ours  in  that  region 
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of  imperishable  beauty ! As  they  are  independent,  we  shall  not 
stand  in  need  of  any  partner  in  them ; as  infinite,  they  shall 
have  no  bounds  ; as  eternal,  God  will  he  their  duration  and 
measure ; as  invariable,  they  shall  not  be  subject  to  time  or 
change ; as  innocent,  remorse  and  regret  shall  never  be  their  at- 
tendants ; as  full  and  complete,  they  will  leave  no  void  in  us, 
but  perfectly  satisfy  the  vast  capacity  of  our  craving  desires,  ever 
on  the  wing  in  search  of  permanent  happiness.  In  fine,  as  the 
holy  Doctor  St.  Gregory  says,  “ all  our  faculties  will  he  so 
absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  their  excellence  and  value,  that 
we  shall  no  longer  remember  to  have  been  wanderers  in  the  land  of 
sinners,  or  troubled  with  the  cares  and  sorrows  of  a corrupting 
world.” 

O Lord  Jesus ! give  us  the  grace  to  live  here  the  life  of  the 
just,  and  that  “ our  last  end  being  like  to  theirs,”  we  may  be 
translated  to  thy  eternal  tabernacles,  where  glory,  joy,  and 
happiness  shall  continue  for  ever  and  for  ever.  Amen. 


A SERMON 

ON 

BEHALF  OF  FEMALE  ORPHANS. 


“ Why  do  you  tempt  me,  hypocrites  ?” — Matt.,  xxii,  18. 

Perverse  children  of  Israel!  obdurate  Jews  ! flint-hearted  Pha- 
risees ! do  you  still  persecute  with  unrelenting  fury  the  eternal 
Son  of  the  living  God  ? Are  your  jaundiced  eyes  still  blind  to 
the  wonderful  works  of  Omnipotence  ? Do  you  yet  look  forward 
for  the  promised  Messiah,  and  stigmatize  the  divine  Jesus,  the 
Model  of  love  and  patience,  with  the  opprobrious  epithets  of 
“false  prophet  and  impostor  ?” 

Yes,  my  brethren,  the  treacherous  Jews,  not  content  with 
vomiting  forth  their  malice  in  blasphemous  execrations,  consult 
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among  themselves  how  to  subject  and  expose  the  Son  of  God  to 
the  implacable  wrath  of  an  angry,  imperious  monarch.  They 
determine  in  their  blackened  hearts  to  employ  every  stratagem 
that  envy,  assisted  by  malice,  can  invent,  in  order  to  make 
him  appear  inimical  to  the  then  imperial  court  of  Rome,  ever 
jealous  of  her  rights.  Masked  with  the  borrowed  garb  of  piety  ^ 
they  come  to  Jesus,  address  him  with  all  exterior  veneration, 
and  anxious  to  surprise  his  active  vigilance,  they  pour  forth  a 
torrent  of  praise  in  the  studied  language  of  deceitful  flattery. 
“ Master,”  say  they,  “ we  know  thou  art  a true  speaker,  for  thou 
dost  not  respect  the  persons  of  men ; tell  us,  therefore,”  ah  ! tell 
us,  dear  Master,  what  is  thy  opinion  ; “ is  it  lawful  to  give  tribute 
to  Caesar  or  not  ?”  Ah ! perfidious  traitors,  you  have  aimed 
the  blow,  it  is  true,  but  you  will  fail  in  the  attempt,  and  the  malice 
of  your  hearts  shall  return  tenfold  on  yourselves.  “ Is  it  lawful  ?” 
This  indeed  was  an  embarrassing  question,  and  Jesus  Christ  saw 
into  it.  He  knew  that  the  Jews,  puffed  up  with  the  notion  of  their 
being  the  chosen  people  of  God,  considered  the  Roman  tribute  as  a 
most  galling  usurpation  of  their  sacred  rights  and  privileges ; and 
consequently,  if  he  pronounced  it  lawful,  he  would  only  exaspe- 
rate the  Jews,  to  the  prejudice  of  his  own  cause.  On  the  other 
hand,  if  he  patronized  the  erroneous  opinions  of  the  pharisaic 
tribe  by  declaring  the  tribute  unlawful,  the  fury  of  Caesar  would 
naturally  be  roused  to  punish  the  author  of  such  sedition,  and 
the  death  of  the  accused  would  certainly  be  the  price  of  his 
treason. 

Jesus,  therefore,  scrutinizing  the  hidden  secrets  of  their  hearts, 
clearly  perceived  they  sought  his  ruin  and  not  their  own  instruc- 
tion ; and  not  willing  to  shock  the  Jews  or  infuriate  the  Romans 
by  an  imprudent  or  indiscreet  zeal,  he  returns  no  direct  answer  ; 
but  by  asking  them  a question  with  a significant  smile,  he  shows 
them  that  he  read  the  sentiments  of  their  hearts : “ Why  do  you 
tempt  me,  hypocrites  ?”  Why  ? “ Show  me  the  tribute  coin  ;”  and 
they  offered  him  a penny  piece  on  which  was  the  image  of  Caesar; 
and  he  asked  them,  “ Whose  image  is  this  ?”  They  answered, 
“ Caesar’s.”  “Then,”  said  Jesus,  “ give  to  Caesar  what  belongs  to 
Caesar,  and  to  God  wdiat  belongs  to  God.”  The  Pharisees,  as- 
tonished at  the  wisdom  of  this  evasive  answer,  retire  in  confusion. 
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They  despair  of  succeeding  in  their  undertaking,  but  still  deter- 
mine to  persecute  the  Man -God  with  the  most  inveterate  obsti- 
nacy. 

Beloved  Christians  ! on  reading  this  day’s  Gospel,  we  are 
filled  with  horror  at  the  hypocrisy  of  the  ungenerous  Pharisees, 
to  whom  our  Divine  Redeemer  explained  the  mysteries  of  his  re- 
ligion with  a zeal  and  charity  sufficient  to  warm  even  the  ada- 
mantine hearts  of  Israel ; and  yet,  the  fruit  of  his  labour  is  a 
conspiracy  against  his  life.  Monstrous  ingratitude  indeed  ; diabo- 
lical hypocrisy  ! But,  my  Lord ! I would  content  myself  were 
the  Pharisees  alone  guilty ; they  were  enemies,  and  denied  thy 
Divinity ; but  that  Christians,  who  are  honoured  with  thy  name 
and  adore  thy  majesty,  that  they,  I say,  should  be  implicated 
in  the  blackest  crimes,  is  strange  beyond  conception,  and  yet, 
alas  ! it  is  but  too  true. 

“ Why  do  you  tempt  me,  hypocrites  ?”  methinks  I hear  Christ 
say  to  the  blasphemer,  the  drunkard,  the  ambitious,  and  the  sen- 
sual. Why  appear  in  my  temple  to  offer  prayers  to  me  “ with 
your  lips,  while  your  hearts  are  far  away  ?”  Why  exclaim,  with 
apparent  compunction,  Porgive  me,  O Lord!  my  past  sins;  I 
am  sorry  for  them  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart ; forgive  me, 
O Lord  ! and  I will  sin  no  more  ? And  scarcely  will  you  pass 
the  threshold  of  the  sanctuary  when  you  forget  your  promises, 
and  you  add  to  the  list  of  your  iniquities.  The  sudden  ebulli- 
tion of  grace  gives  way  to  the  tide  of  nature,  and  the  chief  pre- 
rogative of  man,  I mean  cool  reflection,  is  swallowed  up  in  the 
gulf  of  tumultuous  passions.  And  is  not  this  hypocrisy?  Yes, 
and  of  a deeper  dye  than  that  of  the  Pharisees. 

“ Why  do  you  tempt  me,  hypocrite?”  says  God  to  the  hardened 
miser.  Why  do  you  offer  incense  to  Heaven  in  the  assemblage 
of  the  faithful,  while  your  unhallowed  prayers  are  directed  alone 
to  the  god  of  Mammon,  that  gilded  deity,  the  sole  scope  of  your 
thoughts,  the  centre  of  your  affections,  and  the  only  object  of 
your  desires  ? Why  outwardly  call  on  me  to  inflame  your  con- 
gealed breast  with  the  pure  fire  of  charity,  while  inwardly  deter- 
mined not  to  share  a farthing  with  the  weeping  orphan  or  dis- 
consolate widow?  “ Why  do  you  tempt  me  ?”  Oh  ! “wo  to  ye, 
Scribes  and  Pharisees,  you  who,  like  whitened  sepulchres,  are 
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fair  without,  but  foul  within  with  petrified  hearts  and  putrified 
bowels  ! “ Wo  to  you,  you  shall  receive  your  reward.” 

And  here,  my  brethren,  I must  call  your  attention  to  the  great 
object  of  this  morning’s  discourse.  Once  more  you  behold  me 
in  this  pulpit  the  feeble  advocate  of  these  harmless  children, 
these  happy  innocents,  who,  by  your  generous  exertions  on  last 
year,  have  been  preserved  from  the  wintry  blast  of  vice  and 
infamy,  while  fostered  in  the  bosom  of  piety  and  virtue. 

It  is  the  appealing  voice  of  mercy  that  calls  on  you  this  day 
on  behalf  of  female  innocence,  and  for  God’s  sake  and  your  own, 
for  the  sake  of  these  poor  orphans,  and  for  society  at  large, 
be  not  deaf  to  her  cries  and  supplications.  View  these  little 
children,  meek  objects  of  want;  pity  their  distress,  wipe  away 
their  tears  of  sorrow,  and  smooth  their  passage  through  this  life 
of  care  and  misery!  Come  not  here,  like  the  hypocritical  Pha- 
risees, externally  adorned  with  the  robes  of  charity,  and  while 
you  “ give  to  Caesar  what  belongs  to  Caesar,”  by  keeping  to  your- 
selves what  is  necessary  for  the  decent  support  of  your  wants, 
“ give  also  to  God  what  belongs  to  God,”  by  bestowing  your 
superfluities  to  the  poor  of  Jesus  Christ.  His  image  is  imprinted 
on  their  countenance.  They  belong  to  him,  and  let  not  avarice 
on  this  day  snatch  them  from  his  fond  arms  and  parental  embrace. 
Forbid  it,  Heaven ! Nature  and  humanity  alike  speak  too  plead- 
ingly in  their  behalf  for  me  to  fear  so  awful,  so  harrowing  a con- 
sequence. 

Let  us,  then,  with  hearts  glowing  with  the  sacred  love  of  our 
common  country,  and  anxious  for  her  future  happiness,  lay  the 
foundation-stone  of  her  prosperity  on  the  ruins  of  ignorance  and 
bigotry,  by  diffusing  the  streams  of  moral  instruction  through 
the  great  mass  of  the  lower  ranks  of  society.  Thus,  the  voice 
of  discord  shall  never  more  be  heard  in  the  land,  and  our  country, 
made  happy  by  the  industry  and  virtue  of  her  children,  will  bear 
more  than  a faint  resemblance  to  heaven. 

But  let  us,  as  usual,  on  bended  knees,  implore  the  aid  and 
light  of  the  Divine  Spirit,  that  the  smiles  of  an  approving  Divinity 
may  shed  additional  lustre  on  the  noble  cause  of  our  little  female 
supplicants. 

To  enter  the  lists  like  the  great  champions  in  the  days  of  St. 
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Paul,  and  run  the  course  appointed  for  us  so  a§  to  obtain  the 
prize,  is  the  great  end  for  which  our  bountiful  Creator  has  been 
so  liberal  to  man,  in  bestowing  on  him  the  noble  faculties  of  his 
soul  and  the  active  powers  of  his  organized  corporeal  machine. 
Nothing  is  wanting  on  the  part  of  God;  our  failure,  therefore, 
in  the  "race,  must  be  entirely  attributed  to  our  own  stupid  and 
torpid  negligence. 

There  is,  indeed,  an  essential  difference  between  the  objects 
which  the  Grecian  heroes  pursued,  and  that  which  we  struggle  for. 
The  disparity,  however,  is  in  our  favour,  and  should,  consequently, 
increase  our  shame  at  seeing  ourselves  outrun  by  them.  They 
ran  for  fading  laurels  and  a corruptible  momentary  crown ; whereas, 
immortality,  incorruptibility,  and  eternity,  are  the  happy  rewards 
held  forth  to  our  perseverance  in  the  great  course  of  salvation. 

These  were  the  motives  which  so  powerfully  operated  with  our 
saintly  forefathers,  whose  piety  was  the  admiration  of  the  Chris- 
tian world.  These,  I say,  were  the  motives  which  induced  them 
to  prefer  the  humility  of  the  cross,  the  poverty  of  the  Gospel, 
and  the  austerity  of  the  desert,  to  the  pomp  and  glare  of  worldly, 
ephemeral  grandeur,  to  the  false  tranquillity  of  voluptuous  opu- 
lence and  sordid  riches. 

They  were  strangers,  it  is  true,  to  the  fleeting  pleasures  of 
mere  earthly  fruitions,  but  they  tasted  of  the  delights  of  virtue, 
which  are  beyond  my  powers  of  expression.  Their  hearts,  free 
from  the  slavery  of  vanity  and  from  the  fetters  of  vice,  were  ever 
soothed  with  heavenly  consolations,  of  which  you,  0 my  God  ! 
you  alone  are  the  origin,  and  which  here  on  earth  are,  as  it 
were,  an  anticipated  paradise,  a ray  of  that  beatifying  glory 
which  they  now  enjoy,  and  which  will  be  their  happy  portion 
while  God  is  God.  But  the  glory  of  the  world,  like  worldings 
themselves,  dies  away  by  degrees ; both  are  buried  at  the  same 
time,  one  in  oblivion,  the  other  in  the  grave.  Applause  and  ad- 
miration might  have  exalted  them  while  living,  “ but  in  death,” 
says  the  holy  David,  “ their  memory  hath  perished  with  a noise.” 
They  may  have  amassed  brilliant  fortunes  for  their  pampered 
heirs,  but  these  fortunes  are  raised  on  earthly  foundations,  and 
shortly  must  exhibit  but  melancholy  ruins. 

How  often,  ah  ! how  often,  my  brethren,  could  you  and  I,  since 
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we  became  the  sad  witnesses  of  a Christian  world  partly  apos- 
tatized, partly  revolutionized  in  vice,  hut  not  reformed  in  virtue ; 
how  often  since  the  sad  epoch  of  the  destruction  of  our  own  na- 
tive land,  that  still,  like  a butchered  matron,  bleeds  out  of  every 
vein ; how  often  might  we  have  said,  in  the  language  of  the  Pro- 
phet, “ I have  seen  that  proud  man  of  the  world  raised  high  like 
the  cedars  of  Lebanon,  and  I passed  by,  and  lo,  he  was  not ; I 
sought,  I looked  around,  but  his  place  was  not  found” ! Here, 
indeed,  I could  enlarge  on  the  instability  of  all  sublunary  ex- 
istence. Daily  experience  furnishes  a thousand  most  striking  ex- 
amples within  its  boundaries ; but  nature  faints  away  at  the  me- 
lancholy prospect,  humanity  shudders  and  recoils,  reason  and 
religion  draw  a veil  over  their  insulted  and  sensitive  countenances, 
and  blush  to  have  been  mistaken  for  fanaticism  and  bigotry  ! In 
short,  the  entire  man  is  paralysed  with  horror  and  affright,  and 
lost  in  a maze  of  wonder  and  surprise. 

Let  me,  then,  exhort  you,  my  brethren,  to  look  forward  to  a 
greater  and  more  permanent  reward  than  this  world  can  bestow 
on  its  votaries.  Let  me  entreat  you  to  wean  your  affections  from 
earthly  enjoyments,  to  wade  against  the  current  of  vice,  and  to 
wing  your  thoughts  towards  heaven,  where  alone  true  happiness 
is  to  be  found.  This  is  the  reward  of  him  alone  who  is  victorious 
in  the  race  of  grace  and  virtue. 

Imitate,  then,  the  champions  of  Greece  of  whom  I have  already 
spoken,  who,  according  to  St.  Paul,  stript  themselves  of  everything 
in  order  to  be  unencumbered  in  the  fight ; by  which  we  are  taught, 
my  brethren,  to  disengage  our  affections  from  the  things  of  this 
earth,  if,  during  our  mortal  course,  we  wish  to  earn  an  immortal 
prize,  the  crown  of  everlasting  glory.  It  is  by  a strict  adherence 
to  the  laws  of  the  Gospel  of  charity,  by  a faithful  discharge  of 
the  important  duties  of  religion,  and  by  our  sympathy  for  our 
suffering  fellow-creatures,  that  we  may  expect  happiness  here  and 
hereafter. 

To  rescue  the  children  of  the  lower  orders  from  ignorance  and 
vice,  to  impress  on  their  young  minds  the  principles  of  the  Chris- 
tian religion  and  morality,  to  give  them  by  education  a relish  for 
the  blessings  of  eternity,  to  inspire  them  with  a sacred  respect 
for  the  property  of  their  neighbour,  and  diffuse  habits  of  obe- 
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dience  to  the  laws  of  their  country ; in  a word,  to  train  up  these 
tender  plants  for  society  here,  and  for  their  immortal  destination 
hereafter,  is  an  object  so  desirable,  that  genuine  patriotism  must 
exert  every  nerve  on  the  occasion. 

Deprived  of  the  fostering  hand  of  education,  which  enlightens 
the  mind  and  teaches  the  young  idea  how  to  develop  itself,  it 
is  a melancholy  truth  that  our  poor  will  bear  no  comparison  with 
those  of  suiTounding  countries.  Let  us  give  them  the  opportu- 
nity of  a trial  by  education.  The  rough  diamond  in  the  mine 
wears  an  unpromising  aspect,  till  the  hand  of  the  lapidary  clears 
away  the  crust  and  discovers  its  various  beauties. 

Let  us  educate  our  poor,  and  we  shall  see  idleness  and  vice, 
those  inseparable  companions,  so  deservedly  clothed  in  rags,  ex- 
iled from  the  land;  while  the  amiable  twins,  morality  and  in- 
dustry, will  walk  hand  in  hand,  shedding  their  holy  influence 
through  the  whole  range  of  their  activity,  and  strewing  their  path 
with  blessings.  The  prophetic  imagery  will  be  realised  in  our  soil ; 
instead  of  brambles,  roses  would  blow,  and  instead  of  the  brier, 
myrtles  should  flourish.  Such  must  infallibly  be  the  fruits  of 
the  moral  emancipation  of  the  human  mind. 

By  contributing,  then,  to  the  morality  of  the  children  of  the 
lower  ranks,  by  instilling  into  their  infant  minds,  by  a religious 
education,  the  maxims  and  duties  of  Christianity,  we  at  once 
bind  up  the  wounds  of  the  wretched,  pour  a balm  upon  the  bleed- 
ing hearts  of  the  oppressed,  nourish  the  infant  plant  and  train 
it  up  towards  virtue,  and  lay  the  foundation  of  happiness  for 
beings  yet  unborn. 

In  proportion  to  the  exercise  of  our  charity,  we  rise  into  some 
faint  emulation  of  that  ineffable  and  presiding  divinity,  whose 
characteristic  attribute  it  is  to  be  merciful  and  kind. 

Value  woman,  not  when  faded,  fallen,  degraded,  and  disgraced 
by  vice ; no,  value  her  as  she  is  represented  in  each  of  these 
infants,  basking  in  the  love  of  her  Jesus,  with  the  blessing  of 
Heaven  on  her  head,  and  the  purity  of  the  Gospel  in  her  heart, 
shedding  peace  and  happiness  around;  or  value  her  at  a more 
advanced  period,  seated  amongst  her  infant  train,  presiding  over 
her  happy  family  like  a household  divinity,  and  administering 
with  a gentle  yet  firm  hand  all  the  morality  of  the  parental  bond. 
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Value  virtuous  woman  through  all  the  various  stages  of  her 
life,  and  you  cannot  hut,  0 how  ardently  ! wish  to  realize  the 
seraphic  resemblance,  in  the  person  of  these  meek,  these  inno- 
cent little  ones,  of  their  Saviour  and  their  God.  Let  your  cha- 
rity he  shown  hy  your  generous  aid  to  these  little  innocents,  who 
are  now  looking  up  to  you,  as  the  benighted  traveller  gazes  on  a 
guiding  light,  with  eyes  of  tender  gratitude  and  joy.  See,  they 
implore  you  with  their  sweet  glances  to  have  pity  on  them,  to 
cherish  them,  and  to  be  their  stay.  Can  you  refuse  such  appeal- 
ing looks  ? Is  your  heart  unmoved  by  their  tearful  cheeks  ? 
Ah  ! no ; I see  such  is  not  the  case ; I behold  in  your  counte- 
nances the  pleasing  answer.  The  sympathetic  tear  of  charity  which 
tells  me  they  have  secured  in  your  hearts  a generous,  an  ample 
place,  trickles  down  your  cheeks,  and  ere  it  falls,  is  carried  hy 
the  hands  of  regarding  angels  to  the  throne  of  the  Most  High  as 
an  offering — oh,  how  pleasing  ! — to  the  God  of  charity  and  love. 

And  now  I must  conclude  my  appeal  by  reminding  you,  that 
no  matter  how  small  the  offering  from  the  poor  man,  it  will  he 
acceptable  to  God,  while  “from  him  to  whom  much  is  given, 
much  will  he  required.”  Ye  who  have  little,  give  something,  give 
it  cheerfully  ; ye  who  have  much,  give  amply,  give  abundantly. 
Ye  are  but  the  almoners  of  God’s  bounty ; as  such,  bestow  it  as 
he  willeth. 

He  has  promised  “ mercy  to  the  merciful.”  Think  ye  he  will 
not  keep  his  divine  promise  ? Even  “ for  a cup  of  cold  water 
given  in  his  name,”  rewards  tenfold  are  laid  up  in  his  heavenly 
kingdom.  What,  then,  must  he  expected  for  him  who  has  been 
a father  to  the  fatherless,  a prop  for  the  weak,  and  a shield  for 
innocent  beauty  ? Oh ! tongue  cannot  tell,  language  is  silently 
amazed,  and  visions  cannot  conceive  the  glory,  the  felicity  pre- 
pared for  the  charitable  man. 

That  such  may  be  in  store  for  you  all  in  that  bright  realm 
beyond  our  earthly  sight,  that  blessings  tenfold  be  yours  even 
during  the  term  of  your  mortal  career,  is  my  ardent  prayer,  and 
that  as  you  have  been  merciful  to  these  little  ones,  the  God  of 
mercy  may  crown  you  with  the  bright  insignia  of  mercy.  An 
everlasting,  unfading  diadem  of  glory,  I wish  you  all. 

May  God  bless  you.  Amen. 

z 
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A SERMON 

ON 

BEHALF  OF  SIXTY  ORPHANS. 


“ Brethren,  do  not  become  children  in  sense,  hut  in  maKce  he  children,  and 
in  sense  be  perfect.” — St.  Paul  in  his  first  Epistle  to  the  Corinthians , xiv,  20. 

Once  more,  dearly-beloved  brethren  in  Christ,  you  behold  me 
in  this  pulpit  the  willing,  I assure  you,  although,  from  repeated 
applications,  the  nearly  exhausted  advocate  of  sixty  little  unfor- 
tunates, yet  innocents,  marked  with  the  features  of  the  Divinity, 
who,  by  your  generous  exertions,  have  been  already  snatched 
from  temporal,  and  I hope  eternal  destruction. 

They  are  chiefly  the  suffering  offspring  of  your  fellow-parishi- 
oners, who  have  grown  up  amongst  you,  but  on  whose  tender 
years  Heaven  has  not  smiled  so  propitiously  as  on  others,  in 
order  that  the  brilliant  star  of  your  mercy  might  shed  its  cheering 
rays  over  the  gloomy  habitations  of  the  wretched,  and  that  the 
full  tide  of  your  compassion  might  fertilize  by  its  generous  waters 
the  bleak  wilderness  of  distress. 

You  have  already,  in  concert  with  the  truly  benevolent  of  your 
city  at  large,  laid  the  foundation-stone  of  your  country’s  pros- 
perity, by  sheltering  under  the  hallowed  canopy  of  public  muni- 
ficence so  many  thousands  of  her  poor  sons  and  daughters,  who, 
if  thrown  out  on  the  world,  unfed,  unpitied,  and  unknown,  must 
have  infallibly  become  the  nuisance  of  earth,  and  the  outcast  of 
heaven,  perhaps  for  an  endless  eternity.  Yes,  as  the  disgrace  of 
their  country  and  their  age,  they  would  have  been  a curse  and 
not  a blessing,  the  bane  instead  of  the  antidote,  as  they  are,  of 
our  beautiful,  although  misruled  land. 

May  the  Father  of  infinite  mercy  inspire  you  all  with  a holy 
emulation  on  this  day,  that  thus  the  poor  little  sufferers  whom 
the  Almighty,  in  the  wise  dispensations  of  his  providence,  has 
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consigned  to  your  care,  especially  to  you  of  this  parish,  may  be 
blessed  by  your  generosity,  whilst  obtaining  for  you  in  return  the 
approving  smiles  of  Heaven,  and  all  thus  recognising  the  healing 
hand  of  the  Almighty  Father  of  mankind. 

But  why  for  a moment  should  I doubt  the  success  of  my  ap- 
peal this  day  to  your  feelings  ? Why  fear  the  result  whilst  I 
address  a number  of  my  fellow-citizens,  not  more  distinguished 
for  their  character  in  society  and  their  goods  of  fortune,  than 
their  unlimited  mercy  and  beneficence  to  the  miserable  and  dis- 
tressed ? And  still  more  so,  when  I behold  so  many  present  of 
those  whom  even  the  hallowed  dignity  of  this  pulpit  will  allow 
me  to  call  so  many  household  divinities  here  on  earth  ; who,  in 
imitation  of  their  divine  Master,  are  never  wearied  in  going  about 
doing  good,  and  who  must  ensure  to  themselves  and  to  their  pos- 
terity the  warmest  benediction  of  approving  Heaven,  both  in  this 
world  and  in  the  next. 

I must  regret,  indeed,  that  the  scene  of  public  affairs  has  been 
much  altered  since  I had  the  honour  of  addressing  you  on  a 
former  occasion,  and  of  claiming  your  mercy  for  the  destitute  and 
fatherless  of  this  parish.  Then  the  olive  branch  of  peace  was 
planted  in  our  soil,  and  the  blessings  of  plenty  smiled  on  our 
hills  and  through  our  vales.  Now  an  implacable  foe  threatens 
to  vomit  on  our  once  happy  shores  the  smoke  of  his  fury,  and 
with  his  devouring  legions  attempts  to  destroy  our  liberties  and 
our  lives.  Heaven  in  its  wrath  appears  to  have  closed  its  wonted 
mercy  in  our  regard,  and  owing  to  our  crimes,  has  refused  its  genial 
and  generous  rays.  But  from  the  sequel  of  this  discourse,  I 
fondly  hope  that  these  apparent  frowns  of  offended  Heaven  will 
appear  as  so  many  covered  smiles  in  the  cause  of  the  neglected, 
or  as  the  mantling  of  a cloud  which  for  a moment  conceals  the 
meridian  sun,  whose  vivid  rays  will  warm  into  life  the  congealed 
vitals  of  those  perishing  orphans. 

The  duty  of  charity  is  so  agreeable  to  the  common  notions  of 
mankind  at  large,  that  every  one  must  condemn  the  mean  and 
sordid  spirit  of  the  wretch  in  the  shape  of  man  whom  God  has 
blessed  with  abundance,  and  who  is  yet  relentless  to  the  cries  of 
the  miserable  and  forlorn.  We  must  all,  my  beloved  brethren, 
look  with  pity,  if  not  with  abhorrence  and  contempt,  on  that  man 
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who  is  ever  amassing  riches,  and  never  bestowing  them  on  the 
afflicted  and  the  destitute ; he  who,  to  use  a strong  figure,  is  as 
greedy  as  the  sea,  but,  unlike  it,  as  barren  as  the  shore. 

The  love  of  our  fellow- creature  is  an  affection  wisely  and  bene- 
volently interwoven  in  our  frame  by  the  great  Author  of  nature. 
Hence,  where  abstracted  reason  alone  is  too  solitary,  slow,  or  remiss 
a counsellor,  we  have  in  our  breast  a more  vigorous  and  animat- 
ing pleader  to  excite  us  to  acts  of  benevolence  aud  love  towards 
our  distressed  brethren,  without  any  parochial  or  religious  dis- 
tinction. 

Truly  mean,  contemptible,  and  sordid,  must  that  man  be,  whose 
soul  is  so  engrossed  by  the  miserable  dross  of  this  life,  as  to  for- 
get his  nature  and  his  kind,  and  to  limit  his  span  to  his  own 
home,  or  to  the  narrow  space  that  runs  between  his  cradle  and 
his  grave,  making  money  his  slave,  or  rather  the  god  of  his 
idolatry. 

True  benevolence,  extensive  as  the  light  of  the  sun,  takes  in 
all  mankind  in  its  comprehensive  grasp,  shedding  on  all  its  genial 
and  illuminating  rays.  Hence,  under  its  cheering  influence,  we 
recognise  in  all  men,  from  the  heats  of  Africa  to  the  ice  of  Green- 
land, the  features  of  the  Almighty  Father  of  us  all,  be  they  black 
or  white.  For  as  to  their  souls,  they  were  “ made  to  his  image 
and  likeness,”  and  destined  for  his  glory  and  happiness. 

Believe  me,  my  beloved  brethren,  then,  that  thus  to  grasp  the 
whole  of  all  rational  beings  within  an  overflowing  love,  is  to 
possess  the  greatest  of  all  earthly  enjoyments.  It  is  to  make 
near  approach  to  the  happiness  of  higher  natures,  assimilating 
us  to,  or,  as  the  Koyal  Psalmist  sings,  “ making  us  little  less 
than  angels.”  It  is,  in  short,  giving  us  here  an  anticipation  of 
the  joys  of  the  world  to  come,  where  all  is  everlasting,  pure 
benevolence  and  love.  Yes,  my  brethren,  it  is  impossible,  in 
my  opinion, — and  that  opinion  I must  tell  you  is  founded  on  the 
assertions  of  the  wisest  and  most  learned  Fathers  of  the  Church 
of  God, — that  the  man  who,  actuated  by  a principle  of  obedience 
to  his  Creator,  has  cherished  each  just,  generous,  and  loving 
movement  of  the  soul,  with  a head  ever  studious  to  contrive,  a 
heart  ever  willing  to  promote,  and  hands  ever  ready  to  distribute 
for  the  good  of  his  fellow- creatures,  should,  notwithstanding,  be 
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abandoned  by  his  God,  and  be  doomed  for  ever  to  be  an  associate 
with  accursed  spirits  in  the  regions  of  perdition,  where  benevo- 
lence never  shed  a friendly  beam,  and  where  hatred  and  malice, 
with  anguish,  horror,  and  despair,  must  reign  for  ever  and  for 
ever. 

No,  my  beloved  brethren,  the  riches  we  give  away  on  this  earth 
will  abide  with  us  in  another  brighter  and  purer  world.  Our 
charity  will  accompany  us  when  time  shall  be  no  more.  In  short, 
the  bud  of  mercy  which  opens  here  below,  will  grow  and  blow 
into  full  verdure  and  expansion  above,  and  beautify  even  the 
paradise  of  heaven. 

0 God  of  mercy ! abandon  not,  I beseech  thee,  the  work  of 
thine  own  diviue  hands.  The  little  ones  whose  cause  I plead  this 
day  have  been  redeemed  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  “ the  Lamb  who 
was  slain  from  the  beginning  of  the  world,”  “ the  Lamb  of  God 
who  taketh  away  the  sins  of  the  world.” 

These  creatures,  my  little  innocents,  are  marked  in  a peculiar 
manner  with  the  features  of  Jesus  Christ,  for  he  too  was  a child 
of  innocence  and  love,  and,  like  these,  “ had  not  whereon  to  lay 
his  head.”  Let  them  not,  therefore,  perish  in  the  storm.  But  as 
usual,  let  us  pause  for  a moment,  and  in  fervent  prayer,  let  us 
court  the  approving  smile  of  Heaven  by  reciting  “ Our  Father  ’ 
and  “ Hail  Mary.” 

1 need  not  tell  you  that  the  parochial  establishments  for  the 
education  of  our  young  poor  are  even,  in  a political  and  civil 
view,  absolutely  necessary  for  the  welfare  of  society.  The  secu- 
rity of  your  very  persons,  your  property,  your  character,  as  well 
as  the  general  happiness  of  the  community  and  state,  depend 
upon  it.  If  we  do  not  educate  them,  if  we  do  not  bestow  a part 
of  our  property  or  money  to  render  their  life  supportable,  if  we 
take  no  means  or  pains  to  ameliorate  the  condition  of  the  un- 
fortunate victims  of  misery,  must  we  not  expect  that  the  cry  of 
fainting  nature  will  drown  the  voice  of  cooler  reason,  and  that 
violent  passion  will  compel  a starving  brother  to  stain  his  hands 
with  the  blood  of  his  fellow-man,  in  order  to  become  possessor  of 
some  scanty  means  of  existence  ? Hence  it  is,  that  this  blackest 
and  foulest  of  all  crimes,  from  which  even  the  vilest  traitor  would 
recoil  with  horror,  is  perpetrated  on  account  of  the  hardened  ob- 
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duracy  of  the  unfeeling  rich,  by  those  whose  extreme  want  ab- 
sorbs every  rational  consideration. 

It  therefore  behoves  you,  my  dearly-beloved  brethren,  to  edu- 
cate our  youth,  if  you  mean  to  enjoy  social  peace  or  domestic 
happiness. 

The  neglect  of  sustaining  our  public  establishments  for  this 
end  has  been  heretofore  the  fertile  means  of  augmenting  want, 
vice,  and  infamy. 

Hence  so  many  unprovoked  assassinations  and  so  many  wan- 
ton acts  of  injustice.  Hence,  in  fine,  have  arisen  the  contagion, 
the  fever,  and  the  famine  which  breathe  pestilence  through  the 
streets,  and  fill  so  many  abodes  of  wretchedness  with  the  sons 
of  crime  and  daughters  of  debauchery.  Yes,  my  innocent  and 
virtuous  hearers,  this  shameful  abandonment  and  neglect  have 
increased  the  number  of  our  prisons,  bridewells,  and  peniten- 
tiaries, and  the  cells  of  infamy  and  hells  of  perdition  with  which 
even  this  very  neighbourhood  so  plentifully  abounds. 

To  the  disgrace  of  humanity,  we  behold  this,  and  many  of 
us  are  insensible  to  the  results.  How  intimately  is  the  happiness 
of  the  state  connected  with  the  religious,  moral,  and  literary  in- 
struction of  youth ! The  most  celebrated  nations  of  antiquity 
established  public  schools  for  that  purpose,  and  our  own  dear 
country,  as  I have  elsewhere  shown,  took  its  stand  in  this  en- 
nobling work. 

If,  on  examination,  we  find  the  system  of  education  adopted 
by  the  Persians,  the  Cretans,  and  the  Lacedsemonians,  not  so  re- 
fined as  they  are  now  administered  at  this  advanced  age  of  society; 
if  we  find  parental  affection  destitute  of  all  that  anxious  tender- 
ness with  which  parents  at  this  day  so  fondly  endeavour  to  pre- 
serve and  nurse  the  fruit  of  their  loins,  let  us  remember  that  the 
improvement  of  the  mind  of  man  and  the  civilization  of  society 
are  gradual  and  progressive,  and  that  man,  deprived  of  the  clear 
knowledge  afforded  by  revelation  and  religion  of  his  moral  duties, 
is  almost  entirely  the  creature  of  appetite  and  instinct. 

Let  us  remember,  that  the  foundation  of  our  refined  system 
has  been  laid  by  them  when  emerging  from  the  rudeness  and  igno- 
rance of  barbarous  ages.  Now,  indeed,  moral  duties  are  far 
better  understood,  because  more  clearly  defined.  Juster  ideas  are 
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acquired  of  all  our  social  relations;  filial,  parental,  and  conjugal 
affections  are  heightened,  and  stripped  of  all  that  mistaken  ten- 
derness which  prompted  even  the  brightest  ornaments  of  pagan 
philosophy  to  consign  their  aged  parents  to  the  savage  jaws  of 
the  tiger,  in  order  to  free  them  from  the  miseries  of  infirmity  and 
decrepitude,  and  to  abandon  their  new  born  infants,  if  deformed, 
to  the  severity  of  the  elements  as  unworthy  members  of  the  state. 

But  to  what  purpose  do  I here  compliment  our  present  system 
of  instruction,  so  beautiful  in  speculation,  if  we  neglect  to  prac- 
tise it  ? I have  already  told  you  that  it  is  a culpable  omission, 
and  that  this  necessarily  must  affect  your  property,  your  persons, 
your  character,  and  perhaps  your  lives,  some  day  or  other,  but 
which  your  generous  exertions  on  this  day  have  warded  off. 

Here,  as  yet,  the  halls  of  our  public  instruction  are  not  opened 
for  the  children  of  poverty,  as  in  the  happier  and  more  en- 
lightened countries  of  the  continent,  where  the  child  of  the  beg- 
gar is  as  welcome  to  the  University  as  the  child  of  his  sovereign. 
And  how  often  there  have  poor  and  wretched  families  become 
prosperous,  nay,  opulent  in  the  world,  by  the  abilities  of  their 
children,  which  frequently  advanced  them  so  far  as  to  steer  the 
helm  of  government  with  the  applause  of  an  admiring  nation ! 

But  such  blessings  cannot  be  expected  here,  where,  yet  under 
penal  laws,  knowledge  is  purchased  by  wealth,  and  instruction  re- 
moved from  the  hamlet  of  misery,  or,  what  is  worse,  at  the  sacri- 
fice of  faith  and  conscience,  and  thus  society  is  robbed  of  thou- 
sands of  invaluable  members,  and  perhaps  the  sovereign  of  the 
best  of  subjects.  How  eminently  an  early  religious  and  moral 
education  is  calculated  to  promote  the  best  and  dearest  interests  of 
society,  cannot  be  questioned  for  a moment  by  the  reflecting  mind. 
Even  the  ingenious,  and  in  many  cases  absurd,  Montesquieu  was 
forced  to  admit  that  “ Religion  is  the  best  security  we  can  have 
for  the  honesty  of  man and  the  great  Lord  Bacon,  who  was 
great  in  talent  and  corruption,  was  forced  to  say  that  “ religion 
is  the  foundation  of  sound  morality.”  He  who  has  no  religion, 
is  that  terrible  animal  who  perceives  its  liberty  only  when  it 
tears  in  pieces  and  devours  all  within  its  influence,  as  lately  ex- 
hibited soshamefully  in  a neighbouring  nation. 

Hence  it  is,  that  the  brightest  ornaments  of  even  pagan  philo- 
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sophy  were  so  fully  convinced  of  the  importance  of  having  se- 
cured among  the  people  religious  impressions  for  the  welfare  of 
the  state,  and  that  on  every  occasion  they  established  the  moral 
maxims  of  their  superstitious  system  as  the  only  solid  basis  of 
political  legislation.  The  joys  of  Olympus  and  Elysium  were 
continually  held  forth  as  the  sacred  rewards  of  virtue ; whilst  the 
tortures  of  Tartarus  awed  even  the  viciously  inclined  to  an  ob- 
servance of  the  laws. 

What  pleasure,  then,  must  it  not  afford  to  every  lover  of  his 
country,  to  every  well-wisher  of  social  order  and  national  pros- 
perity, to  behold  so  many  seminaries  within  the  precincts  of  our 
metropolis,  after  so  many  barbarous  and  unchristian  edicts  to  the 
contrary,  for  the  instruction  of  the  infant  poor,  who  must  other- 
wise become  a nuisance  to  the  country  and  a curse  to  society  ! 

Amongst  those  institutions,  there  is  one  established  here  for 
the  most  abandoned  corners  and  unprovided  districts  of  this  ca- 
pital (in  Ash  Street),  which,  from  its  peculiar  situation,  has  the 
strongest  claim  on  the  bounty  of  an  enlightened  and  benevolent 
public.  The  object  of  this  religious  and  charitable  establishment 
is  to  instruct,  and  as  far  as  possible  to  support,  the  suffering  off- 
spring of  reduced  manufacturers  in  the  Earl  of  Meath’s  Liberty — 
so  dreadfully  reduced  from  former  affluent  circumstances — in  some 
useful  trade  or  occupation.  Thus,  it  befriends  the  most  friendless, 
and  shelters  under  its  sacred  roof  the  most  forlorn  and  abject  of 
the  human  race. 

By  diffusing  the  blessings  of  a sound,  religious,  and  moral 
education  through  the  great  mass  of  the  humbler  classes,  the 
chains  of  pernicious  societies  are  broken,  and  the  links  of  crime 
destroyed;  the  jails  are  deprived  of  their  inmates,  and  the  scaffold 
of  its  unfortunate  victims  ; in  short,  the  immediate  object  of  this 
institution  is  to  extend  the  conquests  of  morality  by  protecting 
our  poor  from  the  fangs  of  bigots  and  proselytisers,  and  the  se- 
curity of  our  persons  against  assaults  and  murders,  by  saving  our 
property  from  depredation,  and  our  peaceful  homes  from  the  des- 
perate visits  of  midnight  robbers  or  vile  incendiaries. 

The  governors,  therefore,  of  this  charity  fondly  hope  to  see 
their  opulent  brethren,  of  every  denomination,  at  the  sermon 
which  is  to  be  preached  in  Ash  Street  Chapel  on  next  Sunday, 


185 

for  the  support  of  this  Asylum  of  iDnocence,  where  the  children 
of  sorrow  are  received  without  any  distinction,  no  recommenda- 
tion being  necessary  but  the  melancholy  signature  of  distress. 

But  before  I conclude,  let  me  make  a few  practical  reflections 
on  the  necessity  of  us  all  returning  to  God  by  a perfect  conver- 
sion, and  crowning  that  conversion  by  the  all-saving  virtue  of 
charity. 

O divine  Lord  and  supreme  Arbiter  of  the  world ! how  thank- 
ful should  we  not  ever  be  to  thee  for  having  so  peculiarly  selected 
us  for  the  full  sunshine  of  thy  grace,  and  for  the  meridian  of  thy 
mercy  ! But,  alas  ! notwithstanding  the  inestimable  benefit  of 
this  noontide  splendour  of  birth,  selection,  and  redemption,  with 
faith,  sacraments,  and  grace  of  conversion,  hatched  for  ages  un- 
der the  wings  of  eternity,  and  born  with  the  Man-God  himself ; 
notwithstanding  the  thunder  of  the  Gospel  in  these  words,  “With- 
out faith  it  is  impossible  to  please  God  “ without  charity  you 
are  nothing and  “ without  penance  ye  shall  all  perish yet 
how  unconcernedly  do  not  the  great  bulk  of  Christians  stand  ! 
With  what  seeming  apathy  do  they  not  hear  the  unalterable  de- 
crees of  Heaven,  as  if  they  had  no  souls  to  be  saved,  or  as  if 
Heaven  was  not  to  be  carried  by  persevering  virtue,  or,  as  our 
Lord  calls  it,  “ the  violence  which  beareth  it  away !” 

In  short,  Christians  live  as  if  the  body  were  more  valuable 
than  the  soul,  and  a fleeting  life  preferable  to  eternal  joys  and 
glory.  They  live  on,  reckless,  as  if  death  were  a greater  evil 
than  damnation.  They  seem  to  be  creatures  of  appetite  alone. 
They  indulge  their  passions  without  limits  or  restraint,  and  the 
darling  idol  of  their  hearts  seems  to  be  the  gratification  of  sense. 
Hence,  unmindful  of  God  and  eternity,  they  pawm  their  souls 
and  barter  their  consciences  for  earthly  possessions  ; whilst  eter- 
nity, that  awful  eternity  to  which  they  are  quickly  running,  is 
abandoned  to  the  uncertain  chance  of  fluctuating  fate  or  blind 
hazard  ! 0 God  ! is  this  to  be  our  case  ? It  is  for  this  reason, 

our  good  and  merciful  Lord  thus  laments  so  forcibly,  in  the  fifth 
chapter  of  the  Prophecy  of  Isaias,  the  base  ingratitude  of  his 
erring  children  : “ And  now,  O ye  inhabitants  of  Jerusalem,  and 
ye  men  of  Juda  ! judge  between  me  and  my  vineyard.  What  is 
there  that  I ought  to  do  more  to  my  vineyard  that  I have  not 
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done  to  it?  Was  it  that  I looked  that  it  should  bring  forth 
grapes,  and  it  hath  brought  forth  wild  grapes  ? And  now  I will 
show  you  what  I will  do  to  my  vineyard.  I will  take  away  the 
hedge  thereof,  and  it  shall  he  wasted  ; I will  break  down  the 
wall  thereof,  and  it  shall  he  trodden  down ; and  I will  make  it 
desolate  ; it  shall  not  he  pruned,  and  it  shall  not  he  digged,  hut 
briers  and  thorns  shall  come  up,  and  I will  command  the  clouds 

to  rain  no  rain  upon  it Therefore,  are  my  people  led  away 

captive,  because  they  had  not  knowledge,  and  their  nobles  have 
perished  with  famine,  and  their  multitudes  were  dried  up  with 
thirst.  Therefore  hath  hell  enlarged  her  soul  and  opened  her 
mouth  without  any  hounds,  and  their  strong  ones,  and  their 
people,  and  their  high  and  glorious  ones,  shall  go  down  into  it.” 

0 my  God ! suspend  this  sentence,  even  for  a moment,  that 
we  may  sigh  and  cry  for  pardon,  and  that  we  may  obtain  it.  If, 
by  our  past  folly,  we  have  idled  away  our  time  and  offended  thy 
majesty,  now,  at  least,  we  are  ready  to  labour  in  thy  vineyard, 
and  there  to  persevere  unto  the  end.  The  eleventh  hour  is  not 
yet  past ; let  thy  mercy,  therefore,  be  extended  to  us.  We  are 
all  assembled  here  this  day,  at  the  voice  of  compassion  and  the 
cry  of  distress.  Have  compassion  on  us,  and  remove  far  from 
us  the  distress  and  misery  of  sin.  We  come  to  thy  sanctuary 
of  mercy,  to  pour  the  halm  of  comfort  into  the  wounds  of  the 
wretched  and  the  afflicted.  It  is  thus  we  wish  to  “ bring  forth 
fruits  worthy  of  penance,”  and  worthy  of  thy  acceptance. 

Praise  be  to  Heaven,  you  are  thus  determined,  my  beloved 
brethren,  to  begin  the  work  of  your  salvation  with  true  contrition 
and  all-powerful  charity.  Ah  ! then,  view  these  meek  children 
of  innocence  and  distress.  Learn  to  pity  their  condition,  to  re- 
lieve their  wants,  and  thus  he  crowned  with  success. 

Charity  I would  call  a blazing  sun  placed  by  God  in  the  heart 
of  man,  darting  its  rays  on  all  sides.  Its  brightest,  purest  beam 
is  directed  towards  heaven,  for  its  meridian  is  the  love  of  God ; 
the  next  shines  over  the  earth,  and  spreads  its  rays  from  the 
equator  to  the  poles,  warming  into  the  love  of  his  neighbour  the 
frozen  Laplander  and  cold-hearted  Muscovite,  the  superstitious 
pagan  and  the  rude  son  of  Mahomet,  the  circumcised  Jew  and 
the  outcast  Gentile ; but  over  and  above  all  these,  the  true  dis- 


ciples  of  the  Saviour  of  mercy,  who  has  declared,  that  whilst 
“ there  is  no  mercy  for  him  who  has  not  shown  mercy,”  “ it  is  by 
charity  all  men  shall  be  known  who  are  his  disciples.” 

Let  not,  then,  this  sacred  fire  of  fraternal  love  be  extinguished 
amongst  you  by  the  congealing  blasts  of  Mammon  or  avarice. 
Let  us  not  witness  the  same  sad  scene  exhibited  in  a neighbouring 
populous  parish,  when  not  even  fifty  persons  attended  on  a late 
occasion  to  alleviate  by  their  charity  the  distresses  of  their  almost 
innumerable  poor  ! Will  you  not  boast,  as  you  have  hitherto 
done,  generous  inhabitants  of  this  metropolis,  of  more  tender- 
ness towards  the  poor  than  the  turbulent  children  of  apostate 
Gaul,  who  have  of  late  turned  so  much  from  their  ancient  faith 
and  past  glories,  but  whom  we  hope  to  see  again  return  to  their 
Mother  Church,  and  the  light  of  that  religion  which  for  so  many 
ages  illuminated  her  children.  Come,  then,  ray  beloved  brethren, 
supply  by  your  charity  on  this  day  the  want  of  a more  liberal  and 
beneficial  plan  of  education  than  the  malice  of  man  and  perverted 
laws  have  allowed  to  our  misruled  land.  These  poor  orphans 
must  be  abandoned  to  all  the  horrors  of  ignorance  and  misery, 
if  you  are  not  bountiful  on  this  occasion.  In  the  name  of  God, 
then,  for  his  sake  and  for  your  own  sake,  look  with  compassion  on 
these  poor  destitute  and  forlorn  children,  in  whose  bosom  the 
pure  flame  of  virtue  has  already  been  enkindled  by  your  munifi- 
cence, and  by  your  continuous,  congenial  warmth,  never  let  it  be 
extiguished  until  all  shall  meet  in  the  eternal  tabernacles  of  cha- 
rity. Amen. 
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A SERMON 

ON  RESPECT 

FOR  RELIGIOUS  CEREMONIES. 


“ And  behold,  a leper  came  and  adored  Him,  saying  : If  thou  wilt,  0 Lord, 
thou  canst  make  me  clean.” — St.  Matt.,  viii,  2. 

(treat  and  surprising,  indeed,  is  the  eagerness  of  the  leper, 
whose  miraculous  healing  is  recorded  in  the  holy  Gospel  read  by 
the  Church  on  this  day.  Penetrated  with  a sense  of  his  own 
corruption  and  the  misery  that  afflicts  him,  yet  still  sensible  that 
no  disorder  is  incurable  to  an  all-powerful  Physician,  who  is  the 
Master  of  life  and  death,  he  addresses  himself  to  our  Divine  Ke- 
deemer  as  to  the  Almighty,  and  prostrated  on  the  ground,  in 
token  of  his  humiliation,  he  adores  him  in  that  posture,  and 
earnestly  beseeches  him  to  he  delivered  from  the  disorder  which 
disfigures  him,  and  cleansed  of  that  loathsome  leprosy  wherewith 
he  sees  himself  miserably  covered  all  over.  The  horror  he  has  of 
his  state  engages  him  to  turn  without  delay  to  Jesus,  whose  om- 
nipotence he  acknowledges,  saying,  “ If  thou  wilt,  thou  canst 
make  me  clean.”  He  solicits  him  in  his  favour  in  the  most  hum- 
ble, supplicating  manner,  and  Jesus,  touched  with  compassion, 
in  his  infinite  mercy,  yields  to  his  desire,  and  stretching  forth  his 
hand,  he  touches  the  diseased,  and  the  humble  petitioner  is 
cleansed  from  his  leprosy. 

O Divine  Omnipotence  ! he  you  for  ever  adored  ! Mercy  of 
God,  he  you  for  ever  praised  ! You  have  cleansed,  O my  God  ! 
the  leper  of  his  corporal  misery,  you  have  liberated  him  from  his 
distressing  situation,  and  will  you  now  refuse  to  heal  the  spiritual 
leprosy  which  oppresses  the  souls  of  sinners,  souls  so  dearly 
purchased  with  your  sacred  blood,  which  purpled  the  wood  of 
an  ignominious  cross  ? Ah  ! no,  my  brethren,  the  same  omni- 


potence  and  mercy  which  cured  the  leper  of  the  Gospel,  are  still 
held  out  for  our  spiritual  cure.  Let  us,  then,  only  approach  our 
Saviour  with  the  same  fervent  dispositions  as  the  leper  did,  and 
our  cure  shall  be  more  beneficial.  He  was  freed  from  a temporal 
malady,  but  we  shall  he  freed  from  a spiritual  one,  and  of  conse- 
quence eternal.  For,  whatever  participates  of  the  nature  of  spirit, 
must  be  infallibly  adorned  with  the  dignifying  characteristic  of 
immortality. 

The  subject,  however,  that  I intend  for  your  instruction  this 
evening,  my  brethren,  has  not  for  its  leading  feature  the  spirit  of 
repentance.  Struck  with  amazement  at  the  indifference  with 
which  the  sacred  rites  and  ceremonies  of  the  Catholic  Church  are 
treated  by  some  of  her  unthinking  children,  borne  away  with  the 
torrent  of  incredulity,  not,  I hope,  from  real  principle,  but  from 
a foolish  pride,  to  become  fashionable  in  the  giddy  circle  of  the 
world ; struck,  I say,  at  this  strange  phenomenon,  I take  up  the 
cause  of  religion  on  this  evening,  and  address  myself  to  those 
half-bred  Catholics  of  the  day,  who  despise,  or  affect  to  despise, 
the  external  rites  of  religion.  Such  vile  wretches  I must  compare 
to  the  ungrateful  child,  who,  nourished  in  his  infant  days  with 
the  milk  of  a tender  mother,  grown  strong  and  robust,  he  not 
only  despises  her,  but  forgetting  every  sentiment  of  filial  affection, 
lifts  the  hand  of  impiety  to  strike  his  fond  parent  in  the  venerable 
days  of  helpless  old  age.  Base  mortal,  indeed,  unworthy  of  the 
society  of  men,  undeserving  of  the  name  of  man,  much  less  of 
Christians. 

And  are  Christians  excusable,  while,  puffed  up  with  pride  and 
imaginary  learning,  they  think  themselves  sufficiently  qualified  to 
scrutinize  the  divine  mysteries  of  religion,  and  condemn  them  as 
foolish  or  scandalous,  because  they  coincide  not  with  the  false, 
unchristian  principles  fabricated  by  their  corrupted  reason,  which, 
in  their  opinion,  however,  must  be  the  criterion  of  judgment  in 
all  religious  discussions?  Ah  ! be  not  too  wise  in  your  own  con- 
ceit, will  .1  cry  out  with  St.  Paul,  and  let  religion  alone.  Remem- 
ber that  they  who  are  too  wise  in  their  own  eyes,  are  too  crimi- 
nal in  the  eyes  of  the  Almighty.  Reflect,  that  he  who  laughs  at 
sacred  ceremonies,  has  but  a short  passage  to  question  articles 
of  faith,  and  the  disbelief  of  one  brands  the  unbeliever  with  the 
opprobrious  stigma  of  apostacy  or  heresy ! 
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Oar  divine  faith  does  not  consider  human  reason  as  the  infal- 
lible basis;  neither  is  the  judgment  of  any  man  to  be  considered 
as  its  foundation.  No  ; the  basis  of  the  Catholic  religion  stands 
firm  on  the  authority  of  God,  conveyed  to  us  by  the  Church, 
which  we  believe  to  be  unerring ; she  is  his  sure  and  infallible  in- 
terpreter ; she  is  our  Mother  to  command,  and  we  her  children  to 
obey.  He  who  is  guided  by  these  principles  has  true  wisdom  fof 
his  conductor.  But  he  who  steers  by  the  compass  of  his  own  pri- 
vate judgment  must  necessarily  float  on  uncertainties,  is  a child 
of  folly,  the  sport  of  passion,  and  an  outlaw  of  reason,  who  wan- 
ders in  error  here,  to  live  in  flames  eternal  hereafter  ! Ah  ! then, 
Christians,  be  not  too  “ wise  in  your  own  conceit,”  nor  too  con- 
fident in  your  own  unstable  judgment,  as  this  is  the  sign  of  damn- 
ing pride. 

Is  it  not  evident  that  our  Divine  Redeemer,  in  the  miraculous 
cure  mentioned  already,  refers  the  effect  thereof  to  acts  of  reli- 
gion apparently  trifling  and  frivolous,  to  wit,  the  prostration  and 
adoration  of  the  leper,  thereby  to  render  respectable  to  all  eyes, 
the  ceremonies  and  pious  practices  of  the  Church  ? which  is  the 
subject  I have  selected  for  your  instruction  this  evening. 

In  the  first  place,  you  shall  see  the  veneration  with  which  we 
ought  to  behold  the  sacred  ceremonies  of  religion ; and  in  the  se- 
cond, the  spirit  with  which  we  ought  to  perform  them. 

Omnipotent  and  Eternal  God ! how  wonderful  are  thy  ways, 
and  thy  judgments  how  far  removed  from  our  limited  comprehen- 
sion ! Thou  hast  granted  us,  it  is  true,  the  noble  faculty  of 
choice  or  free  will,  and  bestowed  on  us  reason  as  the  guardian  of 
our  virtue.  The  one,  however,  has  been  darkened  and  corrupted 
by  the  sin  of  our  first  parents ; the  other,  although  not  entirely 
lost,  has,  alas  ! been  so  weakened  and  deprived  of  its  original 
efficacy,  that  it  values  nothing  unless  under  the  influence  of  grace, 
as  the  great  Doctor,  St.  Augustine,  remarks.  Grant,  then,  we 
beseech  thee,  O bountiful  Creator ! that  our  free  will  be  always 
determined  to  good  by  thy  efficacious  grace,  and  our  proud  reason 
directed  by  the  glaring  light  of  revelation.  Thus,  religion  will 
be  revered,  its  ceremonies  venerated,  and  Catholics  will  be  the 
true  followers  of  a crucified  Jesus ! Mary,  Queen  of  Heaven 
intercede  in  our  behalf,  while  we  salute  you  with  the  Angel,  and 
say,  “ Hail  Mary,  full  of  grace,”  etc. 
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Difficult,  very  difficult  indeed,  my  brethren,  is  the  subject  I 
have  chosen  for  your  information,  because  in  it  the  impious  tenets 
of  deism  must  be  subverted,  popular  prejudices  overcome,  and 
Christians  roused  from  a delusive,  lethargic  incredulity.  Let  not 
the  term  “ deism”  astonish  you.  It  is  not  my  intention  to  com- 
bat the  doctrine  of  the  rigorous  of  that  sect  of  men  called  deists, 
who  reject  the  sacred  volumes  of  Revelation,  and  though  they 
acknowledge  the  existence  of  a Supreme  Being,  yet  figure 
to  themselves  an  idle,  negligent  God,  careless  of  his  creatures, 
and  demanding  no  homage  at  their  hands.  No,  I will  not 
offer  so  glaring  an  affront  to  this  Christian  assembly ; but  I 
request  you  will  give  me  leave,  as  a minister  of  the  Gospel, 
to  speak  against  that  species  of  deism  prevalent  now,  alas ! 
amongst  some  ignorant  Catholics ; I mean  the  derision  with  which 
they  seem  to  treat  all  external  worship  of  the  Deity.  I know  the 
noble  attributes  of  God  render  him  more  than  independent  of  our 
acts  of  adoration,  which  contribute  not  in  the  least  to  his  essen- 
tial happiness  or  glory.  But  does  this  grandeur  and  independence 
of  the  Creator  free  us  from  our  duty  as  creatures,  and  must  he 
who  has  breathed  into  us  an  immortal  soul,  and  wonderfully  or- 
ganised our  corporeal  frame ; must  he,  I say,  be  neglected  both 
by  one  and  the  other,  because  such  are  the  dictates  of  our  whim- 
sical imagination  ? 

Ah  ! my  brethren,  he  who  assert  this,  stands  guilty  of  the 
blackest  ingratitude,  and  must  be  blind  to  reason,  while  he  en- 
deavours to  unite  the  dignifying  title  of  Catholic  with  the  vile  ap- 
pellation of  freethinker  ! 

Do  you  not,  my  dear  brethren,  glory  in  the  name  of  Catholics  ? 
Would  you  not  purple  the  tyrant  sword  of  persecution  with  the 
last  drop  of  your  blood  in  defence  of  your  faith  ? Yes,  I sin- 
cerely believe  you  would,  and  the  generous  conduct  of  our  ven- 
erable ancestors  in  the  cause  of  religion  confirms  me  in  my  per- 
suasion. Why,  then,  trifle  with  the  sacred  institutions  of  your 
Church,  the  deposit  of  your  holy  belief?  Everything,  my  brethren, 
is  grand  in  religion,  because  it  is  religion  that  stamps  a value  on 
whatever  relates  to  its  worship  and  glory.  The  practices  and  ce- 
remonies of  the  Church,  though  in  appearance  trifling  and  frivo- 
lous to  the  carnal  eye,  yet,  by  their  object,  and  the  seal  of  their 
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consecration,  turn  out  worthy  of  all  our  respect,  love,  and  vene- 
ration. Let  the  incredulous  treat  them  with  ever  so  great  an  in- 
difference, their  slighting  and  their  disregarding  them  can  never 
prevail  against  the  authority  which  those  pious  practices  draw 
from  the  very  foundation  of  religion.  Firstly,  Holy  Writ  autho- 
rises them ; secondly,  the  Church  consecrates  them ; and  thirdly, 
our  piety  is  nourished  and  upheld  by  them.  I am  sorry  to  say, 
that  there  are  many  Catholics,  now-a-days,  who,  through  a weak 
attachment  to  the  sentiments  of  the  adversaries  of  our  faith,  de- 
spise and  undervalue  what  constitutes  the  ornament  of  religion. 
Those  who  observe  the  ordinances  and  practices  of  the  Church 
are  considered  by  these  weak,  degenerate  Christians,  as  “ illiterate 
mortals,  destitute  of  every  qualification  that  constitutes  the  think- 
ing man,  and  scrupulously  sacrificing  at  the  black  shrine  of 
ignorance  and  false  devotion.”  I,  on  the  contrary,  assert,  that 
such  as  neglect  or  controvert  them,  are  undoubtedly  to  be  branded 
with  the  opprobrious  epithet  of  irreligious,  or  at  least  with  the 
charge  of  gross,  inexcusable  ignorance. 

The  venerable  vouchers  of  this  truth  are  the  sacred  pages  of 
the  Old  and  New  Testament,  as  both  mutually  concur  in  con- 
founding the  pride  of  freethinkers,  and  in  sanctioning  and  estab- 
lishing the  pious  practices  of  the  Church  of  God.  Perhaps  there 
are  some  in  this  congregation  who  regard  the  arguments  of  Scrip- 
ture as  of  no  weight  or  importance,  and  look  up  to  human  reason 
as  the  sole,  clear  foundation  of  truth.  Ah ! folly,  ah  ! pride  of 
the  human  understanding,  to  what  absurdity  hast  thou  reduced 
poor  man  ! thoughtless  man  ! infatuated  man  ! 

Before  I proceed  to  the  main  point  of  my  discourse,  permit 
me  to  reason  for  a while.  The  venerable  volumes  of  divine  Re- 
velation are  to  be  rejected  ; but  why  ? “ Because,”  says  the  deist, 

the  Almighty  has  enlightened  us  with  the  bright  beam  of  reason, 
which  alone  suffices  to  instruct  us  in  all  the  duties  of  man.”  True, 
indeed,  reason  has  been  bestowed  on  us  as  the  guide  of  our  ac- 
tions, and  would  alone  suffice  to  conduct  us  to  the  knowledge  of 
all  truth,  had  man  persevered  in  his  original  innocence.  But 
leaving  aside  the  Catholic  doctrine  of  original  sin,  does  not  the 
experience  of  four  thousand  years  prove  to  a demonstration,  the 
weakness  of  reason  left  to  herself,  and  the  necessity  of  revelation  ? 


Shall  we  say  that  the  light  of  reason  beams  brighter  nowa- 
days on  the  minds  of  the  vulgar,  than  it  did  in  the  ages  of  pro- 
fane antiquity  on  the  minds  of  the  most  enlightened  philosophers, 
where  human  wisdom  had  established  her  throne  and  shone  with 
superior  lustre  ? Shall  we  say  that  the  body  of  the  people  at 
large,  who  have  neither  time  nor  abilities  to  apply  themselves  to 
the  investigation  of  truth,  will  be  able  to  form  a code  of  religious 
tenets  upon  sound  and  infallible  principles,  while  the  learned 
heroes  of  antiquity  were  carried  away  with  the  tide  of  fluctuating 
opinions, — tenets  horrible  to  human  nature,  and  destructive  to 
society,  without  either  foundation  or  authority,  excepting  the 
dictates  of  corrupted,  volatile  reason  ? 

What  were  not  the  dissolute  opinions  of  an  Epicurus  and  an 
Aristotle  ! And  did  not  Plato  himself  patronise  the  barba- 
rous murder  of  helpless  infants  who  were  either  deformed  in  their 
persons  or  burdensome  to  their  parents  ? Some  we  behold  im- 
piously prostituting  a mother,  while  the  voice  of  sorrow  cries 
out  to  nature  for  the  defence  of  her  injured  virtue  ; whilst  others 
as  inhumanly  deliver  their  tender  parents,  now  hoary  with  age, 
to  the  savage,  unrelenting  jaws  of  a fierce  lion  or  devouring 
tiger ! These  are  the  offerings  that  have  been  made  at  the  shrine 
of  reason ! This  is  the  clear  knowledge  which  the  learned  philo- 
sophers had  of  the  duties  of  natural  law,  deprived  of  the  light  of 
Revelation  ! 

Let  us  cease,  then,  to  idolize  that  reason,  which,  though  once 
the  pure  aud  uncorrupted  emanation  of  Divine  Wisdom,  is  now, 
alas  ! so  darkened  by  error  and  weakened  by  prejudices,  as  not 
to  be  sufficient  to  instruct  us  in  the  secrets  of  the  order  of  na- 
ture, not  to  speak  of  the  mysteries  of  our  Faith.  Thanks,  there- 
fore, to  the  Almighty,  who  has  freed  us  from  the  labyrinth  of 
error,  in  which  we  should  have  been  lost  like  others,  were  we 
not  enlightened  by  the  bright  beams  of  Revelation.  To  this 
source  of  infallible  truth  I now  appeal  for  the  veneration  which 
we  owe  to  the  exterior  rites  of  religious  worship.  In  the  Old 
Testament  we  find  established,  by  the  order  of  God  himself, 
many  external  ceremonies,  which,  if  considered  only  as  to  their 
exterior,  are  not  only  trifling,  but  even  in  some  degree  ridiculous. 
Considered,  however,  as  commanded  by  God,  and  figures  of  the 


194 


most  sublime  mysteries  of  eternity,  we  must  reverentially  bow 
our  heads,  and  adore  the  unerring  decrees  of  the  God  of  truth. 
The  book  of  Leviticus  furnishes  us  with  ample  matter  on  this 
subject;  lest,  however,  I should  abuse  your  patience,  I shall 
point  out  a few  facts  only,  which  will  serve,  nevertheless,  to  open 
the  eyes  of  such  Christians  as  wish  to  see. 

Do  we  not  find  in  the  Old  Testament,  various  sacerdotal  dresses, 
each  one  emblematic  of  the  virtues  which  should  reside  in  the  holy 
ministers  of  the  Tabernacle  ? What  numberless  ceremonies  did  not 
the  chosen  people  of  God  make  use  of  in  their  different  sacrifices ! 
some  representing  peace,  others  oblations  for  the  sins  of  the 
people,  while  others,  by  the  burning  of  the  entire  victim,  re- 
presented the  supreme  dominion  of  the  God  of  Israel.  Do  we 
not  see  a brazen  serpent  held  out  in  the  camp  of  Israel,  at  the 
sight  of  which  the  disordered  children  of  Abraham  are  instanta- 
neously cured,  and  the  fiery  serpents  cease  from  havoc  and  de- 
struction ? Does  not  the  holy  Prophet  Eliseus,  by  throwing 
salt  into  the  wells  of  J ericho,  take  away  their  noxious  qualities  ? 
Do  we  not  behold  the  numerous  embattled  Israelites  for  seven 
days  circumambulating  the  city  of  Jericho  with  the  ark  of  the 
covenant,  to  overturn  its  walls  ? And  why  all  these  ceremonies 
commanded  by  God,  if  unnecessary  ? 

Perhaps  you  will  say,  that  the  ceremonies  in  the  Old  Law 
were  not  so  strictly  adhered  to  in  all  their  particulars  as  in  the 
New.  No,  not  so.  Why  do  we  read  of  fire  descending  from 
heaven  to  destroy  the  transgressors  ? Why  is  the  earth  set  in 
convulsions  to  receive  into  her  womb  Core,  Dathan,  and  Abiron, 
for  daring  to  lift  their  impious  hands  towards  heaven,  and  incense 
the  Majesty  of  God  with  unhallowed  fire  ? Others  we  read  of 
being  stoned  to  death,  others  disfigured  with  loathsome  leprosies, 
for  not  fulfilling  to  the  letter  the  ceremonials  of  the  law. 

The  New  Testament  also  contains  numberless  proofs  of  the  use 
of  external  ceremonies.  Jesus  Christ  himself,  in  the  working  of 
his  great  miracles,  uses  exterior  signs  to  authorize  the  practice 
thereof  in  future  ages.  When  the  man,  blind  from  his  nativity, 
calls  on  him  for  assistance,  he  moistens  the  earth  with  his  spittle. 
He  cures  a man,  deaf  and  dumb,  by  putting  his  fingers  into  his 
ears,  and  spitting,  touched  his  tongue.  One  time  he  condemns  re- 
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on  his  Apostles  to  give  them  the  Holy  Ghost.  Nay,  the  grace 
of  the  blessed  Sacraments  is  attached  by  Jesus  Christ  to  outward 
and  sensible  elements,  as  water  in  Baptism,  oil  in  Confirmation, 
and  bread  and  wine  in  the  holy  Sacrament  of  the  Eucharist.  Let 
not,  then,  the  freethinker  dare  to  value  himself  on  the  spirituality 
of  his  pretended  worship,  nor  the  false  “ reformer”  attempt  to 
insult  our  piety  by  charging  it  with  “ vain  credulity.”  Their 
idle  reproaches  will  never  be  able  to  stifle  the  voice  of  God,  who, 
by  his  supreme  authority,  has  established  in  the  Scriptures  the 
foundation  of  pious  practices ; nor  can  the  children  of  incredulity 
more  prevail  against  the  authority  of  the  Church,  which,  con- 
ducted by  the  Holy  Ghost,  has  ever  consecrated  those  ceremonies 
to  her  service. 

It  is  true,  the  interior  sentiments  of  the  heart  foim  the  essence 
of  Catholic  worship ; yet  the  Church,  which  is  a visible  body  on 
earth,  ought  undoubtedly  to  have  an  exterior,  whereby  this  wor- 
ship becomes  visible  and  sensible  to  her  children. 

Can  it  be  denied,  that  the  ceremonies  employed  by  the  Church 
to  dignify  the  pomp  of  festivals  and  solemnities ; can  it,  I say, 
be  denied,  that  by  them  the  ignorant  are  instructed,  and  the  spirit 
of  the  mysteries  developed  even  to  the  meanest  capacities?  The 
apparatus  and  exorcisms  in  the  administration  of  Baptism,  how 
much  do  they  not  add  to  the  grandeur  of  that  holy  sacrament ! 
In  the  ordination  of  the  ministers  of  the  altar,  are  we  not  struck 
with  sacred  awe  at  the  majestic  and  imposing  ceremony,  and  in 
the  unbloody  Sacrifice  of  the  New  Law  when  offered  in  High 
Masses,  does  not  our  piety  enkindle  and  ascend  like  the  incense 
of  the  altar  in  cloudy  volumes  to  the  Lord  of  glory  ? 

Let  not  the  tongue  of  detraction  brand  our  exterior  worship 
with  the  stigma  of  “ worldly  show  and  vain  pageantry.”  No; 
because  worldlings  confine  themselves  merely  to  appearance,  while 
the  Catholic,  instructed  in  the  purity  of  his  faith,  launches  beyond 
these  narrow  bounds,  and  considers  these  external  rites  as  the 
offspring  of  the  spirit  and  the  pious  interpreters  of  the  sentiments 
of  the  soul.  For  this  reason,  the  enemy  of  the  Church,  that 
hardened  unbeliever,  Yalery,  could  not  bear  the  splendour  of 
our  ceremonies,  nor  could  the  wicked  apostate,  Julian,  without 
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rage  and  jealousy,  reflect  on  their  idea,  so  strongly  were  they  con- 
vinced that  they  added  lustre  and  eclat  to  the  Church  of  Christ. 

Does  not  even  the  Greek  Church,  though  for  ages  sepa- 
rated from  the  Latin,  retain  to  this  day  the  pomp  of  many  of 
the  Sacraments  ? What  magnificence  does  not  appear  in  the  con- 
secration and  dedication  of  churches!  The  emperor  Constan- 
tine, so  great  and  so  religious  in  his  sentiments,  joined  with  the 
bishops  assembled,  thereby  to  increase  by  his  presence  and  add 
lustre  by  his  piety  to  these  sacred  functions.  What,  Christians  ! 
shall  the  Jewish  church  display  a pomp  ordered  by  God  and 
authorized  for  our  benefit  by  Jesus  Christ,  and  shall  incredulity 
study  to  rob  the  Christian  church  of  the  same  privileges  and 
advantages  ? 

If  the  Calvinist  should  exclaim,  that  “our  ceremonies  are 
frivolous  and  trifling,  and  borrowed  even  from  paganism,”  we 
will  answer,  in  the  first  place,  that  we  imitate  God  himself,  who, 
in  the  performance  of  his  greatest  prodigies,  has  employed  the 
meanest  instruments ; and  in  the  second  place,  we  will  lament 
their  blindness  in  not  being  able  to  discover  the  triumph  of  the 
Church  over  the  prince  of  darkness. 

Pagans  sacrificed  to  the  gods  of  vice  and  corruption;  Christians 
offer  on  the  altar  of  purity  to  the  God  of  truth  and  goodness. 
Let  their  ceremonies  be,  then,  the  same ; it  is  not  the  ceremony, 
but  the  intention  with  which  we  perform  it,  that  stamps  the  epi- 
thet of  piety  or  superstition  on  the  action  performed.  I shall 
now  show  how  these  pious  practices  enkindle  in  us  sentiments 
of  devotion,  which  is  a third  motive  for  us  to  venerate  them. 
Our  piety  is  thereby  supported  against  languor  and  tepidity. 

This  one,  humbled  at  the  feet  of  Jesus  Christ,  like  the  leper 
in  the  Gospel,  sends  forth  his  penitential  sighs,  and  his  prayers 
ascend  to  Heaven  with  increased  fervour.  This  other,  like  an 
Augustine,  is  softened  into  piety  by  the  harmonious  chant  of 
the  Psalms.  The  sight  of  the  cross  condemns  the  impenitent, 
effeminate  man ; the  pictures  and  holy  images  teach  the  ignorant 
his  obligations  and  the  magnitude  of  his  hopes ; and  the  Apostle 
Paul  himself  sees  nothing  so  fit  to  rouse  him  as  the  cross^of 
Christ,  and  as  it  alone  was  the  object  of  all  his  glory,  so  it  was 
the  only  science  he  studied. 


197 


By  these  devout  practices  our  piety  is  enlightened.  Thus,  in  the 
exorcisms  and  ceremonies  of  Baptism,  we  see  the  power  of  the 
devil  and  the  benefit  of  our  regeneration  ; in  the  rigours  of  Pen- 
ance, we  behold  the  enormity  of  sin  and  the  justice  of  an  of- 
fended God  ; and  in  the  incense  and  decoration  of  our  altars,  the 
image  of  Heaven  is  clearly  pointed  out  to  our  view.  For,  in  effect, 
what  are  all  these  material  things  the  Church  uses,  but  a veil 
which  covers  the  truth,  a shadow,  representative  of  the  reality  ? 
By  these  pious  practices,  our  piety  feels  our  respect  for  them  daily 
increasing.  The  externals  of  divine  worship  inspire  recollection, 
which  is  rendered  more  august  by  the  ceremonies  of  religion.  The 
many  irreverences  and  profanations  in  our  churches,  which  pagans 
would  deem  a dishonour  to  the  temples  of  idolatry  dedicated  to  a 
Jupiter  or  a Venus,  certainly  draw  their  origin  from  that  indif- 
ference with  which  we  treat  religious  ceremonies.  Hence  we  may 
daily  deplore  the  general  decay  of  religion  which  heresy  has  in- 
troduced, and  libertinism  continues  to  propagate  in  triumph ; 
hence  the  scorn  for  the  cross  and  the  image  of  a dying  Redeemer 
stretched  thereon  ; a contempt  for  that  water  which  is  made  holy 
hy  the  minister  of  God,  as  the  wells  of  Jericho  were  made  whole- 
some by  the  salt  thrown  into  them  hy  the  Prophet  Eliseus ; in 
short,  hence  arises  a neglect  of  Sunday  evenings  instructions,  of 
humiliations,  adorations,  and  all  other  pious  institutions.  You  ridi- 
cule them,  enemy  to  piety  ! Attack,  then,  a king  David,  a Theo- 
dosius, and  other  royal  penitents,  who  were  wont  to  solicit  the 
Divine  mercy  with  their  faces  prostrate  to  the  ground  ; condemn 
an  Abraham,  with  all  the  venerable  Patriarchs  of  the  Old  Law ; 
nay,  even  Christ  himself,  who,  withdrawing  from  his  disciples, 
knelt  down  and  prayed  in  the  Garden  of  Olives ! 

O irreligion  of  the  day  ! cease  to  call  down  the  wrath  of  Heaven 
by  your  impious  irreverences,  and  no  longer  scandalize  your  fel- 
lows in  religion  hy  your  abominable  profanations.  Remember  the 
avenging  hand  of  the  Almighty,  now  extended,  may  soon  strike 
you  to  the  earth,  when  it  will  he  no  longer  in  your  power  to  make 
amends  to  your  offended  God,  and  reparation  in  the  eyes  of  your 
scandalized  brother,  by  the  assumption  of  the  garb  of  true  pen- 
ance ! Be  forewarned  in  time,  that  you  he  not  victims  of  misery 
for  eternity  ! The  great  and  good  God  is  merciful,  but  think, 
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that  he  is  also  just : you  have  been  allowed  by  his  mercy  to  be 
in  possession  of  his  many  favours  and  blessings  for  a long  period . 
but,  instead  of  thanking  his  Divine  goodness,  and  co-operating 
with  his  gracious  desires,  you  have  rebelled  against  his  authority, 
and  turned  the  blessings  his  bounty  has  procured  for  your  spiri- 
tual advantage,  into  the  means  of  your  condemnation.  Oh  ! the 
time  may  be  very  near,  when  this  world  and  its  fleeting  fan- 
cies shall  have  gone  for  ever,  and  you  shall  be  awaiting  the  sen- 
tence of  eternal  happiness  or  misery.  Kepent  now,  that  you  may 
not  weep  then ; repair  the  profanations  and  irreverences  of  which 
you  have  been  so  often  guilty,  by  the  edifying  deportment  and 
interior  reverence  which  should  ever  accompany  the  Christian  in 
the  temple  of  the  Most  High.  Edify  those  whom  you  have  scan- 
dalized, and  endeavour,  by  your  pious  demeanour,  to  lead  those  who 
are  yet  walking  in  the  ways  of  darkness  into  the  path  of  light 
eternal,  that  the  Almighty  may,  on  that  awful  day  when  we  shall 
all  appear  for  judgment,  exclaim  with  a voice  of  the  most  consol- 
ing tenderness,  “ Come,  ye  blessed  of  my  Father,  come,  possess 
the  kingdom  prepared  for  you  from  the  beginning  of  the  world.” 
A blessing  I wish  you  all,  in  the  name  of  the  Blessed  Trinity. 
Amen. 


A SERMON 

FOR  THE 

FEMALE  ORPHAN  SCHOOL,  JOHN  ST. 


“ Favour  is  deceitful,  and  beauty  is  vain ; but  the  woman  who  feareth  the 
Lord,  she  shall  be  honoured.” — Prov.,  xxxi,  30. 

Once  more,  dearly  beloved  brethren,  it  has  fallen  to  my  lot  to 
appear  before  a generous  public,  the  exhausted,  and,  at  best,  but 
feeble  advocate  of  forty  destitute  innocents,  who,  by  your  humane 
exertions,  have  been  saved  from  temporal,  and,  I hope,  from  eter- 
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nal  destruction  ! Never  did  I raise  my  voice  within  these  sacred 
walls  with  more  fearful  anticipation  than  on  the  present  occasioD. 

I find  myself  insensibly  yielding  beneath  the  burden  of  my  agitated 
feelings,  and  in  the  gloomy  prospect  which  lies  before  me,  scarcely 
can  the  eye  of  benevolence  distinguish  in  the  clouded  horizon  of 
mercy,  the  little  beings  whose  cause  I am  about  to  plead  before 
you.  Yet,  convinced  I am,  that  in  the  hallowed  cause  of  hu- 
manity, I have  no  well-grounded  reason  to  approach  you  with 
diffidence,  except  to  solicit  your  indulgence  for  the  inadequacy  of 
my  powers,  but  certainly  not  to  enlist  your  sympathy  and  pas- 
sions in  the  cause  of  mercy.  This  is  the  more  hopeful  to  me, 
when  such  ample,  repeated  testimonies  have  been  given,  not  only 
here,  but  to  surrounding  nations,  of  the  patriotism  and  virtue  of 
our  country.  But,  ask  these  infants  here,  why  I should  address 
you  in  the  melancholy  tone  of  despondency  ? The  artless  tear  of 
sympathy  and  sorrow  that  flows  down  their  unfurrowed  cheeks, 
their  young  hearts  bursting  with  the  pangs  of  anticipated  wo,  these 
will  tell  you,  in  their  own  unadorned,  but  piteous  tones,  that 
they  had  a father  and  a protector,  and  that  he  is  now  no  more. 
They  have  lost  their  best  friend,  and  our  country  has  been 
deprived  of  one  of  its  purest  and  brightest  ornaments. 

I need  not  inform  you  of  the  fact  known  to  the  greater  part  of 
this  congregation,  that  I allude  to  our  late,  venerable  Brother  in 
Christ,  the  Very  Rev.  William  Gahan,  that  noble  champion  of 
Catholicity,  and  true  Israelite,  in  whom  there  was  no  guile.  Whilst 
he  lived,  he  was  that  “ burning  and  shining  light”  mentioned  by 
the  Prophet  Ezechiel,  and  we  all  rejoiced  to  walk  in  such  bright- 
ness. But,  although  he  is  gone  from  us,  and  from  you,  my  chil- 
dren, for  ever,  his  memory  will  never  depart  from  our  mind, 
especially  on  the  annual  return  of  this  day,  on  which  he  so  often 
gloried  in  appearing  as  your  advocate  in  this  pulpit,  and  fired  with 
the  zeal  of  an  Elias,  would  search  the  frozen  heart  of  man,  and 
excite  therein  the  burning  flame  of  charity,  and  bring  forth  every- 
thing that  could  induce  pity  or  enkindle  compassion.  There  are 
many  here,  the  surviving  mourners  of  his  departed  virtue,  who 
have  often  beheld  this  venerable  champion  of  Christianity  shiver- 
ing under  the  chilling  frost  of  winter,  whilst  he  was  labouring  to 
form  the  young  mind  to  habits  of  innocence  and  virtue.  Often 
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has  he  been  seen  carrying  the  torch  of  the  Gospel  within  these 
sacred  walls,  long  before  the  rising  sun  had-  blessed  the  children 
of  earth  with  its  cheering  beams.  But  he  is  gone  to  receive  the 
well-earned  reward  of  a life  literally  spent  in  doing  .good. 

Let  us,  then,  my  brethren,  whilst  we  shed  the  tear  of  the  heart 
over  his  ashes,  whilst  we  embalm  the  memory  of  the  illustrious 
dead,  let  us  console  ourselves  with  this  pious  reflection,  that  the 
Almighty  has  declared  by  the  mouth  of  the  Evangelist  in  his 
Apocalypse,  “ Blessed  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the  Lord,  for  they 
rest  from  their  labours,  and  their  works  follow  them.”  It  is  not, 
then,  surprising,  that  I should  appear  before  you  with  fear  and 
trembling,  whilst  I stand  alone,  unaided  by  the  zeal  and  talents  of 
my  departed  friend  and  predecessor.  Besides,  my  brethren,  the 
poverty,  the  barrenness  of  the  subject  intimidates  me  not  a little. 
I have  so  often  travelled  over  the  ground,  that  I know  not  where 
I shall  discover  any  new  avenue  which  can  conduct  my  generous 
chace,  or  rather  bring  new  feelings  to  your  benevolent  hearts  and 
inclinations.  But  let  me  hope  for  success,  still  depending  on 
God’s  grace  and  on  your  beneficence.  Yes,  my  brethren,  your 
feelings,  your  hearts,  and  your  inclinations  are  with  me  on  this 
solemn  occasion ! 

I am  aware  that  you  are  all  tremblingly  alive  to  the  extreme 
importance  of  the  subject,  and  I must  tell  you,  that  I feel  strong 
in  the  support  of  such  powerful  auxiliaries. 

I come  before  you,  then,  this  day,  with  all  the  humanity,  re- 
ligion, justice,  and  patriotism  that  exist  within  the  nation,  at  my 
back;  and  in  front  of  this  great  and  gigantic  alliance,  I call 
upon  you  all,  in  the  sacred  name  of  our  adorable  Master,  Jesus, 
to  be  charitable  according  to  your  means.  Bemember,  that  it  is 
on  the  behalf  of  young  females  I address  you  ; those  who,  from 
an  unfortunate  combination  of  circumstances,  are  more  peculi- 
arly exposed  to  the  ravages  of  vice  and  depravity. 

The  infidelity  and  immorality  of  the  present  day  may  in  a 
great  measure  be  ascribed  to  the  dreadful  neglect  of  early  educa- 
tion. When  the  pure  and  sound  maxims  of  the  Gospel  have 
been  imbibed  in  due  season,  a moral  and  religious  conduct  is,  in 
general,  the  happy  consequence.  Early  piety,  believe  me,  is  the 
most  grateful  and  acceptable  tribute  that  can  be  offered  at  the 
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shrine  of  infinite  purity.  Youth  and  innocence,  led  by  the  bond 
of  devotion,  are  those  graces  which  must  ever  charm  and  delight ; 
hut  the  blossoms  of  spring  are  not  only  beautiful,  but  are  ob- 
served also  with  greater  satisfaction  from  the  prospect  with  which 
they  flatter  us  of  ripening  into  fruit,  the  fruit  of  wisdom  and 
justice. 

But  alas  ! alas  ! with  all  our  gifts  and  graces,  what  tempta- 
tions meet  us  on  all  sides  in  this  age,  when  error  assumes  the 
borrowed  name  of  religion,  and  falsehoods  are  covered  with  the 
insulted  mantle  of  a corrupted  conscience!  We  must  shudder 
when  we  see  impiety  stalking  with  unhallowed  strides  through 
every  rank  of  society,  and  the  syren  voice  of  irreligion  echoing, 
as  if  with  shouts  of  triumph,  over  piety  and . virtue ; since  now 
“ the  abomination  of  desolation”  has  rapidly  spread  its  adder 
poison,  and  the  bowels  of  Christianity  seem  in  many  places 
tainted  and  festered  by  its  infection.  What  scenes  have  we  not 
beheld  in  this  boasted  “ age  of  reason,”  or  rather  of  wanton  in- 
famy ! Have  we  not  seen,  on  the  embattled  field,  the  father 
fighting  against  the  son,  the  sword  of  the  brother  bathed  in  the 
blood  and  smoking  with  the  entrails  of  a brother,  the  friend 
murdering  the  friend,  and  glorying  in  the  deed,  whilst  the  fanatic 
sings  forth  praises  to  Heaven  for  the  destruction  of  his  fellow- 
man  because  he  may  be  of  a different  creed  ? Is  this  reason  ? 
Is  this  conscience  ? Is  it  religion  ? Oh,  my  brethren  ! this  is 
not  the  language  of  fiction  or  mere  invention ; it  is  the  statement 
of  absolute  facts,  which  many  of  you,  doubtless,  have  seen  with 
your  own  eyes.  Would  to  God  it  had  entirely  ceased  to  afflict 
the  eyes  and  ears  of  mankind  ! Can  we  attempt  to  ask  the  awful 
question,  is  religion  a system  of  blood,  or  a system  of  mutual 
love  ? Will  you  not  answer — it  teaches  justice,  truth,  benignity, 
and  mercy  ? 

Will  you  not,  then,  my  brethren,  protect  those  yet  innocent 
children  from  such  horrid  scenes  of  impiety  ? Will  you  not  shelter 
them  from  the  blasts  of  wintry  famine,  from  the  putrid  conta- 
gion of  vice  and  infamy?  Yes,  I am  sure  you  will.  You  had 
no  other  intention,  when  with  the  hallowed  bowels  of  compassion 
you  entered  the  threshold  of  this  sacred  sanctuary.  You  are 
Christians,  and  the  grand  and  distinctive  principles  of  Christianity 
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are  the  love  of  our  neighbours  as  ourselves  for  the  love  of  God  : 
“ By  this,”  says  Jesus,  “shall  all  men  know  that  you  are  my 
disciples  if  you  have  love  one  for  another.”  Here  terminates  the 
capital  duty  of  man ; all  other  moral  precepts  are  concentrated 
in  this,  and  like  the  rays  of  a circle,  only  take  different  direc- 
tions to  meet  in  one  individual  point.  Both  together  are  called 
the  fulness  of  the  law,  the  plenitude  of  the  Gospel,  or  still  more 
concisely,  they  are  denominated  charity. 

Charity  is  also  used  for  the  effect  of  a moral  virtue,  which  con- 
sists in  supplying  the  necessities  of  others,  whether  it  he  with 
money,  counsel,  assistance,  or  the  like,  and  then  it  is  called  pity 
or  compassion. 

Whether  piety  be  a natural  instinct  or  habit  in  us,  I will  not 
determine.  It  is  a property  of  our  nature  which  God  has  appointed. 
The  final  cause  for  which  it  was  ordained  is  to  afford  to  the  mise- 
rable, in  the  compassion  of  their  fellow- creatures,  a remedy  for 
those  inequalities  and  distresses  which  God  foresaw  they  must 
necessarily  be  exposed  to  under  the  unequal  although  providen- 
tial distribution  of  the  goods  of  fortune  or  things  of  this  life. 
The  Holy  Scriptures  are  more  copious  and  explicit  upon  this 
duty  than  upon  any  other.  The  description  which  Christ  has  left 
us  of  the  proceedings  of  the  last  day,  establishes  the  obligation 
of  bounty  beyond  controversy : “ Come,  ye  blessed  of  my  Father, 
come,  possess  the  kingdom  prepared  for  you  from  the  beginning 
of  the  world.”  “For  I was  hungry,  and  you  gave  me  to  eat;  I 
was  thirsty,  and  you  gave  me  to  drink ; sick  and  in  prison,  and 
you  visited  me.”  It  is  not  necessary  to  understand  this  passage 
as  a literal  account  of  what  will  actually  pass  on  that  day.  Sup- 
posing it  only  a scenical  description  of  the  rules  and  principles 
by  which  the  Supreme  Arbiter  of  our  destiny  will  regulate  his  de- 
cisions, it  conveys  the  certainty  to  us,  and  equally  demonstrates, 
of  how  great  value  and  importance  those  duties  are  in  the  sight 
of  God,  and  what  stress  will  be  laid  upon  them. 

But  you  will,  perhaps,  ask  me  how  you  are  to  discharge  the  duty. 
“ Who,”  say  you,  “ is  my  neighbour  ?"  I answer  you,  all  man- 
kind ; the  pagan,  the  Jew,  the  Mahometan,  and  the  Christian; 
the  parched  African,  the  frozen  Muscovite,  the  effeminate  Asiatic, 
the  savage  American,  and  the  polished  European  ; all  are  equally 


your  neighbours,  and  when  distressed,  have  an  equal  claim  on 
your  mercy.  Charity  must  be  enlightened  in  order  to  be  meri- 
torious ; it  must  be  universal,  and  independent  of  all  ranks  and 
creeds  ; it  must  be  kind  and  genial  in  its  nature,  diffusing  happi- 
ness and  sympathy  around,  and  by  its  soothing  influence,  render- 
ing to  society  at  large  a lasting  and  invaluable  benefit. 

The  Institution  for  whose  support  I plead  this  day,  originated 
with  a few  humble  individuals,  who  thought  themselves  far  from 
being  debased  by  searching  after  the  haunts  of  misery.  Their 
piety  and  tenderness  of  heart  led  them  to  the  damp  caverns  of 
distress,  to  the  roofless  habitations  of  the  wretched,  where 
misery  moaned  unpitied,  because  distant  from  the  melting  eye  of 
compassionate  sympathy.  Here,  in  these  hovels  of  wretched- 
ness, they  might  indulge  their  tender  feelings,  by  weeping  over  the 
calamities  of  mankind  in  all  the  various  shapes  of  horror.  They 
might  weep,  I say,  but  no  more;  their  purses  were  not  as  large  as 
their  hearts.  Under  the  patronage,  however,  of  the  glorious  and 
undivided  Trinity,  they  could  not  fail  of  success  in  the  noble 
undertaking  of  rescuing  the  children  of  want  from  the  devasta- 
tions of  famine,  and  rocking  unprotected  infancy  in  the  hallowed 
cradle  of  religion.  In  the  space  of  a few  months,  they  were 
enabled  to  support,  by  private  subscriptions  from  the  faithful, 
eight  children.  That  number  has  been  daily  increasing,  and  at 
this  instant,  there  are  forty  maintained  and  educated  by  the 
funds  of  the  society,  which  you  may  naturally  infer,  from  the 
number  supported,  must  be  now  quite  exhausted. 

It  is  to  you,  therefore,  my  dearly  beloved  brethren,  that  they 
appeal  for  protection  on  this  day.  It  is  on  you  they  call  to  sup- 
port an  institution  which  must  he  abandoned  without  your  inter- 
ference, an  institution  that  has  been,  from  its  earliest  day,  the 
nursery  of  innocence  and  the  asylum  of  sorrow ; the  nursery 
of  innocence,  where  the  young  and  tender  plant  is  tended  and 
nourished,  that  it  may  shoot  into  the  glowing  beauty  of  virtue, 
and  adorn  by  its  sunny  aspect  the  surrounding  verdure  of  our 
country.  It  may  with  equal  justice  be  called  the  asylum  of  sorrow, 
for  the  children  that  are  sheltered  from  infamy  under  the  canopy 
of  this  charity  are  of  the  lowest  and  most  miserable  ranks  of  so- 
ciety, whose  birthright  is  famine,  whose  cares  are  weeping  and 
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mourning,  whose  food  is  that  of  beasts ; for  often,  I am  autho- 
rized to  tell  you,  have  infants  been  found  in  the  dark  and  wretched 
retreats  of  poverty,  endeavouring  to  support  life  by  feeding  on 
the  refuse  of  some  neighbouring  brewery,  which  by  nature  was 
destined  to  be  the  food  of  hogs ! Ah  ! my  brethren,  is  it  thus 
that  infants  marked  with  the  features  of  Jesus  Christ  are  to  he 
abandoned  by  tbe  world  ? But  I must  still  add  to  your  distress. 
I must  tell  you  that  one  of  these  children  was  found,  five  years  hack, 
in  a cellar  of  Mary’s  Lane;  in  what  situation  do  you  imagine  ? 
Without  fire,  without  food,  without  friend  or  relative.  Yes, 
I mistake ; her  mother  was  present ; hut  if  she  was,  she  could 
afford  her  infant  no  relief.  Deprived  of  the  common  necessaries 
of  life,  she  fell  a victim  to  famine,  and  the  streams  of  life  had 
ceased  to  flow.  In  short,  my  brethren,  the  wretched  parent  of 
that  infant  lay  dead  on  the  floor  ; while  she,  clinging  to  the  cold 
remains  of  her  mother,  called  on  her  for  food,  and  instructed  by 
instinct,  she  endeavored  with  her  little  lips  to  suck  some  nourish- 
ment from  the  lifeless  bosom  of  her  dear  departed  mother. 

I have  harrowed  up  your  souls  by  this  recital,  which  is,  alas  ! 
but  too  true  in  its  details.  I have  brought  to  your  eyes  the  tear 
of  sympathising  sorrow:  I rejoice  at  such  signs  of  pity,  which 
bespeak  the  presence  within  you  of  the  ennobling  and  divine 
virtue  of  charity.  I am  pleased,  and  yet  sad  that  such  has  been 
necessary,  or  that  it  requires  strong  and  almost  revolting  ex- 
amples to  awaken  us  to  deeds  of  mercy  and  tenderness.  We  who 
are  children  of  the  God  of  charity  and  love,  can  it  be  that 
our  hearts  are  hardened  to  the  sufferings  of  our  fellow-creatures, 
unless  the  very  utmost  wretchedness  of  human  misery  be  pre- 
sented to  our  eyes  ? Oh  ! let  us  ask  of  the  God  of  charity  to 
enliven  our  hearts,  and  fill  them  with  the  burning  fire  of  charity, 
never  to  be  extinguished  or  decreased. 

As  man  is  made  to  resemble  in  some  respects  the  brute  crea- 
tion, so  is  he  conscious  of  a disposition  which  takes  a more  ex- 
alted aim,  and  unites  him  almost  with  the  nature  of  celestial  in- 
telligences. True  as  it  may  be,  that  the  soul  is  degraded  and 
pressed  down  with  the  weight  of  its  material  investment,  never- 
theless, the  Apostle,  preaching  to  the  Athenians,  informs  them, 
that  man  is  allied  to  God;  we  are  also  his  offspring.  The  di- 
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vine  Creator,  in  compassion  to  man,  whom  he  has  formed  after 
his  own  image,  lets  fall  on  his  soul  some  scintillations  of  that 
flame  which  glows  in  the  seraphic  breast.  We  no  sooner  arrive 
at  the  age  of  reason,  than  the  opening  mind  is  endowed  with 
a kind  of  inspiration,  which  brings  with  it  a consciousness  of 
God.  In  all  our  afflictions,  in  all  our  wants,  does  not  a secret 
instinct  prompt  us  to  cast  our  eyes  to  Heaven,  as  if  we  were 
convinced  that  there  resides  the  Arbiter  of  all  human  events? 
This  is  the  homage  which  the  great  Tertullian  calls  “ the  Chris- 
tianity of  nature.”  Besides  this  natural  elevation  of  the  mind 
to  God,  there  is  also  an  impulse  in  man,  springing  up  from  the 
bosom  of  his  nature,  which  leads  him  to  social  intercourse.  These 
are  the  two  propensities  which  actuate  the  whole  human  race. 
From  the  first  arises  religion,  from  the  second,  society. 

But  as  everything  human  tends  to  perversion,  unless  restrained 
by  the  hand  of  discipline,  it  was  necessary  to  establish  seminaries 
for  instruction  under  the  fostering  protection  of  the  laws,  where 
the  youth  of  the  country,  tutored  in  the  pure  principles  of  mo- 
rality, became  the  supporters  of  social  virtue,  and  the  impregnable 
bulwark  of  the  state. 

But  as  I am  now  alluding  to  the  subject  of  the  education  of 
youth,  let  me  draw  your  attention  to  a matter  at  which  I tremble, 
and  which  fills  me  with  dread  for  the  fate  of  my  country.  A 
crime  has  found  its  way  through  all  parts  of  the  kingdom,  and 
among  all  ranks  of  society,  if  we  except  the  lowly  inhabitant 
of  the  wretched  hamlet ; a crime,  the  very  idea  of  which  almost 
freezes  one  with  horror,  and  which  I know  not  how  to  name  in  a 
civilized  assembly.  I speak,  my  brethren,  of  that  wicked  spirit 
of  duelling  which  has  gone  abroad  among  the  children  of  the 
Gospel,  and  which  is  one  of  the  most  glaring  encroachments  on 
the  divine  law  of  charity.  I am  aware,  that  a correct  discipline 
of  ideas  is  necessary  in  arraigning  this  crime.  I myself  will  be 
the  apologist  of  injured  feelings  and  wounded  honour.  It  is  the 
offspring  of  an  exquisite  sensibility;  it  cleaves  to  the  heart  by  a 
multitude  of  delicate,  imperceptible  fibres ; it  grows  near  to  the 
seat  of  virtue,  and  sends  its  winding  tendrils  round  her  throne, 
as  the  woodbine  embraces  the  elm.  But  as  this  crime  has  carried 
desolation  into  the  bosom  of  my  country,  and  peopled  the  land 
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with  weeping  widows  and  unprotected  orphans,  my  duty  com- 
mands me  this  day  to  consign  this  infamous  practice  to  the  ob- 
loquy it  deserves,  and  arraign  it  from  the  pulpit  in  the  most 
energetic  and  forcible  terms.  I do  not  mean  to  annoy  any  one 
here  ; I do  not  allude  to  any  particular  person  ; my  just  animad- 
version carries  no  quiver  of  poisoned  arrows  to  wound  the  bosom 
of  any  individual.  But  give  me  leave  to  ask,  how  is  the  name 
of  honour  prostituted  ? Can  it  be  the  savage  resolution  of  a re- 
vengeful spirit  ? Is  honour  the  demon  of  superstition,  besmeared 
with  blood  and  delighting  in  human  sacrifice  ? 

True  honour  is  manifested  in  a steady,  uniform  train  of  ac- 
tions, attended  by  justice  and  directed  by  prudence.  Is  this  the 
conduct  of  the  duellist  l Will  justice  support  him  in  robbing 
the  community  of  an  able  and  useful  member,  and  in  depriving 
the  poor  of  a benefactor?  Will  it  support  him  in  preparing 
affliction  for  the  widow’s  heart,  in  filling  the  orphan’s  eyes  with 
tears  ? Will  charity  permit  him,  for  a rash  word,  to  cut  off  a 
man  before  his  days  be  half  numbered,  when  his  heart  was  pro- 
jecting and  executing  schemes  to  relieve  distress,  and  by  the 
most  surprising  acts  of  beneficence,  vindicating  the  bounty  of 
Providence  for  heaping  wealth  upon  him  ? Will  prudence,  on 
the  other  hand,  allow  him  to  risk  an  infamous  death,  should  he 
succeed  in  the  undertaking  ? but  if  he  fall,  wfill  justice,  charity, 
or  prudence,  plead  his  pardon  at  a more  awful  tribunal  for  rush- 
ing into  the  presence  of  an  offended  God  ? Oh  ! the  thought  of 
such  a dread  and  terrible  termination  should  make  us  endeavour 
to  subjugate  our  passions  to  the  dominion  of  reason  and  religion, 
and  enable  us  to  offer  to  the  Almighty,  as  a sacrifice  of  gratitude 
and  love,  the  affronts  and  injuries  to  which  we  may  be  subjected, 
and  instead  of  being  the  cause  of  making  man  raise  his  impious 
hand  against  his  brother,  rather,  like  the  Almighty  and  merciful 
Kedeemer,  should  it  make  him  ask  “ forgiveness  for  his  enemies.” 

The  passions,  taken  for  natural  tendencies  and  simple  affec- 
tions subordinate  to  sovereign  reason,  are  precious  gifts  of  the 
gracious  Author  of  nature.  They  are,  in  this  sense,  gentle, 
favourable  gales,  which  rather  assist  than  retard  our  voyage,  and 
pilot  us  safely  and  expeditiously  into  harbour.  It  would  be 
wTong,  therefore,  to  suppress  them ; that  would  be  clipping  the 


wings  of  the  bird,  and  cutting  away  the  masts  and  sails  of  the 
ship.  Our  business  is,  to  moderate  them,  to  subjugate  them  to 
reason,  and  then  they  will  be  capable  of  producing  the  most 
important  advantages.  But  if  we  mean  by  the  word  passions , 
those  ardent  and  violent  affections  which  agitate  the  soul,  those 
internal  commotions  which  invert  the  order  of  things,  and  tear 
reason  from  her  seat  in  order  to  enthrone  themselves ; I will 
freely  acknowledge,  that  then  they  are  the  scourges  of  mankind, 
the  fruitful  seminary  of  the  misfortunes  and  curses  that  ravage 
the  world.  They  are  no  longer  the  friendly  breezes  that  gently 
waft  the  weak  bark  to  shore ; they  are,  on  the  contrary,  the  wild 
blasts  that  throw  the  atmosphere  of  morality  into  tumult,  and 
menace  the  devastation  of  sea  and  land.  Follow  the  passions 
in  this,  their  infamous  career,  and  shortly  you  will  get  rid  of  all 
notions  of  right  and  wrong.  You  will  trample  on  every  rule  of 
life,  deify  every  excess,  subvert  every*  virtue,  and  upon  their 
ruins  establish  the  empire  of  licentiousness  and  impiety.  Follow 
the  dictates  of  the  turbulent  passions,  and  then  you  will  with 
Tullia  exultingly  walk  over  the  bloody  corse  of  your  father,  no 
stupration  shall  shock  the  soul  of  Tarquin,  you  will  set  fire  to 
Borne  for  the  amusement  of  Nero,  and  like  a second  Alexander, 
you  will  desolate  the  earth  with  the  ravages  of  bloody  conquests. 

I believe,  my  beloved  brethren,  I could  easily  exemplify  what 
I have  asserted  in  one  passion,  which,  amongst  the  propensities 
that  we  have  from  nature,  is  the  first,  the  most  genuine,  and  the 
most  permanent ; I mean  self-love,  which  I am  imperiously  called 
on  to  arraign  this  day.  This  is  the  first ; it  is  the  source  of  all 
the  rest;  it  is  bom  and  it  dies  with  us ; it  is  the  life  and  soul  of 
every  intelligent  being.  When  this  love  truly  understands  its 
own  interests,  it  is  universally  benevolent,  it  wraps  up  all  men 
in  its  bosom,  and  then  only  can  be  happy  when  it  sees  all  man- 
kind so  too.  But  should  this  love  degenerate,  it  is  no  longer  the 
generous,  noble  affection  of  mankind  without  distinction.  It  is 
a narrow,  exclusive  love ; it  is  vanity,  it  is  pride,  or  worse  than 
them,  it  is  avarice,  the  source  of  all  our  misfortunes  and  all  our 
guilt. 

Such  is  the  character  of  inordinate  self-love  : it  arms  itself  and 
takes  the  field  against  all  mankind  ; it  would  convulse  the  universe, 
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to  command  for  a few  hours,  and  finish  its  career  by  perishing  in 
its  rains.  Let  it  get  possession  of  the  heart,  let  it  have  power 
equal  to  its  views,  and  you  will  see  the  world  totter  under  its 
weight  and  crumbling  to  its  native  dust. 

From  this  moment,  then,  my  brethren,  let  us  endeavour  to 
check  the  mighty  progress  of  inordinate  self-love,  and  bring  that 
heaven -born  passion  to  its  primitive  purity.  Let  us  be  on  this 
day  “ a father  to  the  fatherless  and  as  a husband  to  the  widow 
then,  says  the  Prophet,  “ the  Most  High  will  love  thee  more 
than  thy  mother  doth ; he  shall  preserve  thee  from  all  affliction, 
and  fight  for  thee  against  thy  enemies,  better  than  a mighty  shield 
and  a strong  spear.” 

Believe  me,  my  dear  brethren,  independently  of  the  positive 
precepts  of  Scripture,  which  you  have  heard  a thousand  times, 
the  great  instability  of  temporal  affairs  affords  the  strongest 
reason  for  taking  refuge  in  such  a security.  Look  around  you 
every  day,  and  view  the  successive  misfortunes  of  your  intimate 
friends.  See  their  failings  in  trade,  the  miscarriage  of  their  pro- 
jects, and  the  various  other  secret  ways,  by  which  riches  have 
made  literally  wings  for  themselves,  to  fly  from  their  owner.  In 
short,  so  many  are  the  sudden  and  surprising  revolutions  which 
every  day  happen  in  families,  that  it  may  not  seem  strange  to  say, 
that  the  posterity  of  some  of  the  most  liberal  contributors  here, 
in  the  great  changes  which  half  a century  shall  produce,  may  pos- 
sibly find  shelter  under  this  plant,  which  their  munificence  has 
reared,  and  now  so  kindly  waters ; but  from  whose  friendly  shade 
must  ever  be  rejected  the  sordid  and  selfish  wretch,  whose  little, 
contracted  heart  melts  at  no  man’s  affliction,  but  sits  brooding, 
from  midnight  to  midnight,  o’er  the  dark  plots  of  his  blackened 
soul,  and  may  justly  be  said,  in  the  language  of  the  great  master 
of  nature,  to  be  only  “ fit  for  treasons,  stratagems,  and  spoils ; 
the  motions  of  his  spirit  being  dull  as  night.” 

But  this  is  painting  the  amiable  virtue  of  charity  with  bor- 
rowed colours ; it  is  setting  her  off  with  shades  which  avarice 
lends  us ; whereas,  we  might  safely  trust  to  the  force  of  her  own 
natural  charms,  and  ask,  whether  anything  under  Heaven  is 
more  lovely  and  engaging.  What  portrait  can  possibly  approach 
nearer  the  Divinity  than  that  of  an  amiable  and  compassionate 
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benefactor,  stretching  forth  his  hand  to  raise  up  the  helpless  or- 
phan?— the  generous  friend,  who  thinks  the  opportunity  of  doing 
good  the  only  charm  of  his  prosperity  ? Such  we  should  paint 
like  the  Psalmist’s  River  of  God , overflowing  the  thirsty  parts  of 
the  earth,  and  carrying  plenty  and  gladness  wherever  he  goes. 

Believe  me,  my  dear  brethren,  the  utmost  efforts  of  your  lib- 
erality are  needed  at  such  a time  of  extreme  want  and  destitution  ; 
and  your  benevolence  cannot  be  extended  beyond  the  bounds  of 
prudence  and  perfect  wisdom,  for  the  wants  and  sorrows  of  the 
poor  widow  and  orphan  cry  aloud  even  at  our  doors  for  mercy ! 

The  charity  for  which  I plead,  the  orphan  charity,  what  claims 
has  it  not  on  your  sympathy ! What  kindly  feelings  are  not  created 
for  its  success  in  your  compassionate  bosoms ! He  who  has  said, 
“ Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not,  for 
of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  Heaven what  will  not  his  divine 
heart  feel  towards  those  who  have  been  the  means  of  bringing 
those  little  ones  up  in  the  knowledge  of  his  divine  wisdom,  by 
instilling  into  their  infant  souls  the  principles  of  morality  and 
true  religon  ! What  will  not  be  his  reward  even  in  this  world, 
for  the  fatherly  care  and  careful  tenderness  extended  to  them ! 
Great,  indeed,  will  be  the  recompense,  worthy  the  divine  and  all- 
bountiful  Donor,  and  commensurate  with  his  fatherly  and  tender 
mercy ! 

And  now,  to  conclude : if  the  spirits  of  the  blessed,  seated  in 
the  fulness  of  glory,  can  witness  the  transitory  scenes  that  pass 
here  below  on  the  theatre  of  this  tremulous  atom  of  earth,  what 
must  thy  feelings  be,  0 sainted  spirit,  as  I hope,  of  my  venerated, 
my  much-lamented  Gahan,  on  beholding  me  in  this  pulpit  with 
your  poor  little  children  at  my  feet,  and  this  respectable  congre- 
gation before  me ! Your  dying  words  to  your  afflicted  brethren 
around  you  were,  “ to  watch  over  these  little  ones.”  Behold  me, 
then,  exerting  my  feeble  talents  in  their  cause.  Behold  this 
Christian  audience,  assembled  for  their  relief,  with  sympathy  and 
love ! 

But  I can  say  no  more  ; to  your  mercy  and  kindly  feelings  do 
I leave  them,  certain  of  success  in  my  appeal.  Those  little  ones 
have  indeed  secured  your  sympathy  by  their  appealing  glances, 
and  a place  in  your  charitable  breasts  by  their  weak  and  helpless 
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position : you  are  ready  to  aid  them  in  their  onward  way,  and 
prepared  to  strengthen  them  for  its  rough  passage,  by  extending 
to  them  the  support  and  light  of  virtue  and  religion.  I need  say 
no  more.  No  more  is  needed.  Your  hearts  supply  the  deficiency 
of  my  language,  and  are  eager  to  testify  their  earnestness  in  the 
cause  of  the  little  ones  of  Jesus  Christ.  Well,  be  it  so  ! At  such 
do  I rejoice,  and  with  the  Angels  sing  in  tones  of  ecstatic  jubila- 
tion, “ The  mercies  of  the  Lord  shall  I sing  for  ever ; eternal 
praise  and  glory  to  his  name !’’  Amen. 


A SERMON 

ON 

THE  FIRST  SUNDAY  OF  ADVENT, 

AS  A PREPARATION  TO  MEET  THE  LORD. 


“ The  voice  of  one  crying  in  the  desert : Prepare  ye  the  way  of  the  Lordj  make 
straight  his  paths.” — St.  Mark,  i,  3. 


This  awful,  this  tremendous,  and  truly  interesting  summons, 
delivered  one  day  by  the  Baptist  to  the  stiff-necked  children  of 
Israel,  is,  my  brethren,  equally  addressed  to  men  of  every  age, 
and  belongs  no  less  to  us  than  to  the  ungrateful  J ews,  who  proved 
themselves  afterwards  unworthy  the  tenderness  of  Heaven  in  their 
favour  by  so  pressing,  so  friendly,  and  so  timely  an  exhortation, 
to  “ prepare  the  way  of  the  Lord.” 

Christ  Jesus  was  horn  for  all  men ; it  must,  therefore,  unques- 
tionably he  the  duty  of  every  individual,  without  any  distinction 
whatever,  to  dispose  himself  to  receive  the  Son  of  the  Eternal 
with  proper  dispositions,  who  deigns  to  clothe  himself  with  the 
corruptible  flesh  of  humanity,  in  order  to  cancel  the  sins  of  the 
world,  and  blot  out  from  the  annals  of  eternity  the  gloomy  and 
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dreadful  sentence  of  perdition  which  stood  registered  in  the 
volumes  of  heaven  against  the  unhappy  posterity  of  a disobedient 
Adam.  Lest,  however,  we  should  deceive  ourselves  in  this  ne- 
cessary and  so  essential  a point,  and  lest  we  should  supinely  ne- 
glect this  most  important  of  all  our  duties  here  on  earth,  our 
holy  Mother  the  Church,  ever  tenderly  solicitous  for  the  spiritual 
welfare  of  her  children,  reminds  them  carefully,  on  every  Sun- 
day in  particular,  during  the  holy  time  of  Advent,  of  the  ap- 
proaching Festival  of  the  Incarnation  of  our  Lord,  that  most 
wonderful  of  all  mysteries,  and  most  incomprehensible  of  all  the 
works  of  an  omnipotent  and  all-wise  Divinity.  Yes,  on  the  Sun- 
days in  Advent,  partly  stripped  of  the  garments  of  grief,  she  in- 
termingles the  loud  Alleluiahs  of  her  joy  with  the  plaintive  tones 
and  warm  sighs  of  religious  compunction.  On  this  day,  how- 
ever, she  hails,  in  the  fond  accents  of  a pious  ecstacy,  the  majesty 
of  the  Lord  descending  from  the  highest  throne  of  heaven, 
clothing  himself  with  our  weakness  in  order  to  enlighten  our 
darkness,  to  raise  us  from  the  abyss  of  misery  and  exalt  us  on 
the  throne  of  his  glory,  to  enrich  us  with  all  the  treasures  of  his 
divinity.  The  same  pathetic  invitation,  the  same  sacred  voice 
which  formerly  echoed  along  the  banks  of  the  Jordan  and  in  the 
wilderness  of  Jericho,  proclaims  aloud  from  the  altars  of  God, 
the  divine  summons  of  the  Baptist  in  the  words  of  my  text. 

And  with  the  same  divine  authority  and  commission,  the  minis- 
ters of  religion,  the  venerable  heralds  of  Heaven,  sensible  of  the 
unspeakable  mercy  of  the  Divine  Redeemer  whom  they  shortly 
hope  to  behold,  cry  out,  with  the  zeal  of  an  Elias,  in  the  beauti- 
ful expressions  of  the  Prophets,  “ Sound  your  trumpets,  all  ye 
my  people,  announce  to  all  nations;”  “ Behold,  God  the  Saviour 
will  come  ; the  Lord  is  near,  the  day  is  just  at  hand,  prepare  the 
way.”  This  is  the  Saviour,  my  brethren,  which  the  Saints  of 
the  Old  Law  so  eagerly  sighed  after.  All  the  just  who  lived 
before  or  after  the  law  of  Moses,  were  saved  by  faith  in  Him, 
“ not  receiving,”  says  St.  Paul,  “ the  good  things  that  God  had 
promised  them,  but  seeing  them,  and  as  it  were  saluting  them 
at  a distance.”  “ Jesus  Christ,”  says  the  same  Apostle,  “ was 
the  end  of  the  Law,  for  the  salvation  of  all  who  were  to  believe 
in  him.”  The  ancient  law,  in  fact,  was  entirely  referred  to  him  ; 


every  type,  every  figure,  every  sacrifice,  pointed  him  out ; and  it 
was  only  in  the  hope  of  this  Almighty  deliverer  who  was  to  he 
sent  them,  that  the  Jews  offered  up  their  prayers  or  could  be 
heard  by  God.  So  that  the  Patriarchs  and  Prophets,  and  all  the 
just  before  the  Law,  and  under  the  operation  of  the  Mosaic  Law, 
were  Christians  by  anticipation  ; and  how  eagerly,  how  fervently, 
did  these  zealous  servants  of  God  solicit  Heaven  for  the  speedy 
arrival  of  the  Divine  Mediator ! Night  and  day  did  the  en- 
lightened Prophet  Isaiah  pray  aloud  that  “the  heavens  would 
drop  down  their  dew  and  the  clouds  rain  the  just  man,  and  that 
the  earth  would  be  opened  and  hud  forth  a Saviour.  Send  forth 
the  Lamb,  the  ruler  of  the  earth.  Oh  ! that  thou  wouldst  break 
through  the  heavens  and  come  down !”  “ Who  will  give  thee  to 

me,”  says  Ezechiel,  “ that  I may  kiss  thee,  and  press  thee  for 
ever  to  my  breast  ?”  Good  God ! what  admirable  zeal,  what 
transcendent  piety  do  we  not  trace  in  these  beautiful  aspirations 
of  the  Prophets  ! Our  hearts  must  surely  be  of  adamantine  brass 
not  to  feel  the  full  force  of  them,  and  not  to  pant  as  eagerly  as 
they  did  after  salvation. 

Do  ye  not  conceive  yourselves,  at  this  moment,  as  overwhelmed 
in  the  depths  of  shame  and  confusion,  when  you  consider  that 
the  ancient  Saints  prayed  with  such  ardour  that  Christ  would 
speedily  come,  while  we  infatuated  mortals,  who  have  the  happi- 
ness of  seeing  him  already  born  for  us,  who  enjoy  the  meridian 
sunshine,  the  brightest  beams  of  his  glorious  mercy,  yet  are 
most  shamefully  slothful,  most  supinely  indifferent  in  inviting 
him  to  visit  our  souls  and  fertilize  the  barren  soil  of  our  spiri- 
tual misery  with  the  rich  graces  of  his  divine  presence  ? Ah  ! 
my  brethren,  in  order  to  prepare  ourselves  for  the  reception  of 
our  dear  Eedeemer,  let  us  imitate  the  conduct  of  John  the  Bap- 
tist, that  holy  organ  of  Heaven,  that  sanctified  precursor  of  the 
Saviour  of  the  world. 

Nearly  thirty  years  did  this  great  champion  of  Christianity 
live  retired  amidst  the  solitude  of  a wilderness,  conversing  only 
with  God  and  Angels,  before  he  entered  on  his  wonderful  mis- 
sion. Let  us  also  retire  into  a spiritual  desert,  let  us  separate 
ourselves  from  the  giddy  dissipations  of  an  intoxicated  world, 
from  those  gay  circles  of  vanity  and  vice,  in  order  that  in  the 
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pure  air  of  solitude,  the  sacrifice  of  our  prayer  may  be  more  ac- 
ceptable to  the  Almighty.  In  the  silence  of  our  senses  and  in- 
terior faculties,  we  shall  listen  to  the  voice  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
who  will  fill  our  anxious  souls  with  pure  desires  and  holy  resolu- 
tions ; with  sweet  flowing  tears  of  divine  love,  compunction,  and 
prayer.  “ Kemove  out  of  the  land  of  Babylon,”  says  the  inspired 
Zacharias,  “ and  go  forth  out  of  the  land  of  the  Chaldeans ; thou 
art  among  unbelievers  and  destroyers,  and  thou  dwellest  with  scor- 
pions, whose  sting  is  death.”  Yes,  my  brethren,  the  eternal 
death  of  the  soul.  Let  us,  then,  my  brethren,  sequester  our- 
selves from  the  noise  of  a corrupt  world ; let  us  consecrate  the  few 
days  that  yet  remain  preparatory  to  the  coming  of  Christ,  to  re- 
collection and  internal  knowledge,  the  knowledge  of  God  and 
of  ourselves.  “ In  this,”  says  the  African  Doctor,  “ consists  the 
perfection  of  the  creature,  to  know  his  own  misery  and  humble 
condition,  that  he  may  learn  to  despise  his  own  nothingness  and 
to  know  the  infinite  perfections  of  the  Deity,  in  order  to  admire 
the  more  his  supernatural  excellence.”  O important  and  ne- 
cessary science  ! O science  worthy  of  Angels  and  the  real 
glory  of  men  ! 

I shall  endeavour,  therefore,  my  brethren,  to  show  you  to  your- 
selves under  a double  light ; firstly,  as  men ; secondly,  as  Chris- 
tians. Great  and  merciful  God ! grant  that  this  examination  of 
ourselves,  this  scrutiny  of  our  weakness  and  misery,  may  lead 
us  to  that  glory  which  thou  hast  promised  to  all  who  walk  in  the 
path  of  virtue  and  fulfil  thy  holy  commandments.  0 Mary ! Im- 
maculate Mother  of  God ! pray  that  we  may  receive  this  grace 
and  that  we  may  follow  it. 

I am  far  from  being  insensible,  dearly-beloved  Christians,  how 
high  the  torrent  of  infidelity  runs  in  this  age,  and  particularly  in 
this  our  favourite  country,  where  the  polluted  waters  of  irreligion 
mingling  in  the  pure  streamlet  of  piety,  have  at  length  corrupted 
almost  the  entire  mass,  overspread  our  plains,  and  changed  the  once 
“ Holy  Island  of  Saints”  into  a land  of  unbelievers.  This  charge 
I mean  as  a general  one.  God  forbid  that  some  innocent  lambs 
were  not  even  at  this  day  to  be  found  amidst  the  numerous  herd 
of  depravity.  But  in  general  we  behold  the  children  of  the  Gos- 
pel mistaking  libertinism  for  liberty,  imbecility  of  mind  for  free- 


dom  of  thought,  and  the  tinsel  of  appearance  for  solid  realities. 
The  fact  is,  alas  ! too  glaring  to  admit  of  a doubt  for  one  mo- 
ment ; the  present  generation  I consider  as  a miserable  set  of 
misguided,  self- approving  witlings,  whose  narrow  and  confined 
intellect,  softened  into  impotence  by  the  corruption  of  a depraved 
heart,  generally  confound  mystery  with  imposition,  faith  with 
credulity,  piety  with  folly,  and  the  sweet  yoke  of  religion  with 
intolerant  fslavery.  But  whence  comes  it,  my  brethren,  that 
these  evils  have  become  so  prevalent  ? I cannot  pretend  to  point 
out  the  real  source  or  origin.  Perhaps  it  is  the  severe  scourge  of 
Heaven;  a scourge  it  is,  indeed,  my  brethren,  to  punish  the 
sins  of  men  by  permitting  them  to  fall  from  their  original  grandeur 
into  a state  of  infidelity,  a state  of  brutal  degradation,  nay,  worse 
if  possible ! But  whether  this  universal  darkness  proceeds  from 
any  cloud  of  Heaven  that  may  hang  over  our  ill-fated  destiny, 
and  threaten  to  overwhelm  us  in  the  storm  of  the  Almighty’s 
vexation,  does  not  belong  to  me  to  determine ; Heaven  alone  is 
acquainted  with  that  secret.  But  of  this  I am  certain,  that  did 
we  seriously  enter  into  an  examination  of  ourselves,  did  we  en- 
deavour to  trace  the  source  of  our  pride  and  intolerable  vanity, 
we  then  would  be  better  acquainted  with  the  springs  of  our  moral 
actions,  and  knowing  them,  we  would  naturally  labour  to  correct 
our  present  errors,  and  establish  a more  rational  system  for  the 
guidance  of  our  conduct.  Our  self-love  flatters  us  with  the  most 
endearing  expressions ; we  view  ourselves  under  too  favourable  a 
light ; we  discover  in  our  portrait  but  the  image  of  Heaven,  while 
the  dark  shades  of  corrupted  man  are  glossed  over  and  concealed 
by  the  pencil  of  deceitful  flattery  or  the  colours  of  our  passions. 

Self-knowledge,  then,  you  see,  my  brethren,  is  of  the  first  im- 
portance to  salvation.  But  what  knowledge  do  I mean,  would 
be  a very  natural  question  from  any  of  this  Christian  congrega- 
tion. Is  it  the  mere  information  of  a long,  uninterrupted  chain 
of  respectable  genealogy  of  our  perfections,  real  or  imaginary  ? 
Is  it  to  know,  whether  we  are  of  a noble  or  plebeian  descent, 
whether  we  are  the  pampered  favourites  of  fortune,  or  the  suffer- 
ing children  of  sorrow  and  distress  ? Ah  ! no,  my  brethren  ; it 
is  of  very  little  importance  how  we  stand  with  the  world ; the 
grand  care  of  life  should  be,  how  we  appear  in  the  eyes  of  the 
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Almighty.  He  is  not  content  with  mere  external  appearance. 
No,  my  brethren  ; he  searches  the  reins  and  penetrates  the  heart. 
Neither  your  actions  nor  your  motives  escape  the  all-seeing  eye 
of  God  ! The  knowledge,  therefore,  we  ought  to  seek  is,  what 
we  have  been,  what  we  actually  are,  and  what  we  should  be  in 
the  sight  of  Heaven  ? 

And  here,  indeed,  a wide  field  is  opened  to  our  view,  and  as  in 
the  scene  of  nature,  both  bright  and  gloomy  prospects  present 
themselves  to  our  eyes.  If  we  look  to  the  right,  we  behold  the 
dignity  of  our  nature,  and  then,  as  the  Royal  Psalmist  observes, 
“ every  valley  of  the  humble  heart  shall  be  filled.”  If  we  turn 
to  the  left,  we  view  the  degeneracy  of  our  nature,  and  then,  in- 
deed, “ every  mountain  of  pride  shall  be  made  low,”  according 
to  the  same  holy  Prophet.  If  we  survey  our  souls  and  the  ex- 
alted glory  they  were  created  for,  a spark  of  laudable  ambition 
fires  us  to  emulate  an  equality  with  Angels ; but,  if  we  cast  a 
look  on  our  corruptible  flesh,  our  pride  shall  be  humbled,  even 
to  a level  with  the  dust  from  which  we  originally  sprung.  “ Good 
God  !”  says  the  holy  David,  “ what  is  man  that  thou  art  mindful 
of  him,  or  the  son  of  man  that  thou  shouldst  visit  him  ?”  And 
in  fact,  my  brethren,  are  we  not  a paradox  in  ourselves  ? Are  we 
not  the  strangest  medley  of  heterogeneous,  irreconcilable  attri- 
butes ? Are  we  not  despicably  low  on  the  one  part,  while  on  the 
other,  we  are  as  high  as  eagled-winged  ambition  can  aspire  to  ? 
We  are  mortal,  yet  imperishable  ; at  the  same  time,  we  are  both 
earthly  and  celestial.  All  obscurity  and  meanness  in  the  flesh ; 
but  in  the  spirit,  all  glory  and  all  that  is  greatly  noble ! Such 
are  we  all ! as  man,  a creature,  framed  by  the  Eternal,  to  his  own 
divine  image,  whose  duty  is  perfection,  and  whose  hope  is  immor- 
tal bliss.  But  lest  we  should  be  tempted  to  follow  the  example 
of  the  fallen  angel  Lucifer,  who  was  hurled  by  the  wrath  of  God 
from  the  highest  heaven,  for  daring  to  ambition  an  equality  with 
his  Creator,  the  aspiring  immortal  soul  is  imprisoned,  as  it  were, 
in  a corruptible  body,  little,  impotent,  mean,  and  contemptible. 
Man,  in  fact,  as  finished  by  his  Creator,  was  originally  a glorious 
being,  a resemblance  to  the  Deity  itself,  and  next  to  the  Angels 
in  perfection.  Mortality  was  not  originally  any  part  of  his  na- 
ture. “ No ; to  this  end,”  says  the  learned  St.  Gregory,  “ was 
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Adam  placed  in  paradise,  that,  closely  attached  to  his  Maker  by 
the  hands  of  obedience  and  love,  he  might  thence  be  transferred, 
without  any  taste  of  death,  to  the  heavenly  seats  of  the  Angels.” 

0 glorious,  then,  exalted  creature,  man  ! to  what  a height  of 
grandeur  wert  thou  not  first  raised  by  thy  Almighty  Creator  ! 
But  alas ! the  matter  of  thy  glory  has  become  the  subject  of  thy 
confusion.  The  eminence  from  which  thou  art  fallen,  serves  only 
to  make  thy  folly  more  conspicuous,  thyself  more  contemptible, 
and  thy  fall  the  more  miserable ! 0 deplorable  change ! what 

tears  of  blood  can  sufficiently  bewail  the  downfall  of  this  once 
noble  being  ? From  being  an  inhabitant  of  paradise,  the  lord  of 
the  earth,  the  intimate  of  the  Almighty,  now  become,  by  a mo- 
mentary transformation,  like  a beast  of  burden,  labouring  beneath 
the  load  of  human  infirmities,  and  like  an  untamed  savage,  tied 
down  by  coercive  laws,  the  sad  dictates  of  thy  passions ! 

Whatever,  therefore,  we  might  have  been  originally,  my  bre- 
thren, we  are  now  but  a vile  and  abject  thing  in  the  sight  of  God. 
Our  composition  is  abject ; for  the  Book  of  Genesis  informs  us, 
that  we  were  “ formed  of  the  slime  of  the  earth.”  Our  duration  is 
abject;  “for  our  time,”  says  the  Wise  Man,  “is  like  the  passing 
of  a shadow.”  And  how  abject  in  the  misfortunes  we  are  subject 
to ! for  holy  Job  assures  us,  that  “ the  man  who  is  born  of  a 
woman,  is  filled  with  many  miseries.”  Yes,  miseries  both  in 
our  soul  and  in  our  body.  Our  soul,  though  of  divine  extraction, 
though  nothing  less  than  the  breath  of  Divinity,  is,  alas ! a slave 
to  the  machinations  of  the  devil,  a dupe  to  the  world,  and  the 
instrument  of  her  own  destruction.  If  such  our  nobler  part, 
what  must  the  ignoble  be  ? Ah  ! my  beloved  brethren,  our  body, 
which  once  was  nothing,  is  now  but  earth,  and  must  shortly  re- 
turn to  its  original  nothingness.  “For  dust  thou  art,  and  into 
dust  thou  shalt  return,”  says  God  to  man.  Thus,  my  brethren, 
have  I laboured  to  make  you  view  yourselves  in  the  looking- 
glass  of  human  nature,  a glass  which  reflects  no  false  colours, 
hut  is  not,  alas ! to  he  found  on  every  toilet.  And  here  my 
female  hearers  will  not,  I hope,  be  offended,  if  I address  myself 
to  them  in  a few  well-meaning  words.  With  justice,  you  are 
called  the  fairest,  and  perhaps,  as  the  great  St.  Bernard  observes, 
“you  are,  with  equal  justice,  styled,  the  vainest  portion  of  God’s 
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creatures.”  While  I now  address  you  as  the  minister  of  the 
Gospel,  perhaps  you  pay  more  attention  to  the  gaudy  ornaments 
of  your  vanity  than  to  the  Gospel  truths  that  echo  from  the  pul- 
pit. “ You  imagine  yourselves,”  says  the  wise  Tertullian,  “ to 
be  formed  of  some  celestial  paste,  made  up  of  the  choicest  flowers, 
mingled  with  the  richest  gums  and  spices  of  India.  But,  if  such 
should  be  your  opinion,  if  I can  rely  on  such  good  authority  for 
the  truth,  believe  me,  my  Christian  sisters,  you  are  much  mis- 
taken.” You  are  but  the  second  draught  of  man,  and  Heavens ! 
what  is  man  ? Why,  he  is  the  dregs  of  the  earth  ; from  the  cra- 
dle to  the  crutch,  a little  vessel  of  filth  and  filthy  concupiscence ; 
and  in  death,  O God ! he  is  the  regale  of  insects.  Well,  then, 
daughters  of  felly,  may  you  plume  yourselves  on  the  fairness  of 
your  persons,  and  the  borrowed  charms  of  a false  complexion ; 
you,  who  are  formed  of  the  slime  and  dust  of  the  earth,  who  are 
born  to  labour,  to  want,  and  sorrow ; you,  who  are  the  giddy 
agents  of  intoxicated  folly,  a folly  too  often  offensive  to  God,  de- 
structive to  man,  and  pernicious  to  yourselves;  a folly  which  stains 
your  reputation,  sullies  your  honour,  and  pollutes  your  con- 
sciences. Ah  ! dear  sisters,  enter  seriously  into  the  consideration 
of  what  you  are  now,  and  what  you  shortly  must  be.  Remember, 
you  are  born  to  die.  Yes ; these  eyes  now  so  brilliant,  and  so 
replete  with  charms,  must  soon  but  faintly  glimmer  within 
their  hollow  sockets.  That  form,  now  so  pleasing  to  admiring 
thousands,  must,  in  a few  days,  nay,  perhaps,  in  a few  hours, 
totter  on  the  awful  brink  of  an  uncertain  eternity ; and  the  dia- 
dem of  a prattling  drawing-room,  the  gaudy  insect  of  an  hour, 
that  fluttered  in  the  sunbeams  of  idle  vanity,  in  short,  the  fair 
ornament  of  the  calumniating  tea-table,  must  shortly  close  her 
eyes  for  ever.  Her  putrified  remains  must  descend  to  the  gloomy 
caverns  of  the  tomb,  there  to  be  devoured  by  the  vilest  worms  of 
the  earth ! 

And  before  I take  leave  of  this  topic,  allow  me  one  word  to  you, 
O methodistical  fanatics  of  the  age  ! Tell  me,  idle  boasters,  if  you 
are  men,  as  you  must  confess,  or  else  you  are  nothing,  whence 
comes  your  vaunted  security  from  sin  ? whence  your  spiri- 
tuality and  unintelligible  purity  ? If  we  could  believe  the  wild 
dreams  of  your  frenzied  imaginations  and  fanatical  brains,  you 


are  “ confirmed  in  sanctity  and  can  sin  no  more.”  Even  God  bimself 
cannot  damn  you,  or  withhold  his  graces  from  you  1”  Horrible 
blasphemy ! O sacred  inspiration,  what  becomes  of  thee  in  the 
doctrine  of  these  self-confident  and  self- sufficient  presumers  ? 
Are  they  better  acquainted  with  the  dispensations  of  Heaven  than 
the  Almighty  himself,  who  declares  by  the  mouth  of  the  inspired 
writer,  that  “ man  knoweth  not  whether  he  be  worthy  of  love  or 
hatred”?  Are  they  purer  than  Isaiah,  who  proclaims  “ all  human 
nature  weakness  and  corruption  ”?  Are  they  more  sanctified  than 
St.  Paul,  that  vessel  of  election  “who  chastised  his  body,  lest, 
while  he  preached  to  others,  he  himself  should  become  a castaway”  ? 
Do  these  fanatics  pretend  to  more  wisdom  than  the  Almighty  him- 
self, who  tells  us  that  all  works  of  men  are  vain  ? Ah,  then,  my 
brethren,  since  the  doctrine  of  these  dreamers  is  the  offspring  of 
a distempered  mind,  impudent  hypocrisy,  and  hypocritical  sanctity, 
rather  than  listen  to  the  syren  voice  of  their  most  unmeaning 
superstition,  humble  yourselves  with  the  wise  Job,  and  say  to  cor- 
ruption, “ thou  art  my  father,  and  to  the  worms ; thou  art  my 
mother,  thou  art  my  sister  !”  This  will  be  more  acceptable  to  God, 
and  more  becoming  our  humble  condition  here  on  earth.  But  oh  ! 
my  soul,  dare  not  by  pride  to  insult  the  power  which  upholds  you, 
and  set  at  defiance  the  Author  of  your  being,  as  these  miscreant 
teachers  do,  who  are  but  mere  worms  and  reptiles  here  on  earth  ! 

Such,  my  brethren,  must  be  the  reflections  arising  from  a serious 
meditation  on  the  imperfections  of  human  nature;  such  must 
necessarily  be  the  salutary  consequences  of  the  strict  examination 
of  our  own  nothingness,  that  we  will  be  careful  to  tread  in  the 
path  of  virtue  here  below,  in  order  that  we  may  be  eternally  happy 
hereafter.  Be  mindful,  then,  ah  ! be  mindful,  my  brethren,  that 
you  are  men ; forget  not,  however,  at  the  same  time,  the  dignified 
title  of  Christian.  Very  few  words  on  this  head  will  terminate 
my  discourse.  If  the  consideration  of  the  miseries  of  human 
nature  humbles  the  pride  of  our  hearts,  we  ought  to  exult  and 
triumph  in  the  happy  consciousness  of  being  Christians. 

“ A Christian,”  says  St.  Ambrose,  “ is  one  who,  regenerated  in 
Christ  by  the  spirit  of  God,  leads  a holy  fife  of  faith  and  good 
works,  and  daily  advances  nearer  to  life  everlasting.”  To  this  end, 
0 beloved  of  Jesus ! has  God  called  you  to  the  communion  of  his 


Church ; to  this  end  has  he  been  profuse  of  his  supernatural  favours 
to  you,  of  grace,  inspirations,  holy  Sacraments,  and  all  the  effi- 
cacious means  of  salvation,  which  you  enjoy  in  common  with  his 
elect.  Favours  of  infinite  value,  not  bestowed  on  every  nation, 
and  withheld  from  millions  of  stubborn  sinners,  who  are  estranged 
from  their  God  by  the  perversity  of  their  hearts.  But,  dearly  be- 
loved brethren,  it  is  not  sufficient  to  bear  the  name  of  Christian  ; 
our  faith  must  be  enlivened  by  good  works.  For  Jesus  Christ, 
says,  “ Not  every  one  who  sayeth  to  me  Lord,  Lord,  shall  enter 
the  kingdom  of  heaven,  but  he  only  who  doth  the  will  of  my 
Father  who  is  in  heaven."  The  Jews  themselves,  in  the  days  of 
the  Prophets,  had  faith,  but  it  added  doubly  to  their  condem- 
nation, because,  says  the  Lord,  “ this  people  honour  me  with  their 
lips,  but  their  heart  is  far  from  me”  ! Is  this  verified  in  none  of 
you  ? You  all  profess  the  name  of  Christ ; you  were  baptized  in 
his  name  ; you  all  hope  for  salvation,  through  the  merits  of  Christ ; 
but  have  your  lives  corresponded  with  your  baptismal  engage- 
ments ? Do  you  avoid  all  commerce  with  the  devil,  the  world, 
and  the  flesh  ? These  are  the  heads  which  you  must  examine 
yourselves  on,  as  Christians  and  as  members  of  our  holy  Church. 

Enter  into  yourselves,  then,  my  brethren,  from  this  day  for- 
ward ; prepare  a new  way  in  your  hearts  for  the  coming  of  Christ, 
by  the  regeneration  of  a thorough  repentance,  which  self-knowledge 
will  help  you  to.  If  you  have  hitherto  debased  the  greatness  of 
Christianity  by  acting  as  sinful  men,  repair  the  injury  done  to 
God  and  yourselves,  and  restore  your  manhood  to  its  original  ex- 
cellence by  acting  as  perfect  Christians.  Thus,  “ every  valley 
shall  be  filled,  and  every  mountain  shall  be  made  low,  and  all  flesh 
shall  see  the  salvation  of  God,”  and  souls  unshackled  by  the  fet- 
ters of  bodily  corruption,  shall  wing  their  eager  way  to  the  happy 
abodes  of  immortality,  the  mansions  of  eternal  bliss,  which  I 
wish  you  all,  from  my  heart,  in  the  name  of  the  Most  Holy  and 
undivided  Trinity.  Amen. 
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A SERMON 

ON  BEHALF  OP  TOE 

SICK  AND  INDIGENT  R00MKEEPERS. 


“ He  hath  distributed,  he  hath  given  to  the  poor  : His  justice  remaineth  for 
ever  and  ever:  his  horn  shall  be  exalted  in  glory.” — Psalm  cxi,  9. 

Dearly  beloved  friends  and  brethren,  it  gives  me  inexpressible 
pain  that  I was  prevented  from  fulfilling  my  promise  in  favour  of 
this  noble  Charity,  by  a most  severe  indisposition,  which  affected 
me  to  such  a degree  as  to  deprive  me  of  rest,  appetite,  and  all 
power  of  application. 

Although  I fear  it  is  too  late  to  subjoin  a sketch  of  the  plan  I 
meant  to  pursue  in  a formal  discourse ; yet  in  some  measure  to 
compensate  for  the  unavoidable  loss,  I must,  as  far  as  my  feeble 
powers  will  allow,  speak  to  you  on  the  all-impressive  theme. 

First  consideration. — The  case  of  Indigent  Roomkeepers  is 
aggravated  beyond  the  ordinary  distress  of  wretchedness  by  that 
decent  pride,  which  shuns  not  only  public  application,  but  even 
enhances  its  own  sufferings  in  order  to  hide  its  misery.  Necessa- 
ries are  sacrificed  in  order  to  save  appearances.  Here  may  be 
viewed  all  sorts  of  distress  incident  to  humanity,  the  poor,  the 
wretched,  and  the  lowly  wasting  away  in  silent  grief  and  solitary 
wo ; the  blind,  the  aged,  the  paralytic,  and  the  afflicted  eking  out 
the  weighty  chain  of  irksome  existence  on  the  scanty  shreds  of 
former  opulence,  the  insufficient  supply  of  some  distant  relative, 
or  the  extraordinary,  although  inadequate  exertions  of  some  pious, 
tender  child,  who  sacrifices  himself  to  the  duties  of  filial  piety, 
wasting  his  youthful  energies,  to  procure  for  his  aged  parent  even 
the  necessaries  of  life. 

Second  consideration. — From  comparison  with  the  claiporous 
importunity  of  those  ordinary  solicitors  for  alms,  among  whom 


there  are  to  be  found,  to  be  sure,  many  deserving  objects,  but 
likewise  many  worthless,  troublesome  beggars,  pests  of  society, 
who,  preferring  laziness  and  vice  to  sober  industry  and  labour, 
traffic  on  the  feelings  and  impose  on  the  credulity  of  mankind,  by 
assuming  the  touching  aspect  of  misery  and  want.  Against  these 
sturdy  and  unprincipled  beggars,  such  importunate  members  of 
the  community,  I have  elsewhere  spoken;  consequently,  I con- 
sider it  unnecessary  to  allude  to  them  in  fuller  terms  now. 

Third  consideration. — From  the  kind  of  persons  comprised 
within  the  objects  of  the  present  Charity,  those  relieved  by  the 
Society  are  persons  generally  of  decent  and  industrious  habits  of 
life.  Many  who  formerly  basked  in  the  bright  sunshine  of  pros- 
perity, and  enjoyed  all  the  cheering  comforts  of  affluence,  are  now 
the  unfortunate  and  deplorable  victims  of  that  bashful  and  retiring 
distress  which  bids  them  suffer  the  extreme  of  human  wretched- 
ness in  silent,  harrowing  anguish,  rather  than  court  the  contempt 
of  their  fellow-citizens  by  exposing  their  misfortunes  to  unfriendly 
or  unfeeling  eyes,  while  they  are  conscious  of  being  deserving  of 
esteem  and  respectful  sympathy.  An  enumeration  of  these  points 
will  dilate  this  topic  for  our  reflection  this  evening.  For  instance, 
under  the  expanded  wings  of  this  association  you  may  behold  an 
aged  and  infirm  poor  man,  with  scarcely  a bed  to  he  on,  or  a rag 
to  cover  his  naked,  emaciated  body ; his  eyes  dim  with  tears  of 
bitter  anguish,  and  his  heart  broken  with  the  sighs  of  affliction ; 
forgotten  by  all  his  former  acquaintances,  his  summer-friends, 
who  once  counted  it  an  honour  to  be  mentioned  amongst  his  social 
companions,  and  to  sun  themselves  in  the  cheering  and  bright 
beams  of  his  prosperity.  To  his  God  alone  are  his  manifold  and 
silent  griefs  known. 

Need  I tell  you,  that  in  a commercial  country,  misfortune  may 
overtake  a prosperous  man  without  any  fault  of  his  own,  and  even 
amidst  his  best  and  most  strenuous  efforts  for  success  ? In  the 
lottery  of  human  life,  “ the  race  is  not  always  to  the  swift,  nor  the 
battle  to  the  strong.”  There  you  may  behold  the  aged  widow  of  a 
once  respectable  and  industrious  tradesman,  languishing  on  the  bed 
of  sickness,  a prey  to  chronic  distempers,  without  a friendly  hand 
to  administer  consolation  or  relief,  or  a kindly  touch  to  smooth 
the  pillow  of  debilitated  and  enfeebled  nature. 
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Another,  surrounded  by  her  helpless,  wretched  offspring,  who 
piteously  cry  for  bread,  whilst  she  has  none  to  give  them,  and  lan* 
guish  for  sustenance,  no  longer  hers  to  bestow,  tearing  her  very 
heart-strings  asunder  by  their  agonising  demands  for  food. 

Should  we  indulge  in  the  expensive  and  sinful  prodigality  of 
sumptuous  tables,  groaning  with  the  most  costly  and  varied  viands, 
whilst  they  are  consumed  with  hunger,  and  a pittance  of  our 
superfluities  would  alleviate  their  wants  and  mitigate  their  suffer- 
ings ? Shall  we  pamper  our  wretched,  perishable  bodies,  and 
gorgeously  ornament  them  with  purple  garments  of  the  most  ex- 
pensive fabrics,  while  our  fellow-creatures  have  not  a rag  to  hide 
their  nakedness  ? Shall  we  indulge  our  limbs  on  the  soft  couch  of 
down,  while  they  lie,  but  do  not  rest,  on  straw,  covered  with  filthy 
rags,  perhaps  the  receptacle  of  the  most  disgusting  vermin  ? Shall 
we  deck  our  wretched  persons  in  costly  apparel,  and  not  commise- 
rate those  who  once  made  as  good  an  appearance  as  many  of  our- 
selves, hut  are  now  unhappily  destitute  of  covering,  while  the 
hard  gripe  of  the  pawn-broker,  or  the  unfeeling,  miserly  land- 
lord has  taken  away  one  by  one  their  furniture  and  wearing  ap- 
parel ? Yes,  those  victims  of  want,  who,  perhaps,  even  now,  are 
reduced  to  their  last  extremity,  warned  to  quit  a cold,  shivering 
garret,  which,  though  but  a prison  that  barely  immured  the  living 
mass  of  wretchedness  and  misery,  yet  saved  their  feelings  from  a 
publication  or  exhibition  of  their  indigence  and  misery ; honour- 
able feelings,  source  of  everything  great  and  good  amongst  men, 
and  which  should  entitle  them  to  the  prompt  and  efficacious  inter- 
position of  all  kind  and  generous  minds. 

A case  may  be  supposed,  where  the  innocent  credulity  of  fe- 
male youth  and  beauty  is  exposed  to  the  artifices  of  the  opulent 
seducer,  who  promises  to  make  her  family  independent,  and  by 
exciting  and  cajoling  her  best  and  most  natural  feelings,  the  more 
strongly  hinds  the  chains  of  his  infamous  artifices  around  his  un- 
suspecting and  artless  victim. 

The  commonplace  objects  of  charity  I need  not  mention,  as 
you  are  all  well  acquainted  with  them,  in  every  phase  and  diver- 
sity ; but  you  may  say,  that  the  Society  for  the  relief  of  the 
Sick  and  Indigent  Roomkeepers  is  a kind  of  sacred  bank  for  the 
highest  and  noblest  purposes  of  humanity ; or  an  insurance  office 
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against  the  inevitable  misfortunes  attending  on  the  mutable  and 
uncertain  conditions  of  human  life.  Although  it  is  desirable  and 
to  be  hoped,  that  none  of  us  should  ever  stand  in  need  of  the 
protection  of  this  bountiful  and  charitable  institution,  yet,  none 
are  so  high  as  to  be  quite  certain  of  never  falling,  or  experien- 
cing a reverse  of  fortune,  or  that  his  dearest  relatives  may  not  be 
exposed  to  the  storms  of  adversity.  How  often  have  we  seen 
the  proud  oak  and  lofty  cedar  of  the  forest  prostrate  by  the  fury 
of  the  tempest ! The  sudden  fall  of  the  oldest  throne  and  the 
proudest  nobility  in  Europe  from  the  height  of  glory  and  power- 
ful affluence,  furnishes  us  with  striking  and  strong  proofs  of  the 
instability  of  fortune,  its  changes  and  caprices  ; how  at  one  time 
it  elevates  its  protege  to  the  highest  pinnacle  of  worldly  power, 
and  again,  as  if  tired  of  its  adopted  child,  almost  hurls  him  to  the 
very  dust,  as  merciless  as  it  was  before  lavishingly  generous  and 
profuse  in  its  gifts  and  graces. 

This  Society  has  nobly  adopted  the  plan  of  relieving  distress, 
without  parochial  or  religious  distinction,  so  hatefully  carried 
out  in  other  institutions,  so  long  opposed  to  the  rights  and  liber- 
ties of  our  country.  Its  merits  are  as  great  as  its  effects  are  su- 
perabundantly advantageous  to  the  common  welfare  of  society  at 
large,  and  the  weal  and  social  happiness  of  our  native  land. 

Our  misfortnnes  and  crimes  have  flowed  from  division.  Is  it  not 
wonderful  that  we  should  have  been  so  long  blinded  to  their  con- 
sequences ? “ A house  divided  against  itself  cannot  stand,”  saith 
the  Gospel  of  truth ; and  the  history  of  every  nation  on  earth 
is  but  a comment  on  the  text.  Thus,  of  old,  Greece  fell  under 
the  yoke  of  Philip  ; and  so  of  the  Romans  afterwards ; and  in  our 
own  memory,  Poland  lost  its  nationality,  and  another  country  its 
boasted  constitution  and  glory. 

If  your  enemy  aim  at  conquering  and  enslaving  you  (and  none 
but  an  enemy,  I need  not  tell  you,  can  have  such  an  aim),  what 
is  the  first  wish  of  his  heart  ? What  is  his  interest  ? What  en- 
sures his  complete  success,  and  makes  you  an  easy  and  ready 
prey  ? Your  intestine  divisions  will  accelerate  his  conquests,  and 
will  he,  think  you,  spare  any  expense  to  sow  strife  and  hatred 
among  you  ? Will  he  be  sparing  of  his  gold  or  of  his  promises  ? 
Will  not  the  agents  of  his  intrigues  be  furnished  with  all  the 
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means  of  seduction,  by  practising  on  the  hopes  and  the  fears  of 
parties,  alternately  encouraging  and  threateningly  alarming.  But 
luckily  for  the  designs  of  the  despot,  and  most  unfortunately 
for  his  intended  prey,  the  differences  of  religious  parties  furnish 
a convenient,  cheap,  and  infallible  instrument  of  division  and 
hatred.  He  has  only  to  inflame  the  religious  bigotry  of  each 
party,  placing  them  like  dogs  at  each  other,  to  tear  and  devour 
without  scruple  one  another ! He  cannot  fail  of  ready  tools,  as 
long  as  there  are  to  be  found  bigots  and  corrupt  knaves  in 
every  rank  of  society.  One  party  shall  be  told,  “You  are  so 
long  masters,  will  you  admit  these  vile,  superstitious  slaves  to 
partake  of  your  privileges,  and  divide  with  you  political  power  ? 
Becoming  daily  more  and  more  numerous,  they  would  in  time 
acquire  a dangerous  preponderance  in  the  state,  exterminate  you, 
and  excite  to  that  vile  adage  of  barbarians,  “ Flay  them  or  they 
will  flay  you/’ 

The  other  subjected  party  would  be  addressed  in  a very  differ- 
ent language : “You  have  too  long  tamely  submitted  to  an  intole- 
rable bondage,  penalties,  disqualifications,  productive  of  misery 
and  oppression  to  the  great  mass  of  your  people ! Where  are 
your  sense  and  spirit  ? Have  you  the  feelings  of  men  ? Shall 
you  ever  lie  down,  the  contented  bondsmen  of  subjects,  no  better, 
not  more  loyal  or  useful  than  yourselves  ?” 

Bigotry,  thank  God,  is  decaying  fast  in  every  part  of  the  world ; 
governments,  enlightened  by  philosophy  and  experience  on  the 
baneful  consequences  of  religious  intolerance,  are  everywhere 
hastening  to  wrest  the  torch  of  danger  from  the  bloody  gripe  of 
that  fury,  religious  persecution.  They  all  feel  how  important  it 
is  to  the  repose,  the  strength,  the  security,  and  prosperity  of  their 
respective  estate.  Can  you  entertain  any  apprehension  that  the 
father  of  a free  people,  governing  through  a constitution  cried 
up  as  “ the  masterpiece  of  human  wisdom,”  shall  be  blind  and 
bigoted,  whilst  those  who  are  called  the  “ absolute  monarchs”  of 
the  continent,  are  liberal,  just,  and  enlightened?  He,  surely, 
our  kind  monarch,  will  not  sanction  such  vile  intolerance,  nor 
wish  to  reign  the  tyrant  and  oppressor  of  five  millions  of  his 
loyal  subjects.  He  cannot  wish  to  govern  them  on  the  princi- 
ples and  maxims  of  a stepfather,  of  an  enemy,  while  the  reputed 
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despots  of  Russia  and  Prussia  make  their  governments  as  pater- 
nal as  the  constitution  will  admit,  equally  cherishing  all  their 
subjects  without  partiality  or  distinction,  encouraging  education, 
industry,  and  talents.  Oh  ! no  ; our  gracious  sovereign  will  not 
act  in  opposition  to  the  sacred  duty  of  every  man  who  accepts 
the  office  of  government,  and,  instead  of  employing  the  means  en- 
trusted in  his  hands  to  promote  the  happiness  of  the  people,  con- 
vert resources  wrested  from  their  hard  toil  and  sweat,  to  oppress 
and  rob  them  of  the  various  means  of  wealth  and  comfort,  of 
knowledge,  civility,  and  happiness,  which  a fertile  soil  and  com- 
manding situations  for  internal  and  external  commerce  present  to 
their  industry  and  ingenuity,  in  order  to  make  them  poor,  illiterate, 
savage  beasts  of  burden.  He  will  not  wish  to  reign  on  earth,  as 
we  are  told  the  devil  reigns  in  hell,  by  terror,  torture,  destruc- 
tion, and  by  warring  against  conscience,  virtue,  and  principle. 
No,  it  cannot  be;  approach  the  throne  with  confidence;  make 
known  your  grievances  to  the  father  of  his  people,  and  to  that 
legislature,  the  prop  and  guide  of  public  authority,  and  justice 
will  assuredly  prevail. 

There  is  a country  where  all  these  arts  have  been  employed 
successfully  ; whither  the  son  of  a senator,  pensioned  and  highly 
in  confidence,  who,  though  no  minister,  possessed  great  influence 
for  a time  over  the  public  councils,  was  sent  to  encourage  the  hopes 
of  the  petitioners  ; whither  a popular  man,  of  the  first  rank  and 
fortune,  was  sent  with  the  fallacious  appearance  of  full  powers 
to  grant  a repeal  of  oppressive  statutes.  In  order  to  alarm  the 
fears  and  bigotry  of  their  Protestant  fellow-citizens,  other  agents 
were  employed,  together  with  the  influence  of  a family  long  the 
pest  of  that  land,  to  raise  opposition  to  that  measure.  The  cor- 
porations and  grand  juries  of  the  kingdom  were  mustered,  rank 
and  file,  in  opposition.  Concession  was  replaced  by  coercion, 
by  torture,  pillage,  burning,  shooting,  hanging ; and  the  pri- 
vileged party — privileged  merely  for  the  sake  of  division,  and 
through  division,  to  crush  their  country  and  kindred — were  made 
to  dip  their  hands  so  deeply  in  the  blood  of  their  oppressed 
countrymen,  as  to  preclude  reconciliation,  cordial  union,  and  united 
resistance  to  a measure  obnoxious  to  both  parties.  The  aristocracy, 

the  ascendancy,  the  wealthy  of  Ireland,  must  confess  in  the  mo- 

2 F 


226 


ment  of  calm  reflectioD,  whenever  they  allow  themselves  leisure 
to  think,  that  they  have  been  egregiously  duped  by  groundless 
panic  fears,  caught  from  a distant  quarter.  Their  alarmed  pride 
sympathized  too  fiercely  with  the  enraged  and  fallen  aristocracy  of 
France.  Their  imaginations  were  haunted  with  anticipations  of 
a similar  disaster  to  themselves.  Instead  of  suffering  the  distant 
tempest  to  exhaust  its  force  on  the  spot  of  its  generation  by  a wise 
neutrality,  when  its  spent  billows  would  scarcely  be  heard  to 
murmur  along  our  shores,  they  chose  to  make  themselves  a party 
in  quarrels  that  concerned  them  not,  seeming  desirous  of  wreak- 
ing vengeance  on  the  common  people  of  their  own  country  for 
the  crimes  of  foreign  democracy,  and  thus  brought  home  to  our 
own  doors  a raging  storm,  whose  vast  and  devastating  ravages 
are  not  to  be  repaired  for  ages. 

Do  I mention  these  melancholy  events  for  the  purpose  of  in- 
flaming and  perpetuating  the  rancorous  passions  that  committed 
so  much  havoc  ? God  forbid!  The  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ,  in 
unison  with  sound  morals,  forbids  us  to  treasure  up  fatal  re- 
sentments ; if  we  cannot  forget,  we  should  at  least  endeavour 
to  forgive.  Events  that  never  can  be  consigned  to  oblivion, 
should  only  be  remembered  to  warn  us  from  the  repetition  of 
similar  crimes,  and,  by  reflection,  enable  us  to  be  more  careful 
and  prudent  for  the  future. 

No,  my  brethren ; thank  God,  those  scenes  of  bigotry  and  vile 
intolerance  are  passing  away  from  our  once  bleeding  country,  and 
this  noble  Society,  aided  by  all  classes  and  of  every  creed,  has 
wonderfully  contributed  to  dispel  the  once  horrid  gloom,  and  to 
bring  us  back  to  happier  and  brighter  days.  Hence  I must  pass  to 
the  distressed  objects  of  this  our  short,  but  pitiful  appeal,  hoping 
that  its  success  may  be  as  great  as  the  merits  of  the  institution 
for  which  I appear  before  you  are  numerous  and  deserving. 

I myself  have  witnessed  misery  whose  very  recollection  chills 
my  blood  and  paralyses  my  whole  frame  at  this  very  instant. 
I saw,  a few  days  past,  a superannuated  mother,  labouring 
under  all  the  infirmities  of  sickly  decrepitude,  stretched  on  the 
bed  of  sorrow,  which  consisted  of  some  black  and  rotten  straw 
thrown  on  the  floor  in  a corner  of  the  wretched  hovel  where 
fortunately  the  roof  happened  to  be  sound,  for  the  remainder 
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was  literally  deluged  with  water.  Not  a spark  of  fire  was  there 
to  be  seen.  The  covering  of  this  wretched  female  consisted  of 
an  old  tattered  blanket,  and  a few  rags  with  which  she  en- 
deavoured to  conceal  her  emaciated  and  debilitated  frame.  Thus 
she  lay,  and  to  complete  her  misery,  an  only  daughter,  the  sha- 
dow only  of  a handsome  girl  of  eighteen,  sat  melancholy  by  her 
side,  who  was  unable  to  afford  her  relief,  as  she  had  been  for 
many  months  languishing  in  the  last  stage  of  a decay ; she  was 
crippled  by  disease,  and  almost  ossified  by  famine.  Thus,  both 
were  incapable  of  procuring  means  of  subsistence,  which  promp- 
ted me  to  inquire  how  they  lived  ; when  the  old  mother  told  me 
that  a charitable  Reverend  Gentleman  of  that  neighbourhood 
allowed  her  a shilling  per  week.  May  God  bless  him  ! But 
surely,  according  to  this  calculation,  they  had  not  each  a 
penny  per  day.  No  furniture  was  to  be  seen,  for  all  had  been 
pawned,  and  the  only  nourishment  I could  see  in  the  room  was 
five  cold  potatoes,  which  they  got  from  a poor  woman  in  the  next 
room. 

O Heavens  ! who  can  hear  this  tale  of  wo  with  an  unfeeling 
heart  ? Matrons,  ye  who  are  acquainted  with  all  the  gentle 
feelings  and  anxious  tenderness  of  a mother’s  heart ; daughters, 
strangers,  I hope,  as  yet  to  the  ways  of  vice  and  vanity,  whose 
fond  hearts  swell  with  the  throbbings  of  filial  affection,  it  is  to 
you  I now  address  myself.  Does  not  every  atom  of  your  frames 
creep  at  the  thought  of  such  misery  ? Do  you  not  wish  to  pawn 
the  gaudy  trappings  of  summer  pride,  the  wrarm  and  expensive 
garments  of  wintry  opulence,  purchased  at  so  dear  a rate  from 
the  effeminate,  enervated  Asiatic,  or  the  frozen  and  glaciated 
Muscovite  ? Do  not  your  bosoms  almost  burst  with  sympathetic 
sorrow  at  the  recital  of  such  a scene  of  misery  ? But,  let  me 
tell  you,  that  this  to  you  harrowing  picture  of  wretchedness  is 
daily  to  be  beheld  in  our  city,  as  the  members  of  the  Society  for 
which  I plead  this  day  can  testify. 

Need  I say  more  to  excite  your  already  too-tried  feelings?  Is  it 
necessary  to  place  before  your  eyes,  details  still  more  agitating 
and  terrible  ? Ah  ! no,  I am  sure  such  is  needless,  as  your  tender 
and  ever-ready  sympathy  is  already  secured. 

To  you,  then,  I leave  the  task  of  charitably  co-operating  and 
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assisting  this  meritorious,  and,  I may  say,  extremely  useful  In- 
stitution for  the  Relief  of  poor  Roomkeepers,  satisfied  of  your 
ready  kindness  and  warm  feelings,  so  well  known  even  in  remote 
countries.  As  the  almoners  of  Jesus  Christ,  we  should  be  ever  in 
readiness  to  distribute  the  wealth  he  has  entrusted  to  our  care,  to 
supply  the  wants  of  the  distressed  and  oppressed,  well  knowing, 
that  although  such  be  not  ours,  but  the  property  of  our  Master 
and  Creator,  yet  He  will  reward  us  for  such  acts,  in  his  own 
eternal  kingdom,  with  blessings  imperishable  and  oh  ! how  great ! 
with  blessings  not  to  be  conceived  by  human  understanding  or 
beheld  by  human  eyes,  blessings  which  a God  alone  could  create 
or  imagine,  which,  from  my  heart,  I wish  you  all,  in  the  name  of 
the  Blessed  and  Undivided  Trinity.  Amen. 


A SERMON 

ON  THE 

SACRED  PASSION  OF  CHRIST. 


“ And  I looked  for  one  who  would  grieve  together  with  me,  but  there  was  none, 
and  for  one  soul  that  would  comfort  me,  and  there  was  none.” — Psalm  lxviii,  21. 

What  an  awful  sight  is  now  before  us  ! What  thoughts  of  hor- 
ror press  upon  our  minds ! How  our  hearts  burst  at  the  contem- 
plation of  the  agony,  passion,  and  death  of  the  world’s  Redeemer ! 
Where  shall  we  begin,  or  where  can  we  end  with  the  recital  which 
man  cannot  make  nor  Angels  listen  to  without  indescribable 
emotions  ? 

The  Prophet  Isaias  and  the  Prophet  David,  even  in  their  pre- 
dictions of  this  awful  Passion,  seem  lost  in  terror  and  dismay,  and 
what  should  we  not  feel  in  thinking  over  the  dread  reality  ! 

O Jesus  Christ!  Thou  Saviour  and  Redeemer  of  men,  who 
suffered,  bled,  and  died  for  our  salvation,  inspire  us  with  suitable 
words  and  just  thoughts  whilst  attempting  to  describe  this  tragic 
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scene ; and  whilst  thinking  on  thy  agony  and  death,  may  we  ob- 
tain, through  thy  infinite  merits,  pardon  of  all  our  sins,  and  the 
grace  of  living  and  dying  in  thy  service.  Amen. 

The  time  for  completing  man's  redemption  had  just  approached. 
The  mercies  and  miracles  of  Christ  were  about  to  be  consummated 
by  tbe  greatest  mercy  and  miracle  of  all.  The  term  of  thy  life, 
O Jesus ! thou  Man  of  sorrow  and  God  of  omnipotence,  has  ar- 
rived. But  thou  must  first  “ make  the  pasch  with  thy  disciples,” 
and  at  thy  last  supper,  at  thy  royal  feast,  give  them  thy  sacred 
body  and  thy  saving  blood.  Thus,  “ having  loved  thine  own,  who 
were  in  the  world,  thou  hast  loved  them  to  the  end.” 

And  oh ! the  awful  prediction  of  Christ  himself,  whilst  thus 
distributing  to  them  “ the  supersubstantial  bread  that  came  down 
from  heaven  !”  “ One  of  you  is  about  to  betray  me ;”  one  of  you, 

my  chosen  twelve  ; one  of  you,  my  dearest  bosom  friends  ; one  of 
you,  to  whom  I have  made  known  the  mysteries  of  my  kingdom  ; 
one  of  you,  for  whom  I am  after  praying  to  my  eternal  Father, 
that  “ you  might  go  forth  and  bring  forth  fruit,  and  that  your 
fruit  might  remain,”  one  of  you,  in  fine,  for  whom  I am  about 
to  suffer  ignominy  and  death,  in  order  to  secure  everlasting  peace, 
is  about  to  “ deliver  me  into  the  hands  of  sinners,”  and  thus  to  be 
guilty  of  the  greatest  of  all  crimes,  the  murder  of  the  Man-God  • 

The  fatal  hour,  then,  is  about  to  toll,  when  the  traitor  Judas 
shall,  with  a treacherous  kiss,  betray  thee  to  thy  murderous 
enemies,  and  when  Jews  and  infidels,  however  divided,  shall  unite 
in  demanding  thy  crucifixion.  Thy  eternal  Father,  with  thy  owTn 
will  and  consent,  is  going  to  strike  thee,  “ for  no  man  could  do  it 
unless  it  was  given  him  by  the  Father.”  “The  Shepherd  of  the 
fold”  and  the  flock  of  thy  beloved  disciples  “ are  about  to  be 
scattered !”  The  sun  which  sunk  last  evening,  when  he  next  sheds 
forth  his  effulgent  beams  above  the  horizon,  will  see  thee  dragged 
like  the  vilest  of  felons  through  the  streets  of  thy  once-famed 
Jerusalem.  From  tribunal  to  tribunal ; from  Jew  to  Gentile ; 
from  Caiphas  to  Pilate  ; from  Pilate  to  Herod ; and  thence  back 
again  to  Pilate;  assailed,  reviled,  buffeted,  mocked,  spat  upon, 
scourged,  crowned  with  thorns,  preferred  to  Barabbas,  and  finally, 
condemned  to  die  on  the  ignominious  gibbet  of  the  cross,  amidst 
the  jeers  of  an  insulting  rabble,  and  between  two  thieves ! 
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And  shall  the  bright  luminary  of  day  behold  unmoved  this  dis- 
mal sight  ? Shall  he  continue  with  his  wonted  splendour  to  en- 
lighten the  firmament,  whilst  his  Maker  and  his  God  suffers ! 
Forbid  it  nature,  forbid  it  heavens!  In  his  meridian  altitude  tbe 
sackcloth  of  night  shall  cover  his  glorious  light,  and  wrapped  in 
sullen  darkness,  heaven  and  earth  shall  mourn  whilst  the  Lord  of 
both  expires ! 

Scarcely  twenty  hours  shall  elapse  before  this  awful  tragedy  will 
close ! Thou  sittest,  0 Lord  of  glory  ! O loving  Victim  of  man- 
kind ! for  the  last  time  of  thy  mortal  course  with  thy  disciples  ! 
Thou  a^t  bidding  them  the  last  adieu  ere  thou  begin  thy  sufferings. 
An  hour  hence,  and  the  garden  of  Gethsemani  is  steeped  with  thy 
bloody  sweat,  and  thou  taken  by  the  ruffian  band  to  slaughter 
and  to  death.  The  time,  the  awful  hour  of  darkness  has  come ! 
Man’s  redemption  ! O suffering  Jesus ! hurries  thee  away. 

It  is  not  the  horror  of  his  woes  or  the  fullness  of  his  suffer- 
ings that  now  overpower  him.  What  crowns  his  misfortunes  is, 
the  clear  knowledge  he  has  of  the  greatness  of  our  sins,  which  he 
must  expiate  on  this  dreadful  night  and  following  day,  at  the  ex- 
pense of  his  blood ! Miserable  mortals  that  we  are,  blinded  by 
the  mists  of  ignorance  and  impiety,  we  cannot  comprehend  the 
magnitude  of  sin  or  its  horrid  guilt,  as  we  cannot  have  adequate 
ideas  of  the  immense  perfections  of  the  Deity  offended,  or  have 
just  notions  of  our  own  nothingness  who  are  the  offenders  ! But 
Christ,  who  is  Sanctity  by  essence,  who  fathoms  the  perfections  of 
his  eternal  Father,  and  his  own  divine  attributes,  with  those  of  the 
Holy  Ghost,  and,  at  the  same  time,  the  humble,  the  degraded 
condition  of  man,  surveys,  in  an  instant,  with  his  all-seeing  eye, 
the  enormity  and  malice  of  sin,  which  appears  to  him  in  all  their 
hideousness.  He  considers  sin  as  the  highest  ingratitude  on 
the  part  of  his  children,  the  most  perfidious  infidelity  on  the  part 
of  his  friends,  and  the  most  sensible  outrage  that  could  possibly 
be  offered  to  his  sacred  Majesty.  In  the  same  moment,  he  views 
in  sin  the  destruction  of  man,  the  most  perfect  work  of  his  om- 
nipotence after  the  Angels.  He  beholds  his  own  image  effaced 
from  his  immortal  soul,  and  succeeded  by  the  image  of  hell.  The 
bright  and  matchless  glory  which  he  intended  as  the  reward  of  his 
fidelity,  must  now,  he  sees,  be  exchanged  for  the  gloomy  horrors 
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of  everlasting  night.  This,  O sinner  ! is  what  adds  to  the  internal 
tribulation  of  your  Divine  Redeemer.  He  views  the  affronts  he  is 
to  receive  in  the  garden  from  his  traitor-apostle  and  from  his  in- 
fernal band.  He  sees,  at  one  glance,  the  stripes,  the  wounds,  and 
the  thorns ; he  beholds  the  hammers,  the  nails,  the  gall,  the 
vinegar,  the  executioners,  and  the  cross ; he  clearly  perceives  that 
he  is  to  be  “ the  outcast  of  men  and  despised  by  the  people the 
derision  of  the  mob  in  the  presence  of  Annas  and  Caiphas,  the 
sport  of  fools  in  the  court  of  Herod,  and  the  victim  of  perjury  in 
the  palace  of  Pilate.  All  this  he  clearly  beholds,  and,  as  Man, 
weeps  over  his  approaching  misfortunes. 

But  his  knowledge  of  the  dreadful  havoc  that  sin  is  to  make 
amongst  his  own  dear  children  of  Jerusalem,  for  whose  salvation 
he  became  man,  for  whom  he  laboured  for  years,  and  now  is  about 
to  die ; this,  indeed,  is  what  overwhelms  him  with  sorrow  and  sur- 
rounds him,  as  the  Royal  Psalmist  testifies,  with  all  that  is  most  cruel 
and  painful  in  life  and  death.  He  sees  all  his  dearly-beloved  children 
bewildered  amidst  temporal  calamities  He  views  almost  all,  even 
of  those  who  call  him  “ Father  and  Saviour,”  the  victims  of  mor- 
tal sin  ; and  the  greater  part  of  sinful  man  he  sees  descending  into 
the  eternal  flames  of  hell,  to  atone  for  their  unrepented  crimes. 
He  sees  Martyrs  suffering  for  his  name,  and  Apostles  preaching 
his  word,  although  despised  and  condemned  at  wicked  tribunals ; 
some  to  be  immolated  by  the  savage  jaws  of  lions,  others  to  be 
dashed  from  the  rocks,  some  to  he  drowned  in  the  waters,  and 
others  to  he  torn  asunder  by  dreadful  racks  and  wheels.  All  he 
sees  in  various  ways  butchered  and  murdered  for  his  sake.  This, 
indeed,  is  a bloody  prospect;  hut  he  feels  consolation  in  the 
thought  of  having  some  left  to  honour  his  passion  and  mourn  his 
death.  But  instantly  this  ray  of  comfort  is  dispersed,  and  his 
soul  is  once  more  clouded  by  the  shades  of  death,  on  beholding 
so  many  of  his  favorite  elect  bending  their  consecrated  knees  to 
the  idols  of  impiety.  Oh  ! says  the  Lord,  now,  indeed,  it  is,  that 
the  pains  of  hell  harrow  my  afflicted  soul.  “ Dolores  inferni  cir- 
cumdederunt  me.”  I behold  my  Prophet  David  an  adulterer ; and 
not  content,  he  adds  murder  to  adultery.  I behold  Saul,  that  is 
one  day  to  be  the  lamp  of  my  Church,  now  unsheathing  the  sword 
of  persecution  and  dooming  my  infant  children  to  death.  Amongst 
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others,  I distinguish  my  favourite  Augustine,  destined  to  he,  in  a 
future  age,  the  champion  of  my  faith  and  the  bulwark  of  my 
Church ; hut  so  long  before  shipwrecked  on  the  ocean  of  incre- 
dulity, and  tossed  at  the  pleasure  of  the  wild  waves  of  passion. 
Magdalen,  my  dear  Magdalen,  has  already  been  a public  sinner  in 
the  city,  and  a prey  to  lust  and  shameless  prostitution.  Peter,  the 
courageous  Peter,  with  all  his  professions, -will  shortly  deny  me  ; 
and  the  whole  choir  of  my  Apostles,  save  my  beloved  John,  will 
fly  away  from  me  in  the  hour  of  danger ! At  such  sights,  “ my 
soul  is  sorrowful  even  unto  death.”  How  many  murders  do  I be- 
hold in  my  Church  crying  louder  for  vengeance  than  that  of  Cain  ! 
How  many  abominations  even  amongst  Christians,  more  detestable 
than  those  of  Sodom  ! How  many  acts  of  idolatry  as  injurious  to 
my  Father  and  myself  as  that  of  Achab  ! How  many  sacrileges 
more  impious  than  that  of  Balthasar  ! How  many  perfidious 
treacheries,  alas ! even  equal  to  that  of  Judas ! “ My  soul  is 

sorrowful  even  unto  death”  at  such  accumulated  infamies  and 
scandals ! 

But  what  must  he  the  feelings  of  our  suffering  and  Divine 
Jesus  on  viewing  the  crimes  of  the  present  times,  crimes  of  the 
deepest  dye,  abuses  the  most  impious,  that  cry  aloud  for  eternal 
vengeance ! Our  soft  effeminacy,  our  pagan  luxury,  our  scan- 
dalous spectacles,  our  voluptuous  assemblies,  a circle  of  per- 
petual disorders  ! In  short,  what  abominations  did  he  not  view 
in  the  present  times,  and  how  deeply  must  he  not  have  been 
afflicted  at  the  dreadful  prospect ! How  must  not  his  fond  heart 
have  been  stabbed  on  viewing  himself,  the  Immaculate  Lamb 
prefigured  by  the  pure  dove  of  the  Mosaic  rites,  charged  with 
the  crimes  of  a sinful  people ! What  grief  must  it  not  have 
caused  to  the  God  of  sanctity,  to  behold  himself  laden  with  the 
burden  of  our  vanities  and  follies  ! Giddy  worldlings,  what  sorrow 
does  not  religion  suggest  to  our  scared  hearts  when  we  behold 
our  Saviour  sinking  under  the  weight  of  the  impieties  and  sacri- 
legious incredulity  of  the  libertines  of  the  day,  destitute  at  once 
of  reason  and  religion ! What  confusion,  in  short,  for  the  Eter- 
nal “Word  of  God,”  “ the  figure  of  his  Father’s  substance  and 
the  splendour  of  his  glory,”  to  see  himself  covered  with  the  un- 
holy mantle  of  our  sins,  abused  in  sin,  nay,  according  to  the 
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expression  of  St.  Paul,  “ he  became  (as  it  were)  sin  itself”  to 
redeem  his  children  of  Sion  ; “ F actus  pro  nobis  peccatum  eget." 
Notwithstanding  all  these  torments,  our  loving  Jesus  not  only 
forgives  us,  but,  in  his  fond  embrace,  weeps  over  our  misfortunes. 
Yes,  like  the  patriarch  Joseph,  who  in  so  many  places  nobly  pre- 
figured him,  who  in  the  court  of  Egypt,  touched  with  the  cala- 
mities of  his  brethren,  forgets  their  past  ingratitude,  and  tenderly 
embracing  them  one  by  one,  He  mingles  his  tears  with  theirs, 
his  tears  of  generous  pardon  with  theirs  of  conscious  guilt ; he 
tells  them  to  dry  their  eyes  and  weep  no  more,  for  all  their  wants 
are  relieved ; even  thus,  our  adorable  Redeemer  forgives  us 
this  day,  forgives  all  our  baseness  and  ingratitude,  and  -whilst  he 
weeps  over  our  numberless  shameful  desires  which  make  mo- 
desty blush,  our  violent  inclinations  which  make  justice  groan, 
our  ambitious  schemes  which  outrage  common  reason  and  sense, 
our  impious  dispositions  that  war  openly  against  our  faith  and 
our  religion ; whilst  he  laments  over  these  causes  of  his  sufferings, 
he  extends  his  generous  pardon  to  ungrateful  man  in  the  pleni- 
tude of  his  mercy. 

Oh  ! excess  of  thy  love,  divine  Jesus  ! how  can  we  requite  thee? 
Oh  yes  ! since  all  the  sadness  that  you  experienced  in  your  mind 
is  the  work  of  our  hands,  we  will  join  our  sorrows  with  yours, 
our  sorrow  of  repentance  will  flow  with  your  sorrow  of  compas- 
sion; our  troubled  conscience  will  pant  and  moan  with  your  afflict- 
ed soul ; our  warm  sighs  will  mingle  in  the  garden  with  your 
tears  of  blood ; we  will  stand  by  your  side  to  disperse  the  mur- 
dering crew  that  thirst  for  your  death ; and  if  in  the  hour  of  trial 
abandoned  by  your  Father,  we  will  pour  the  oil  of  comfort  into 
the  wide  wounds  of  your  martyred  soul. 

Yes,  my  brethren,  you  say  you  will  do  all  this.  Your  pro- 
mises, indeed,  are  most  flattering,  but  ah ! how  will  you  per- 
form them  ? 

The  second  punishment  due  to  sin  is  abandonment  on  the 
part  of  God.  And  this  also  our  Divine  Saviour  suffers  in  the 
Garden  of  Olives,  whither  at  this  period  of  his  passion  he  re- 
tires with  Peter,  James,  and  John,  on  the  all- dolorous  eve  of 
his  death.  Such  is  the  enormous  weight  of  his  internal  trouble, 
such  is  the  horror  he  entertains  for  his  approaching  sufferings, 
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that  no  longer  able  to  withstand  the  shock,  he  appeals  to  his 
Eternal  Father  for  consolation.  Hence,  the  Gospel  says,  “He 
began  to  grow  sorrowful  and  to  he  sad.  Then  he  saith  to  them, 
4 My  soul  is  sorrowful,  even  unto  death ; stay  you  here  and  watch 
with  me.’  And  going  a little  further,  he  fell  upon  his  face  pray- 
ing, and  saying;  ‘Father,  Father,  if  it  he  possible  let  this 
chalice  pass  away  from  me ; hut  not  my  will,  but  thine  he  done.’  ” 
But  in  vain  does  he  address  his  Father;  he  is  deaf  to  his  en- 
treaties. The  amiable  attribute  of  mercy  seems  no  longer  a pro- 
perty of  the  Divinity,  whilst  the  severity  of  justice  sways  the 
sceptre  of  dominion.  He  is  an  inexorable  Judge.  He  is  an 
angry  God,  apparently  forgetful  of  the  affections  of  a Son.  Ah ! 
he  whom  on  Thabor’s  glorious  mount  he  emphatically  called 
His  “ well-beloved  Son,”  whom  he  commanded  all  to  hear,  being 
by  nature  infinitely  separated  from  sin,  or  rather  opposed  to  it, 
this  inflexible  Father  considers  his  holy  and  submissive  Child  in 
no  other  light  than  an  object  of  indignation,  as  he  now  sees  him 
laden  with  the  sins  of  the  universe.  He  rejects  him,  therefore, 
as  a victim  that  must  publicly  suffer  the  rigours  of  his  chastise- 
ments; he  abandons  him  to  his  own  strength,  as  the  whole  world, 
of  which  he  is  the  melancholy  representative,  deserves  to  be 
abandoned.  Thus  delivered  up  to  the  passions  and  weaknesses 
of  humanity,  how  cruel,  O fellow-sinners ! are  the  pangs  that 
pierce  the  soul  of  our  suffering  Saviour  ! Death  appears  to  the 
eyes  of  his  mind,  not  only  with  its  ordinary  horror,  but  accom- 
panied with  a formidable  legion  of  pains,  tears,  blood,  and  in- 
famy, and  his  wounded  imagination  performing  the  duty  of  the 
executioner,  anticipates  all  the  horrors  of  his  passion.  The 
scourges  of  his  flagellation  already  lash,  not  only  his  tortured 
body,  but  afflicted  soul ; the  thorns  already  force  a bloody  passage 
through  his  throbbing  brow ; he  hears  the  jeers  of  the  insulting  mob 
and  the  blasphemy  of  the  impenitent  thief.  In  short,  he  already 
sighs,  languishes,  and  expires  in  spirit,  three  times  before  he 
leaves  the  garden  of  ignominy  and  dolours. 

But  will  you  believe  it,  Christians ! the  sight  of  hell,  the  ac- 
tivity of  its  flames,  the  intensity  of  its  punishments,  the  eternity 
of  its  duration,  all  these  present  themselves  to  his  mind.  He 
sees,  during  so  many  ages,  such  an  infinite  number  of  Christians 
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of  every  rank  wallowing  amidst  their  crimes  in  this  dark  dungeon 
of  perdition,  and  no  longer  capable  of  witnessing  the  melancholy 
sight,  he  once  more  casts  himself  prostrate  on  the  ground  at  the 
feet  of  his  Eternal  Father,  and  thus,  methinks,  he  addresses  him 
with  the  inspired  Prophet : “Father,  dear  Father,  thou  art  just, 
it  is  true,  but  thou  art  also  merciful.  Oh  ! it  is  thy  will  that  I 
die,  but  tell  me  what  will  be  the  fruit  of  my  blood  ? Millions 
of  infidels  will  perish  eternally  without  hearing  of  my  name ; 
millions  of  miscalled  reformers  and  really  ‘ false  prophets  ’ will 
deny  the  truths  of  my  mysteries,  and  whilst  calling  themselves 
Christians,  are  not,  as  St.  John  says,  4 really  such,’  because,  as 
St.  James  says,  ‘ they  blaspheme  majesty,’  by  denying  my  solemn 
promises  of  ‘ directing  my  Church  for  ever  in  all  truth.’  Thou- 
sands of  Christians  will  abuse  my  blood,  that  is  to  stream  on  the 
ignominious  crossv  It  is  useless,  therefore,  O Eternal  Father! 
that  I die  for  them.  Oh  ! at  least,  as  one  tear  of  mine  is  more 
than  sufficient  to  cancel  their  crimes  and  to  wash  away  their  ini- 
quities, deign,  I beseech  thee,  to  accept  of  this  superabundant 
satisfaction,  and  dispense  me  from  drinking  to  the  dregs  the 
bitter  cup  that  is  now  prepared  for  me.  Eternal  Father,  let  thy 
paternal  tenderness  and  my  filial  obedience  disarm  thy  wrath.  I 
will  expiate  the  crimes  of  men,  but  with  a tear,  not  with  my 
blood.  Ah ! our  fathers,  says  he,  and  the  Prophets  have  in- 
voked thy  aid  in  the  hour  of  tribulation,  and  thou  wert  propit i- 
tious  to  their  cry.  Do  the  same,  then,  in  favour  of  thy  only  Son, 
who  on  bended  knees  begs  that  the  bitter  chalice  may  pass  away 
from  him.  Remember,  ah  ! remember  I am  thy  Son.  Do  not 
abandon  me,  O God  !” 

Alas  ! sweet,  suffering  Jesus ! vain  are  thy  efforts.  Thy  cries 
are  unheeded.  The  voice  of  the  sins  of  men  is  louder  than  thy 
prayer.  The  predictions  must  be  fulfilled.  “ Not  a bone  of  thine 
but  must  be  numbered.”  “ All  must  be  consummated.”  “ The 
sorrows  of  death  must  encompass  thee.”  “ They  have  cast  ini- 
quities upon  thee,  and  in  wrath  they  were  troublesome  to  thee.” 

“ Thy  heart  is  troubled  within  thee,  and  the  fear  of  death  is  fallen 
upon  thee.’’  ‘All  must  be  consummated’’,  to  the  very  letter, 

“ whatever  is  in  Moses,  in  the  Prophets,  and  in  the  Psalms  con- 
cerning thee.”  All  the  sweet  words  of  submission,  tenderness, 
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and  respect  now  delivered,  give  way  to  the  tumultuous  cry  of  re- 
volt, hatred,  and  alienation  which  our  iniquities  waft  towards 
heaven  to  baffle  thy  efforts.  Thy  Father  is  still  enraged;  his 
anger  must  be  appeased  by  thy  blood  and  by  thy  death.  Ah  ! 
pity,  dear  Christians,  pity  your  dear  Redeemer  and  Lord,  thus 
abandoned  by  his  Father  for  the  second  time.  See  him  now  like 
the  ship  on  the  ocean,  that  is  tossed  about  at  the  pleasure  of 
the  tumultuous  waves  when  assailed  by  two  opposite  winds ; one 
drives  her  towards  the  shore,  the  other  dashes  her  into  the  deep  : 
one  wafts  her  towards  the  east,  the  other  turns  her  sails  and 
drives  her  furiously  towards  the  west.  Such  is  a natural,  although 
imperfect  image  of  Jesus  Christ  in  his  agony,  whilst  the  inferior 
part  of  his  soul  wars,  as  it  were,  with  the  superior.  One  respects 
the  order  of  his  Father;  the  other  shrinks  back  from  it  with 
horror.  One  accepts  the  decree;  the  other,  as  it  were,  rejects  it. 
At  one  time  he  sighs  after  the  cross  ; at  another  the  thought 
alone  of  its  horrors  congeals  his  very  vitals.  Why,  you  may  ask 
me,  these  opposite  sensations  in  the  Man- God  ? Why  such  ap- 
parent contradictory  volitions  ? I refer  you  to  the  Mosaic  law 
for  an  explanation.  There  you  will  find  that  on  the  entrance  of 
the  High  Priest  into  the  sanctuary,  “ the  calf  was  to  be  killed  in 
the  sight  of  the  Lord,  and  the  lamb  was  to  be  slain.  The  whole 
ram  was  to  be  immolated  as  a burnt  offering  upon  the  altar,  as 
an  oblation  to  the  Lord  a most  sweet  savour  of  the  victim.” 
What  a noble,  but  awful  figure  of  Christ  in  his  passion  ! “ The 

Lamb  that  was  to  be  slain”  for  the  salvation  of  the  world. 

***** 

***** 

Surely  it  must  be  an  obduracy  worse  than  that  of  devils,  for 
those  who  can  shed  tears  for  a temporal  loss,  not  to  weep  over 
the  lifeless  body  and  the  memory  of  a crucified  Jesus.  Ah! 
could  I take  Jesus  from  the  cross,  and  fasten  to  it  in  his  stead 
some  favourite  child  or  near  relation,  what  tears  would  not  flow 
on  the  occasion  ! Did  I but  preach  the  sufferings  of  some  faith- 
ful slave  who  died  in  your  defence,  would  you  not  shed  tears 
over  his  lonely  grave  ? At  least,  you  would  not  insult  him  in 
his  coffin.  And  will  any  of  those  who  talk  of  or  feel  for  the  suf- 
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ferings  and  death  of  Jesus,  shed  no  tears  for  him,  the  Victim  for 
and  Ransomer  of  men  ? 

If  the  impulse  of  affection  lead  us  to  set  a value  on  what  has 
belonged  to  a friend,  surely,  if  the  remembrance  of  Jesus  Christ 
be  interesting  to  our  feelings,  his  cross,  the  emblem  of  his  suf- 
ferings, the  pledge  of  our  redemption,  and  the  monument  of  his 
love,  must  in  the  most  eminent  degree  recommend  itself  to  our 
attention  and  esteem.  Well,  then,  might  the  Apostle  of  nations 
cry  out,  “ God  forbid  that  I should  glory  save  in  the  cross  of 
my  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  by  which  the  world  is  crucified  to  me  and 
I to  the  world.” 

Should  any  of  my  separated  or  dissenting  brethren  be  here 
present,  let  me  assure  them,  that  whilst  I hold  this  crucifix  in 
my  hand  to  excite  sorrow  for  our  mangled  Master,  whose  image 
it  bears,  I do  not  invite  them  to  join  in  an  act  unbecom- 
ing the  purity  of  the  Christian  Church.  God  forbid ! I esteem 
wood  as  wood  and  brass  as  brass.  We  venerate  this  cross 
merely  as  the  memorial  of  our  suffering  Jesus,  as  the  sensible 
portrait  of  our  dead  Redeemer,  and  as  the  last  fond  token  of  our 
departed  and  best  friend. 

Let  Jonas,  then,  rejoice  under  the  branches  of  his  favourite 
ivy,  let  Abraham  prepare  a feast  for  his  visiting  angels  under  the 
willow  in  Mambre,  let  Elias  be  fed  by  ravens  under  the  juniper- 
tree  in  the  wilderness  ; but  for  my  part,  O dearly-beloved  bre- 
thren, let  it  be  our  comfort  and  joy  to  dwell  in  spirit  under  the 
cross  of  our  crucified  Master.  Raise,  then,  your  weeping  eyes 
and  behold  this  cross,  the  sign  of  hope,  of  pardon,  and  of  re- 
demption. Oh  ! surely,  if  looking  at  the  figure  of  the  brazen 
serpent  was  so  fruitful,  the  looking  on  this  sacred  emblem  of  our 
salvation,  with  contrite  hearts,  must  be  of  efficacy  beyond  compare. 
Ah  ! surely,  none  of  you,  my  brethren,  can  be  so  strangely  wedded 
to  perdition  as  to  choose  rather  to  trample  on  the  cross  of  Jesus 
than  to  be  sheltered  under  its  sacred  branches.  Surely,  my 
crucified  Redeemer,  that  would  be  impossible.  Thy  mercy  and 
compassion  must  forbid  this  amongst  any  bearing  the  name  of 
Christians, 

Behold  us,  then,  all  prostrate  before  thee,  crying  out  with  the 
humble  and  contrite  penitent  publican,  “ 0 God ! be  merciful  to 
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me  a sinner !”  Behold  me,  0 Lord ! this  day,  the  most  un- 
worthy of  thy  ministers,  imploring  pardon  for  myself  and  for 
all  my  contrite  hearers.  Pardon  we  ask,  sweet  Jesus ! of  that 
venerable  head,  which  our  crimes  have  so  cruelly  crowned  with 
thorns ; pardon  we  ask  of  thy  blessed  feet  and  hands,  which  we 
have  pierced  with  torturous,  bloody  nails ; pardon  of  thy  sacred 
side,  which  we  have  so  cruelly  pierced  with  a lance ; pardon  of 
those  stripes  and  wounds,  with  which  we  have  covered  thy  mangled 
body  from  head  to  foot. 

But,  O Christian  brethren!  if  “sorrowful  unto  the  death”  of 
sin,  your  pardon  is  granted.  Already  the  compassionate  Jesus 
forgets  your  past  crimes,  and  the  signal  of  his  pardon  is  the 
blessing  he  offers  you  this  day  through  my  humble  ministry. 
May,  then,  the  all- atoning  blood  of  Jesus  have  mercy  and  par- 
don on  you  all  this  day,  and  on  me  his  minister.  Amen,  sweet 
Jesus,  Amen. 


A SERMON 

ON  THE  LOVE  OF  MONEY. 


“ Covetousness  is  the  root  of  all  evil.” — St.  Paul. 

Alas  ! how  much  time,  how  many  years  of  toil,  anxiety,  and  care, 
do  we  not  throw  away  on  the  means  of  attaining  the  fleeting  pos- 
sessions of  this  world  ! But  how  few,  alas  ! how  very  few  hours 
do  we  employ  in  meditating  on  our  God  and  on  Eternity ! We 
heap  wealth  on  wealth,  gain  on  gain,  acquisition  on  acquisition, 
with  hearts  full  of  desires  and  souls  never  satisfied  with  even 
the  fullest  measure  of  Mammon.  Our  hands  are  ever  open 
to  receive,  but,  without  love,  or  feeling,  or  the  spirit  of  charity, 
we  are  never  ready  to  give  or  to  bestow.  0 infatuated  love  of 
gain ! which  even  accompanies  us  to  the  altar  of  our  God.  O 
infatuated  love  of  gain ! which,  like  the  diseases  of  the  body, 
gathers  strength  with  our  years,  and  increases  with  our  other  in- 
firmities. Age  and  reflection,  which  allay  the  other  passions  of 
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men,  have  no  power  to  conquer  this,  but  animate  and  renew  its 
force.  The  nearer  we  approach  the  fatal  moment,  when  the  sor- 
did mass  is  to  disappear,  and  to  he  taken  for  ever  from  our  sight, 
the  more  we  are  attached  to  it,  pondering  not,  at  that  awful  crisis, 
on  the  words  of  our  Saviour,  “ Thou  fool,  this  night  do  they  re- 
quire thy  soul  of  thee;  and  whose  shall  those  things  he  which 
thou  hast  provided  ?” — Luke  xii,  20.  The  more  rapidly  death  ap- 
proaches, the  more  eagerly  we  regard  the  worthless  and  miserable 
heap.  Years,  malady,  and  reflection,  sink  it  deeper  in  the  soul, 
and  nourish  and  inflame  this  unworthy  passion. 

Have  we  not  seen  old  age,  even  in  a state  of  decrepitude,  when 
scarcely  strength  enough  remained  to  sustain  the  body,  -ready  to 
sink  into  putrefaction,  preserve  no  longer  any  faculty  of  the  mind, 
any  part  of  its  sensibility,  or,  I had  almost  said,  any  sign  of  life, 
but  for  this  criminal,  this  accursed  affection  ? Amidst  the  wreck 
of  everything  else,  it  alone  had  power  to  sustain  and  animate  the 
sinking  frame ; the  last  sigh  was  for  the  loss  of  it,  the  last  in- 
quietude to  keep  it  a little  longer ; and  through  the  terrible  effect 
of  the  wrath  of  Heaven,  the  dying  sinner  hangs  over  with  his 
last  gasp,  the  wealth  which  death  is  about  to  rescue  from  him, 
though  it  could  not  tear  the  love  of  it  from  his  heart.  Go,  bar- 
barous, unfeeling,  and  mercenary  wretch,  go,  and  appear  before 
your  Creator  and  Judge  ! What  mercy  can  you  promise  yourself 
at  that  moment  from  your  offended  God  ? Will  you  lay  claim  to 
the  love  and  tenderness  promised  to  mankind,  when  you  had  never 
anything  but  a heart  of  steel  and  bowels  of  adamant  towards  his 
children,  your  brethren  ? Instead  of  good  shepherds,  you  re- 
sembled wolves,  shut  up  in  the  sheep-fold  of  Christ,  to  be  the 
scourge  of  his  flock.  Will  your  cries  or  your  groans,  if  you  ven- 
ture to  address  them  from  the  bed  of  death  to  the  throne  of  the 
Most  High,  affect  an  irritated  and  injured  Judge  ? You,  who,  to 
the  last  moment  of  your  lives,  with  inhuman  insensibility,  have 
witnessed  the  misery  and  wretchedness  of  those  whom  your  God 
placed  you  over,  to  shield,  to  cherish,  and  defend ; who  called  on 
you  for  assistance,  but  whom  you  either  did  not  relieve,  or,  at  least, 
never  assisted  to  the  extent  of  your  ability. 

Great  God ! what  lightnings  will  not  issue  from  thine  eyes,  what 
thunder  from  thy  lips,  against  a miserable  wretch  whom  thou 
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didst  charge  to  nourish  and  protect  thy  children,  hut  who,  neglecting 
their  necessities,  suffered  their  bodies  to  perish  for  the  want  of  food, 
and  their  souls  for  want  of  instruction ! 

Such,  my  fellow- Christians,  is  the  melancholy  picture  of  the 
last  hours  of  a man  who  has  lived  only  for  himself,  who  has  re- 
garded the  worthless  possessions  of  the  world  of  consequence 
enough  to  dispute  with  his  God  the  possession  of  his  heart ; who 
has  made  it  his  whole,  his  only  study,  to  lay  up  treasures  upon 
earth,  neglectful  of  providing  a treasure,  “ where  neither  moth 
nor  rust  doth  corrupt,  and  where  thieves  break  not  through  and 
steal a treasure  which  no  time  can  tarnish,  no  duration  di- 
minish, and  no  vicissitudes  of  fortune  or  power  on  earth  deprive 
us  of.  Candour,  however,  must  acknowledge,  that  the  picture 
resembles  few  of  those  whom  I now  address ; justice  must  own, 
that  if  deplorably  deficient  in  many  other  Christian  virtues,  you 
have  not  been  wanting  in  compassion.  If  you  have  failed  to 
imitate  your  Master  in  everything  else,  you  have,  at  least,  caught 
from  the  fountain  of  love  the  attribute  of  mercy,  and  diffused  it 
widely  among  your  suffering  and  helpless  poor.  Miserably  sinful, 
and  remiss  with  respect  to  almost  everything  which  concerns  your 
salvation,  you  have  had,  at  least,  the  prudence  to  assemble  around 
the  throne  of  your  Judge  these  powerful  advocates  in  your  behalf. 
“ Suffer,  then,  these  little  children  to  come  unto”  you  once  more, 
and  after  the  divine  example  of  your  Saviour,  “ forbid  them  not 
and  when,  on  the  bed  of  death,  you,  too,  must  resign  your  souls 
into  the  hands  of  that  Being  from  whom  they  were  received,  the 
prayers  and  the  blessings  of  those  who  have  been  recipients  of  the 
benefits  of  intellectual  improvement,  in  institutions  erected  by 
your  bounty  and  supported  by  your  munificence,  will  intercede  in 
your  behalf  at  the  throne  of  the  Almighty,  and  will  call  down  the 
mercies  and  forgiveness  of  Heaven  on  you,  their  benevolent  pro- 
tectors. Lord ! they  will  say,  to  them  we  are  obliged  for  many 
temporal  conveniences  and  supplies,  without  which  our  existence 
here  would  have  been  wretched,  if  not  precarious.  But  this  is  not 
all ; we  owe  them  much  more  than  this ; from  them  we  have  re 
ceived  the  knowledge  of  thy  Most  Adorable  Name,  to  them  we  are 
indebted  for  the  comforts  of  thy  Gospel ; they  rescued  us  from 
ignorance  and  from  vice : save  them,  O Lord  ! for  eternity,  as  they 
contributed  here  to  save  us.  Amen. 


A SERMON 


ON  THE 

MOST  HOLY  EUCHARIST. 


In  the  22nd  chapter  of  St.  Matthew,  our  Divine  Lord  himself 
relates  this  all-instructive,  awful,  and  singular  parable,  so  worthy 
of  all  attention.  “ And  Jesus  answering,”  says  the  inspired  Evan- 
gelist, “ spoke  again  in  parables  to  them,  saying,  The  kingdom 
of  heaven  is  likened  to  a king,  who  made  a marriage  for  his  son. 
And  he  sent  his  servants  to  call  those  who  were  invited  to  the 
marriage,  and  they  would  not  come.  Again  he  sent  other  ser- 
vants, saying,  Tell  those  who  were  invited : Behold,  I have  pre- 
pared my  dinner ; my  beeves  and  fatlings  are  killed,  and  all  things 
are  ready  : come  to  ihe  marriage.  But  they  neglected  and  went 
their  ways,  one  to  his  farm,  and  another  to  his  merchandise  : 
And  the  rest  laid  hands  on  his  servants,  and  having  treated  them 
contumeliously,  put  them  to  death.  But  when  the  king  had  heard 
of  it,  he  was  angry,  and  sending  his  armies,  he  destroyed  those 
murderers,  and  burnt  their  city.  Then  he  saith  to  his  servants  : 
The  marriage  indeed  is  ready ; but  those  who  were  invited  were 
not  worthy.  Go  ye,  therefore,  into  the  highways,  and  as  many 
as  you  shall  find,  call  to  the  marriage.  And  his  servants  going 
forth  into  the  ways,  gathered  together  all  whom  they  found,  both 
bad  and  good  ; and  the  marriage  was  filled  with  guests.  And  the 
king  went  in  to  see  the  guests ; and  he  saw  there  a man  who  had 
not  on  a wedding  garment.  And  he  saith  to  him : Friend,  how 
earnest  thou  in  hither,  not  having  on  a wedding  garment  ? But 
he  was  silent.  Then  the  king  said  to  the  waiters : Bind  his  hands 
and  feet,  and  cast  him  into  the  exterior  darkness ; there  shall  be 
weeping  and  gnashing  of  teeth  : for  many  are  called,  but  few  are 
chosen.” 
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Whilst  this  awful  parable  may  strictly  be  applied  to  the  great 
call  which  the  Almighty  hath  made  first  to  the  Jews  by  his  Pa- 
triarchs, Prophets,  and  Moses ; and  then,  lastly  and  more  es- 
pecially, by  Christ  and  his  Apostles,  whom,  instead  of  receiving, 
they  murdered,  when  the  Gentiles  were  called  to  his  great  feast 
in  their  stead  ; yet,  our  present  object  is  to  apply  it  to  those,  who, 
in  the  Christian  law,  are  called  to  the  Feast  of  Feasts  in  the  Holy 
Eucharist,  as  most  of  the  Fathers  and  commentators  use  it.  This 
parable  of  the  great  Marriage  Feast  is  given  somewhat  differently 
by  the  Evangelists.  St.  Luke,  (ch.  xiv),  in  describing  those  who 
were  invited  and  made  objections  against  going,  says,  “And  they 
began  all  at  once  to  make  excuses.  The  first  said  to  him,  I 
have  bought  a farm,  and  I must  needs  go  out  and  see  it ; I pray 
thee,  hold  me  excused.  And  another  said,  I have  bought  five 
yoke  of  oxen,  and  I go  to  try  them  ; I pray  thee,  hold  me  ex- 
cused. And  another  said,  I have  married  a wife,  and  therefore,  I 
cannot  come.” 

We  naturally  feel  astonished  at  the  base  and  ungenerous  con- 
duct of  those  who  were  thus  so  singularly  honoured  by  the  un- 
commonly kind  and  condescending  invitation  of  their  lord  and 
master.  And  are  not  these,  my  friends,  the  vain  and  frivolous 
excuses  which  men,  calling  themselves  Christians,  daily  urge  for 
not  accepting  the  solemn  invitation  of  Jesus  Christ  to  his  all- 
glorious  Feast  in  the  Holy  and  Adorable  Sacrament  of  the  Altar  ? 
Would  we  not  imagine,  that  the  very  institution  of  the  Holy 
Eucharist,  and  a sweet  invitation  for  all  to  come  to  it,  in  order 
to  “ find  rest  for  their  souls,”  would  be  at  once  most  ardently 
responded  to  ? But  when,  in  addition,  we  find  our  Lord  exclaim- 
ing, “ Amen,  amen,  I say  unto  you,  unless  you  eat  the  flesh  of 
the  Son  of  Man  and  drink  his  blood,  you  cannot  have  life  in  you. 
And  he  who  eateth  me,  the  same  shall  live  by  me,  and  I will 
raise  him  up  on  the  last  day must  we  not  be  astonished  at  the 
blindness  and  perversity  of  any  who  will  not  accept  such  a God- 
like invitation  ? But  how  alarmingly  awfful  are  the  words  of  our 
Divine  Lord  in  reference  to  those  who  either  come  unprepared,  or 
“ without  a wedding  garment,”  to  this  great  Feast;  or  those  who 
neglect  totally  to  come  to  his  heavenly  nuptials  ! Of  the  former 
he  says,  “Bind  them  hands  and  feet  and  cast  them  into  exterior 


darkness ; there  shall  he  weeping  and  gnashing  of  teeth  : for 
many  are  called,  but  few  are  chosen.’'  Of  the  latter  he  says, 
“ But  I say  unto  you,  that  none  of  those  men  who  were  invited, 
shall  taste  of  my  supper.”  Let  us  take  care  of  these  judgments. 

We  are  still,  my  brethren,  within  the  limited  time  appointed 
by  our  Holy  Mother  the  Church  for  solemnising  the  institution 
of  the  great  sacrament  and  sacrifice  of  the  Eucharist.  We  should 
not  fail,  therefore,  to  employ  this  octave  of  Corpus  Christi  in 
particular  practices  of  devotion  in  honour  of  this  most  venerable 
and  adorable  mystery  of  our  holy  religion.  Whilst  the  Catholic 
Church  and  her  faithful  children  in  every  age  have  paid  infinite 
praise,  adoration,  and  homage  to  our  Divine  Lord  present  in  the 
Holy  Eucharist,  not  only  every  day,  but  especially  on  Maundy 
Thursday,  yet,  as  that  occurs  in  Holy  or  Passion  Week,  amidst 
the  grief  and  gloom  of  a sympathising  world,  it  was  becoming  to 
institute  another  special  day,  when  peace,  and  love,  and  joy  might 
all  conspire  with  thanksgiving  and  benediction  in  commemorating 
an  institution  of  benignity  and  mercy  unknown  to  the  world. 
This  solemnity  was  first  ordered  to  be  celebrated  by  a synod,  held 
at  Liege,  about  the  middle  of  the  13th  century,  or  1246,  and 

shortly  after,  in  1264,  Pope  Urban  IV  fixed  the  feast  of  Cor- 

pus Christi  on  the  Thursday  after  the  octave  of  Whitsunday,  and 
commanded  it  to  be  observed  throughout  the  whole  Church  with 
a dignity  and  octave  equal  to  the  other  great  festivals  of  the  year. 
In  his  apostolical  and  encyclical  letter  then  addressed  to  the 
Church  at  large,  this  illustrious,  pious,  and  learned  Pontiff  makes 
use  of  these  remarkable  words : — 

“ In  this  most  holy  commemoration  we  shed  tears,  devoutly 
rejoicing.  For,  as  our  heart,  all  bathed  with  gladness,  causes  the 
eye  to  pour  forth  tears  of  the  purest  gratitude ; so  it  is  with  us. 
Man  fell  by  the  mortal  apple,  and  is  again  raised  by  the  food  of 

the  tree  of  life.  The  taste  of  that  overthrew  us ; the  taste  of 

this  saves  us.  It  was  said  of  the  one  food : ‘ The  day  thou  eatest 
of  it  thou  shalt  die.'  But  it  is  said  of  this:  ‘He  who  eateth  of 
this  bread  shall  live  for  ever.’  O most  excellent  sacrament ! 
all- worthy  to  be  adored,  reverenced,  glorified,  honoured,  exalted 
with  most  singular  praises  !” 

All  you,  who  are,  dearly-beloved  brethren,  Christians  and  Ca- 
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tholics,  know  and  believe,  that  in  the  Holy  Eucharist,  after  the 
all-powerful  words  of  Christ  in  the  solemn  act  of  consecration  by 
the  duly  ordained  and  appointed  Priest,  the  bread  and  wine  are 
changed  or  transubstantiated  into  the  Body  and  Blood  of  Christ. 
And  that  by  concomitance  with  the  Body  and  Blood,  are  the  Soul 
and  Divinity  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  whole  and 
entire,  God  as  well  as  man,  worthy  to  be  adored,  honoured,  and 
glorified  by  men  and  angels.  Need  I,  then,  tell  you,  that  the 
institution  of  this  divine  sacrament,  which  our  adorable  Redeemer 
wrought  at  his  last  supper,  that  we  might  not  only  adore  it,  but 
feed  upon  it,  in  this  life,  and  thus  anticipate  on  earth  the  joys 
of  heaven,  is  a favour  of  the  most  exalted  nature  ? Oh  ! no,  my 
dearly-beloved  brethren  in  the  faith,  it  were  needless,  for  you 
“ believe  and  adore  Him  with  whom  are  the  words  of  eternal  life.” 
Yes,  here  ye  recognise  with  the  eyes  of  faith  your  Benefactor, 
your  God  himself.  The  gift  you  receive  is  God ; and  the  happy 
consequences  arising  to  the  worthy  receiver  may  easily  be  infer- 
red from  the  all-important  words  of  our  Divine  Redeemer : 
“ Take,  this  is  my  Body : take,  this  ifc  my  Blood.  He  who 
eateth  my  flesh  and  drinketh  my  Blood,  hath  everlasting  life,  and 
I will  raise  him  up  on  the  last  day.” 

What  say  you,  then,  Christian  hearers  ? Can  you  doubt,  even 
for  a moment,  the  words  of  Jesus  Christ  ? Do  you,  or  can  you 
doubt  the  infinite  favour  conferred  upon  you  in  this  holy  and 
heavenly  banquet  to  which  you  are  so  pressingly  invited  by  our 
Divine  Master,  Priest,  and  Victim  ? But,  ah  ! insane  folly  of 
the  world  ! How  many,  like  the  friends  of  the  king  mentioned 
in  this  day’s  Gospel,  are  shamefully  prevailed  upon  to  plead  most 
ungratefully  the  most  trifling  apologies  for  rejecting  this  fond 
invitation  ! 

One  is  detained  by  his  inordinate  pleasures  ; a second,  by  sor- 
did interest  and  base  avarice  ; whilst  a third  is  so  wedded  to  his 
ease,  that  his  love  of  luxury  surpasses  every  other  consideration. 
Yet,  all  such  silly  absentees  from  the  divine  banquet,  hope  and 
vainly  flatter  themselves  that  their  several  worldly  attachments 
will  be  a sufficient  excuse  in  the  sight  of  God.  But  alas,  alas ! 
how  miserably  do  they  deceive  themselves  ! for  the  Lord  in  his 
wrath  declares,  “ That  none  of  these  men  who  were  invited  shall 
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ever  taste  of  his  supper  !”  It  is  even  so,  dearly-beloved  ; to  you 
in  particular  these  awful  words  are  spoken,  that,  warned  by  the 
folly  of  others,  and  seeing  the  terrible  consequences  of  their  ob- 
stinate ingratitude,  you  may  learn  in  time  to  avoid  their  fate  and 
their  punishment ! But  ah ! what  pains  do  you  take  to  avoid  it  ? 
How  difficult  is  it  not  to  induce  you  to  approach  to  this  Holy  Sa- 
crament even  once  a year,  although  there  is  a positive  precept 
to  induce  you  to  it ! How  many  of  you  must  be  compelled  to  it 
by  ecclesiastical  censures,  and  roused  from  your  spiritual  lethargy 
by  the  most  stinging  reproaches  from  God’s  ministers ! and  with 
some,  even  all  this  will  not  do. 

Some,  I say,  who,  as  the  Koyal  Prophet  most  beautifully  de- 
cribes,  “ are  estranged  from  God  from  the  very  womb  of  their 
mothers,  whose  hearts  are  infected  with  sin  as  scorpions  are  with 
poison,  and  whose  ears  are  as  deaf  to  the  call  of  God,  as  those 
of  the  adder,  which  hearken  not  to  the  voice  of  the  charmer, 
charming  ever  so  wisely.” 

Good  God ! Christians,  do  you  know  what  you  are  about  ? 
Do  you  never  reflect  that  all  the  excuses  you  have  to  allege  will 
but  augment  the  matter  of  your  condemnation  ? Do  you  ever 
consider  the  sad  consequences  of  your  supine  negligence  in  re- 
fusing the  invitation  of  a fond  and  tender  parent  ? The  result 
will  be  exclusion  from  grace  in  this  world,  and  exclusion  from 
glory  in  the  next.  For,  says  the  Lord,  “ I say  unto  you,  that 
none  of  those  invited  shall  taste  of  my  supper.” 

It  were  foreign  to  my  present  purpose  to  convince  a Catholic 
assembly  of  the  greatness  of  the  Divine  benefaction,  by  proving 
by  almost  demonstrative  arguments  the  reality  of  Christ’s  presence 
in  the  Sacrament  of  the  Eucharist.  You  are  all  convinced  of  this 
truth,  and  for  my  own  part,  I have  no  wish  to  ventilate  the  ashes 
of  acrimonious  controversy,  or  disturb  the  solemn  silence  of  the 
dead,  by  citing  slanders  against  our  creed. 

***** 

***** 

Oh  ! the  dignity  of  the  priesthood  ! But  the  dutiful  give  him 
double  honour;  the  Catholic  priest,  the  orthodox  priest,  the 
priest  ordained  by  the  successors  of  the  apostles;  oh  ! their  holi- 
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ness  of  life,  their  humility  and  charity,  their  love  of  God  and 
their  neighbour,  their  assiduous  attention  to  their  vocation,  de-- 
clare  them  to  be  of  divine  institution  ! 

What  part  of  the  Bible  tells  you  that  the  Holy  Sacrament  is 
no  more  than  a figure  ? You  cannot  find  it.  Therefore,  you,  and 
all  who  believe  as  you  believe,  or  rather  say  you  believe,  have  no 
excuse  but  your  own  blind  folly,  selfish  pride,  and  stubborn  con- 
ceit. 

I now  proceed  to  prove  the  real  presence  from  Scripture.  In 
St.  John,  chap,  vi,  v.  32,  we  read : “ Then  Jesus  said  to  them, 
Amen,  amen,  I say  unto  you,  Moses  gave  you  not  bread  from 
heaven ; but  my  Father  giveth  you  the  true  bread  from  heaven, 
for  the  bread  of  God  is  that  which  cometh  down  from  heaven, 
and  giveth  life  to  the  world.  They  said,  therefore,  unto  him,  Lord, 
give  us  always  this  bread.  And  Jesus  said  to  them,  I am  the 
bread  of  life ; he  that  cometh  to  me  shall  not  hunger,  and  he  that 

believeth  in  me  shall  never  thirst.” “ I am  the  bread  of 

life.  Your  fathers  did  eat  manna  in  the  desert,  and  are  dead ; 
this  is  the  bread  which  cometh  down  from  heaven,  that  if  any 
man  eat  of  it,  he  may  not  die.  I am  the  living  bread,  which 
came  down  from  heaven;  if  any  man  eat  of  this  bread,  he  shall 
live  for  ever ; and  the  bread  that  I shall  give,  is  my  flesh,  for  the 
life  of  the  world.  The  Jews,  therefore,  strove  among  them- 
selves, saying,  How  can  this  man  give  us  his  flesh  to  eat  ? 
Then  Jesus  said  unto  them,  Amen,  amen,  I say  unto  you, 
except  you  eat  the  flesh  of  the  Son  of  Man,  and  drink  his  blood, 
you  shall  not  have  life  in  you.  He  that  eateth  my  flesh  and 
drinketh  my  blood,  hath  everlasting  life,  and  I will  raise  him  up 
on  the  last  day.  For  my  flesh  is  meat  indeed,  and  my  blood 
is  drink  indeed.  He  that  eateth  my  flesh  and  drinketh  my 
blood,  abideth  in  me  and  I in  him.  As  the  living  Father  hath 
sent  me,  and  I live  by  the  Father-;  so  he  that  eateth  me,  the  same 
also  shall  live  by  me.  This  is  the  bread  that  came  down  from 
heaven.  Not  as  your  fathers  did  eat  manna  and  are  dead.  He 
that  eateth  this  bread  shall  live  for  ever.  These  things  he  said, 
teaching  in  the  synagogue  in  Capharnaum.  Many,  therefore,  of 
his  disciples,  hearing  it,  said.  This  saying  is  hard,  and  who 
can  hear  it  ? But  Jesus  knowing  in  himself  that  his  disciples 
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murmured  at  this,  said  to  them,  Doth  this  scandalize  you?  If, 
then,  you  shall  see  the  Son  of  Man  ascend  up  where  he  was  be- 
fore. It  is  the  spirit  that  quickeneth ; the  flesh  profiteth  nothing. 
The  words  that  I have  spoken  to  you,  are  spirit  and  life.” 
Verses  48-64. 

My  brethren,  why  did  our  loving  Lord  come  down  from 
heaven  and  humble  himself  for  thirty-three  years  ? It  was  not 
only  to  save  us,  but  to  teach  us,  and  none  of  us  to  he  lost  or 
go  astray.  Well,  then,  most  anxious  as  he  was  for  the  salva- 
tion of  all,  did  he  intend  or  mean  that  in  the  Holy  Sacrament 
there  was  nothing  but  a figure  ? Do  you  think  that,  all-wise  and 
good  as  he  is  and  was,  he  would  not  have  rectified  the  mistake 
his  words  conveyed,  if  any  such  thing  as  mistake  were  to  exist 
on  the  occasion  ? Far  from  it;  he,  on  the  contrary,  confirmed 
it  most  strongly  by  an  oath,  saying,  “ Unless  you  eat  the  flesh 
of  the  Son  of  Man,  and  drink  his  blood,  you  shall  not  have  life 
in  you.”  Now,  I appeal  to  any  sane  man,  who  believes  our 
Saviour  Christ  to  he  infinitely  good,  for  one  moment  to  think  or 
believe  that  he  would  let  the  disciples  leave  him  at  Capharnaum, 
and  go  over  to  his  and  to  their  enemy,  and  never  more  to  walk 
with,  no,  nor  believe  in  him,  and  consequently,  his  labours,  suf- 
ferings, and  bitter  death  thereby  he  rendered  useless  to  them. 
Christ  says  in  St.  Mark,  chap,  xvi,  verse  16,  “He  who  believeth 
and  is  baptized,  shall  he  saved ; and  he  who  believeth  not,  shall 
he  condemned.”  Yes,  condemned  ! 

St.  James  says,  our  faith  must  be  entire ; that  is,  believing 
all  the  Gospel.  Our  faith  must  be  lively ; that  is,  doing  good 
works,  obeying  the  commandments,  honouring  God  by  prayer, 
alms-deeds,  mortification  of  our  flesh  and  passions,  nay,  denying 
ourselves  in  lawful  things,  bearing  with  insults  for  our  Saviour’s 
sake.  Thus,  and  only  thus,  will  we  believe  the  Gospel ; any 
other  mode  is  mockery.  Eternal  praise  be  to  the  most  adorable 
Sacrament  of  the  altar.  " The  words  I have  spoken  to  you  are 
spirit  and  life.” — St.  John , vi,  64. 

My  dearly-beloved  brethren,  be  not  misled ; our  Divine  Lord 
did  rectify  the  error,  the  selfish,  gross  understanding  of  the  dis- 
ciples, as  well  as  the  silly  understanding  which  misleads  you,  by 
saying  to  them,  and  von,  and  me, — It  is  my  immortal  flesh  you 


shall  eat ; it  is  my  glorified  body  and  blood  you  shall  have  freely, 
and  which  will  make  you  more  than  a match  for  all  the  powers  of 
hell,  if  you  believe  worthily.  If  I am  with  you,  who  can  harm 
you  ? Be  not  mistaken ; my  words  cannot  pass  away. — Oh ! in- 
sane  man  who  deny  this  ; all  antiquity  is  against  you.  Christ  is 
against  you.  The  Catholic  Church,  “ the  pillar  and  ground  of 
truth,”  “ built  on  a rock,”  “ against  which  the  gates  of  hell  can- 
not prevail,”  is  against  you.  Do  you  think  to  stand  against  all  ? 
Oh  ! retract  your  silly,  wicked  errors,  and  cry  out  for  pardon. 
Our  God  in  mercy  is  infinite. 

Well,  as  to  the  Holy  commemorative  Sacrifice  of  the  altar, 
Protestants  seem  to  think  that  it  is  not  requisite  to  offer  sacrifice 
since  the  fulfilment  of  the  sacrifice  on  Mount  Calvary.  The  Pro- 
phet Malachy  tells  you  another  story,  namely,  that  from  the 
rising  to  the  going  down  of  the  sun,  there  would  be  offered  to 
the  name  of  the  Lord  a clean  oblation.  My  dear  brethren,  what 
do  these  words  mean  ? Is  it  your  heart  or  mine  ? No ; for 
neither  is  clean.  Is  it  the  praise  of  our  lips  and  voice  ? No ; 
for  that  emanates  from  beings  created  and  bom  in  sin.  Now,  my 
brethren,  tell,  if  you  can,  what  is  that  clean  offering  the  Pro- 
phet speaks  of?  No  other  but  He  in  whose  sight  the  angels  are 
not  pure,  namely,  Christ  our  Lord,  the  immortal,  infinite,  and 
incomprehensible  God  ; the  second  person  of  the  adorable  Trinity, 
to  whom  be  given  by  all  creatures,  honour,  glory,  and  benedic- 
tion for  ever  and  ever.  Amen. 

Do  you  think  that  our  Saviour  came  to  abolish  the  laws  or  sa- 
crifice ? He  himself  tells  you,  “ he  came  to  fulfil,  not  to  destroy 
it.”  So  our  Divine  Lord  perfected  the  law,  and  the  Prophets, 
and  the  sacrifice,  and  commanded  us  to  offer  the  same  perfect  sa- 
crifice to  his  eternal  Father,  until  the  end  of  time,  for  his  honour 
and  glory,  for  a remembrance  of  his  sufferings  and  death,  and  in 
satisfaction  for  our  sins.  So  great  a gift  could  not  he  found  in 
heaven  itself  as  God  offered  to  God,  for  such  is  the  oblation  we 
offer  in  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass.  If  we  had  not  that  won- 
derful offering  in  our  power,  we  would  be  as  all  other  Christian 
sects  are,  or  like  the  Jews,  without  altar  or  sacrifice ; he  would 
not  have  us  left  orphans,  when  of  the  sight  of  Christ  bereft,  and 
as  he  said  himself  to  his  disciples,  the  lovely  guide,  the  lovely 
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Comforter,  he  sent  to  teach  his  Church  all  things  whatsoever  she 
should  do  and  teach.  Wo  to  the  man  that  will  oppose  his  silly 
understanding  to  the  spouse  of  Christ,  the  Church.  “ My  love, 
my  dove,  my  undefiled  one  !”  Beautiful  saying  of  the  Holy 
Ghost ! Let  no  man  think  to  undo  what  our  Lord  has  done. 

Why  does  St.  Paul  cry  out,  “ He  that  eateth  or  drinketh  un- 
worthily, eateth  and  drinketh  judgment  to  himself,  not  discern- 
ing the  body  of  the  Lord.”  I challenge  all  the  heretical  theolo- 
gians living,  to  show  cause  why  that  God,  whose  goodness  is 
larger  than  the  vastest  thought,  could  be  so  cruel  as  to  damn  his 
creatures  for  not  seeing  a thing  impossible  to  be  seen,  namely, 
the  body  of  the  Lord  in  the  most  adorable  Sacrament,  if  it  is 
not  there.  Ah!  but  it  is  there,  together  with  his  soul  and  di- 
vinity. I believe  and  adore  the  same  dreadful  mystery.  Eter- 
nal praise  he  to  the  most  Adorable  Sacrament  of  the  altar ! I 
shudder  at  the  folly  and  madness  of  those  who  received  a liberal 
education,  often  saying,  nay,  swearing,  that  the  Catholics  were 
idolaters.  Behold,  although  our  Lord  were  not  on  the  altar,  the 
above  oath  is  false.  What  is  idolatry  ? I know  you  say,  it 
is  giving  to  any  creature  the  honour  due  to  God.  Well,  but 
Catholics  adore  the  Holy  Sacrament.  You  say  it  is  only  bread. 
No.  We  intend  and  actually  pay  our  homage  only  to  our  Crea- 
tor. Eternal  praise  be  to  the  most  Adorable  Sacrament  of  the 
altar ! 

But  I must  conclude  by  summing  up  our  proofs  for  this  doc- 
trine of  the  Real  Presence,  of  Transubstantiation,  and  of  the 
Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass.  They  were  all  predicted  by  the 
Prophets,  and  prefigured  by  the  types  in  the  Old  Law.  They 
were  promised  and  instituted  by  Christ,  and  commanded  to  he 
continued  in  commemoration  of  him  until  his  second  coming, 
or  as  St.  Paul  says,  “ showing  forth  his  death  until  he  come.” — 

1 Cor .,  xi,  26.  They  are  proved  by  all  the  Evangelists,  and  by  the 
same  St.  Paul  ( ibid .),  proved  by 'the  Fathers  and  Councils  of 
every  age,  and  by  the  constant,  nay,  daily  testimony  of  the  en- 
tire Catholic  Church  from  Christ  to  the  present  hour.  Eternal 
praise,  honour,  glory,  and  adoration,  then,  to  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  in  the  most  Holy  Sacrament  and  Sacrifice  of  the  Altar. — 
Amen. 

2 I 


A SERMON 


ON  BEHALF  OF  THE 

ORPHAN  SCHOOL,  JOHN  STREET. 


“ To  you  the  poor  are  left,  and  you  shall  be  a helper  to  the  orphan.” — Psalm  x,  14. 

Brethren  in  Christ,  and  beloved  countrymen,  I come  once 
more  to  solicit  your  generous  aid  and  attention  to  the  institution 
which  has  been  created  by  your  charity,  and  whose  existence 
depends,  under  God,  upon  your  benevolent  support.  I must, 
however,  own,  that  it  is  not  without  diffidence  I come  forward 
on  the  present  occasion  as  the  advocate  of  these  poor  orphans, 
and  to  recommend  them  to  your  mercy.  It  is  diffidence  in  my 
own  abilities,  not  in  the  disposition  of  this  Christian  and  Irish 
congregation.  On  these  favourable  dispositions  I rest  my  hope. 
To  these,  next  to  God,  I trust  for  the  successful  issue  of  the 
cause  I plead,  and  not  to  the  poor  talent  of  the  pleader. 

What,  in  effect,  can  I urge  to  you  upon  a subject  so  often 
repeated,  and  already  exhausted  by  men  of  superior  powers, 
that  can  be  interesting  by  novelty  or  by  any  additional  informa- 
tion ? If  I tell  you  that  religion  not  merely  recommends,  hut 
commands  charity  as  a most  sacred  duty,  you  know  that  already. 
If  I say  that  God  himself  has  declared  in  a special  manner  that 
he  is  the  Father  of  the  widow  and  the  orphan,  and  that  by  con- 
tributing to  support  those  children,  you  enter  into  a sacred  part- 
nership with  your  all-merciful  Creator  in  the  exercise  of  his  dear- 
est attribute — that  mercy  which  is  above  all  his  works ; you 
are  no  stranger  to  these  important  truths.  I finally  and  so- 
lemnly declare  that  my  greatest  reliance,  next  to  Divine  assis- 
tance, rests  on  the  pious  and  active  sentiments  of  an  Irish  Chris- 
tian audience,  who,  perhaps,  were  never  appealed  to  in  vain  in 
the  sacred  cause  of  charity. 
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In  speaking  to  you  of  charity,  and  on  this  occasion  more 
especially  of  hospitality,  I am  not  afraid  of  wearying  your  pa- 
tience, although  my  discourse  should  not  be  adorned  with  the 
persuasive  words  of  human  eloquence,  the  beautiful  figures  or 
ornaments  of  speech,  or  the  graceful  gloss  of  elegance  or  novelty. 

Why  ? Because  it  is  addressing  you  on  a favourite  topic, 
it  is  appealing  to  feelings  and  sentiments  that  are  national,  here- 
ditary, and  characteristic,  of  this  once  great  and  illustrious, 
but  now,  alas ! misruled  and  oppressed  nation ; those  sublime 
virtues,  with  the  wit,  wisdom,  valour,  and  talents,  which  have 
always  greatly  and  honourably  distinguished  this  nation  above 
all  others,  whether  heathen  or  Christian,  independent  or  van- 
quished, and  which  have  been  transmitted  from  generation  to 
generation.  They  have  survived  the  ravages  of  time,  the 
wrecks  of  sanguinary  war,  and  of  exterminating  revolutions. 
They  have  survived  our  independence,  our  ancient  learning, 
and  our  glorious  language.  Under  the  druidical  institutions, 
hospitality  was  established  by  law  ; every  clan  had  a Baiie 
batach , (a  house  or  townland  where  voluntary  entertainment 
was  given),  with  an  estate  annexed  for  its  maintenance.  The 
relief  of  the  poor  and  the  distressed,  the  protection  of  the 
weak  against  the  strong,  formed  the  life  and  spirit  of  their  most 
ancient  chivalry,  whose  fame  in  their  time  resounded  through 
the  world. 

One  single  fact  peculiar  to  Ireland  is  equal  to  a volume  on  this 
subject*.  Of  all  the  nations  converted  to  Christianity,  the  Irish 
alone  made  no  martyrs.  The  chosen  people  of  God  in  their 
degeneracy  crucified  our  Saviour  and  persecuted  his  disciples, 
everywhere  making  thousands  of  martyrs.  The  polished  Greeks 
and  the  ambitious  Romans  slew  their  thousands  and  tens  of 
thousands.  The  latter,  more  especially,  during  the  ten  general 
persecutions,  immolated  to  their  idolatrous  fury  myriads  of  holy 
men,  and  drenched  the  earth  with  the  blood  of  Christians.  Our 
heathen  ancestors,  if  heathen  so  brave  and  virtuous  a people 
could  be  called,  stand  gloriously  preeminent  above  all  the  nations 
of  the  earth  in  their  reception  of  the  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ. 
The  preachers  of  his  divine  doctrines  they  received,  as  they  did 
all  strangers,  with  hospitality,  courteously  entertained  them, 
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listened  to  their  discourses  with  mildness  and  attention,  and  how- 
ever they  might  differ  in  opinion  with  the  missionaries,  no  per- 
sonal insult  or  indignity,  much  less  torture  or  death,  disgraced 
their  conduct  towards  their  guests.  Arguments,  indeed,  were 
opposed  to  their  novel  opinions,  and  of  such  subtlety  and 
force,  as  even  dismayed  St.  Palladius  and  made  him  quit  the 
kingdom.  His  successor,  St.  Patrick,  had  more  perseverance, 
courage,  and  success.  He  found  the  natives  a nation  of  heroes , 
imbued  with  all  the  lofty  sentiments  of  chivalry,  in  the  practice 
of  the  sublime  morality  of  the  Gospel.  Hospitality,  philan- 
thropy, charity,  relief  of  the  poor,  and  protection  of  the  feeble, 
were  no  new  doctrines  to  them.  They  formed,  with  valour,  and 
love  of  science  and  of  the  fine  arts,  the  basis  of  national  man- 
ners, and  excellence  iu  these  led  to  fame  and  honour.  The 
widow  and  the  orphan  were  under  the  protection  of  the  clan  to 
which  they  belonged.  To  this  day,  the  Irish  name  of  widow, 
beantreabhach,  signifies  a wddow  of  the  tribe  or  clan,  that  is, 
under  their  protection. 

They  had  only  to  learn  the  mysteries  of  salvation  to  receive 
the  Divine  sanction  and  assurance  of  reward  for  the  fulfilment  of 
duties  to  which  they  were  already  accustomed,  as  forming  prin- 
cipal traits  of  the  national  character.  No  wonder  the  seed  of  the 
Gospel,  falling  on  a soil  so  rich  and  congenial,  brought  in  a « 
short  time  such  wonderful  fruits.  No  wonder  those  ardent  minds, 
accustomed  to  exalted  virtues  from  the  love  of  perishable  glory, 
innate  sentiments  of  honour,  and  national  institutions,  should 
enter  upon  this  new  career  of  true  glory  with  zeal  and  eagerness. 

St.  Patrick  had  the  consolation  to  see  his  apostolic  labours 
crowned  with  complete  success.  Kings,  princes,  nobles,  ple- 
beians, learned  and  simple,  embraced  Christianity  with  an  ardour 
of  devotion  and  a vehemence  of  attachment  peculiar  to  that 
spirited  people,  described  by  an  enemy  as  “ Gens  vehementissima 
in  omnibus  ajfectibus ,”  “ a nation  of  most  vehement  feelings;” 
as  Caesar  said  of  Brutus,  equally  applicable  to  himself  and  to 
all  heroic  souls,  “ Quidquid  vulty  vehementer  vult “ whatever 
he  wills,  he  wills  with  vehemence.” 

Hence,  this  island  was  called  Holy,  and  the  Island  of  Saints , 
not  by  national  vanity  or  by  the  adulating  pen  of  domestic 


writers,  but  by  the  consenting  voice  of  the  Christian  world,  Greek, 
Homan,  and  barbarian.  Hither  they  flocked  from  all  parts  to 
learn  the  theory  and  practice  of  religion,  to  join  science  with 
piety,  consecrate  music  and  poetry  (in  which,  by  the  testimony 
of  a hostile  writer,  they  incomparably  excelled  most  of  those  in 
Europe)  to  the  praises  of  the  living  God.  The  indigent  were 
not  deterred  by  their  poverty  to  seek  for  learning  and  religious 
instruction  from  the  magnanimous  descendants  of  the  illustrious 
Gathel.  The  fame  of  their  hospitality  was  everywhere,  along 
with  that  of  their  sanctity  and  learning.  Myriads  of  European 
youth,  from  every  country,  of  those  who  were  not  blessed  with 
affluence,  received,  gratis,  from  the  bountiful  Gathelians,  food, 
clothing,  books,  and  instruction.  Venerable  Bede  and  the  royal 
Alfred  vouch  for  the  bounty  and  hospitality  of  Ireland  to  the 
youth  of  Britain,  and  it  was  equally  conspicuous  towards  the 
youth  of  all  other  nations. 

It  was  not  without  rapture  and  enthusiasm,  that  foreign  writers 
spoke  of  this  sainted  island  in  that  period  of  her  brightest  fame. 
They  compare  her  saints  to  the  stars  of  heaven  in  number  and 
splendour,  their  colleges  as  seminaries  for  peopling  heaven,  and 
as  nurseries  to  plant  the  garden  of  Eden.  From  these  seminaries 
issued  the  pious  apostles  who  converted  the  northern  conquerors 
of  the  western  empire  in  their  newly- acquired  dominions,  and 
their  consanguineous  tribes  in  their  original  settlements.  From 
these  also  issued  the  learned  doctors  who  laid  the  foundation  of 
learning  in  most  parts  of  Europe.  Their  memorials  are  still  pre- 
served in  the  archives  of  universities,  in  continental  libraries,  and 
in  the  records  of  national  churches.  Yes,  churches,  altars,  holi- 
days, and  church-offices  bear  their  consecrated  names,  so  that 
you  cannot  go  to  any  part  of  Europe,  without  meeting  the  mo- 
numents of  some  of  our  sainted  countrymen. 

Other  nations  may  boast  of  their  conquests,  of  extending  do- 
minion by  shedding  oceans  of  blood,  of  ravaging  the  universe 
to  glut  insatiable  avarice,  and  to  worship  money  and  luxury  as 
the  greatest  of  all  blessings.  But,  alas  l through  avarice,  tyranny, 
treachery,  and  plunder,  they  render  themselves  the  scourge  of 
mankind,  and  are  detested  by  all  nations.  To  Ireland  belonged 
the  greater  glory  of  shining  in  the  midst  of  general  darkness,  as 
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the  luminary,  ornament,  and  common  benefactress  of  the  Western 
Church  of  Europe,  in  general,  by  diffusing  the  blessings  of  re- 
ligion, piety,  learning,  and  civilization,  and  far  and  near,  teach- 
ing the  arts,  industry,  and  letters,  to  the  most  barbarous,  uncivi- 
lized nations.  Arts  bring  their  names  from  the  country  and 
people  who  introduced  them ; and  the  terms  of  arts  and  agricul- 
ture, in  most  parts  of  Europe,  are  Gaelic. 

Dominion  and  tribute  they  voluntarily  remitted  at  the  call  of 
religion  and  humanity.  At  the  intercession  of  St.  Columbkille, 
the  Apostle  of  Scotland,  his  nephew,  the  then  monarch  of  Ire- 
land, remitted  for  ever  all  tribute  and  supremacy  over  the  Scots, 
till  the  nclaimed  over  them  by  his  predecessors  since  their  co- 
lonisation from  this  country.  Such  an  act  of  self-denial  and 
moderation,  such  generous  sacrifices  to  the  cause  of  religion  and 
humanity,  I can  find  no  instance  of  but  in  the  annals  of  Ireland. 
Take  it  altogether,  the  history  of  this  country  seems  to  bear  the 
stamp  of  a deep  and  mysterious  dispensation  of  Providence, 
hitherto  unstudied,  if  not  unknown.  It  is  not  without  cause, 
that  Providence  planted  in  this  island  generous  and  magnanimous 
descendants  of  Milesius,  preserved  them  from  the  Roman  yoke, 
under  which  most  of  the  world  groaned,  converted  them  to  the 
faith,  and  adopted  them  as  a holy  chosen  people,  an  asylum  for 
religion  and  learning,  a nursery  for  the  diffusion  of  those  blessings, 
before  the  northern  nations  overran  the  western  empire  with  fire 
and  sword,  carrying  desolation  and  ruin  in  their  train,  extinguish- 
ing literature  and  arts,  and  spreading  barbarism,  terror,  and  ig- 
norance around  the  circumference  in  which  they  moved.  Those 
fierce  and  unlettered  conquerors  listened  with  respect  to  mis 
siouaries  coming  from  a people  brave  and  independent  like  them- 
selves, connected  by  intermarriages,  hospitality,  and  alliances 
against  the  common  enemy ; and  more  willingly  receive  the  ele- 
ments of  religion  and  civilization  at  their  hands,  than  from  their 
subdued,  dreading,  and  despised  vassals  ! 

As  a general  rule,  whether  the  British  Clergy  would  not 
preach,  or  the  Anglo-Saxons  would  not  hear  them,  it  is  cer- 
tain that  the  latter  were  not  converted  by  the  Christian  Clergy  of 
Britain,  but  by  those  of  Ireland.  The  fierce  heathen  invaders 
from  the  Baltic  were  often  conquered  by  the  sword,  and  at  length 


converted  to  Christianity  by  the  piety,  eloquence,  and  Christian 
lives,  still  more  impressive,  of  the  ancient  Irish.  Neither  the 
asperity  of  northern  climates,  nor  the  barbarous  manners  of  their 
rude  inhabitants,  cooled  the  ardour  of  our  Irish  apostles.  They 
carried  the  light  of  the  Gospel  through  Germany,  through  both 
sides  of  the  Baltic,  and  through  the  frozen  shores  of  Iceland 
and  Shetland,  where  the  kunic,  or  mysterious  way  of  writing, 
attest  whence  letters  and  their  names  were  introduced  among 
them. 

A nation  displaying  such  incomparable  zeal  and  unwearied  per- 
severance in  the  herculean  and  Gocl-like  task  of  extending  the 
benefits  of  religion,  civilization,  learning,  and  the  necessary  arts 
to  the  rudest  nations,  in  the  most  inhospitable  climates,  it  is  cer- 
tain did  not  neglect  the  wants  of  any  description  of  persons, 
however  desolate,  of  her  own  citizens.  The  ancient  Irish  consti- 
tution was  favourable  to  such  beneficent  attentions  to  the  wants  of 
the  widow,  the  orphan,  the  aged,  and  the  infirm.  The  land  was 
divided  by  convention,  between  the  different  clans,  and  the  share 
of  each  clan  was  subdivided  into  portions  for  each  family,  which 
could  not  be  alienated  by  sale  or  mortgage  ; and  still  further,  to 
prevent  too  great  an  inequality  of  property,  at  certain  periods  a 
new  division  of  land  took  place ; in  this  particular  nearly  re- 
sembling the  law  of  God,  as  delivered  by  Moses,  which  carefully 
guarded  against  the  accumulation  of  land  in  the  hands  of  the 
few.  A fruitful  soil  requited  moderate  labour  with  a plentiful 
supply  of  necessaries,  without  furnishing  means  or  temptations 
for  foreign  luxury.  The  chief  luxury  they  were  acquainted  with 
consisted  of  a liberal,  improving,  entertaining,  and  social  inter- 
course, their  darling  virtues,  hospitality,  and  charity. 

The  widow’s  and  the  orphan’s  shares  were  freely  cultivated  by 
their  neighbours,  and  if  destitute  of  a share  in  the  land,  they  were 
gratuitously  maintained ; the  aged  and  infirm  in  like  manner.  Edu- 
cation was  so  cheap  and  common,  that  this  island  furnished  Eu- 
rope with  teachers,  scribes,  and  clerks  for  many  centuries ; and  to 
this  day,  the  Irish  character,  in  which  they  were  accustomed  to 
write,  is  preserved  in  what  is  called  the  court-hand.  Besides, 
there  was  a never-failing  resource  for  the  distressed,  in  the  un- 
bounded hospitality  of  a people  whose  doors  or  cupboards  were 
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never  shut  against  the  needy,  whether  natives  or  otherwise.  The 
extreme  inequality  of  property  did  not  exhibit,  as  at  present, 
oriental  pomp  and  luxury  among  the  few,  connected  with  the  ex- 
treme of  wretchedness  and  misery  among  the  many. 

Other  nations  may  boast  of  their  glorious  constitution,  their 
commerce,  wealth,  and  naval  powers,  those  idols  of  national  va- 
nity ; a Montesquieu  may  praise  it,  or  a De  Lolme  panegyrize,  and 
they  may  say  amen  to  the  anthem.  But,  when  I consider  the 
state  of  society  there,  I see  no  cause  of  exultation,  at  least  for 
the  multitude.  The  greater  part  of  the  laborious  classes  are  so 
sorely  pressed  and  kept  to  hard  labour  from  their  infancy  by  the 
numberless  heavy  demands  on  their  industry,  that  there  is  neither 
leisure  nor  money  allowed  for  education.  Like  the  machines 
with  which  they  work,  their  minds  are  confined  to  the  narrow 
sphere  of  their  employments.  Reared  in  utter  ignorance  of  reli- 
gion, and  every  kind  of  mental  cultivation,  ask  one  of  these 
concerning  his  religion,  with  exception  of  the  Dissenters,  he  will 
tell  you,  “ I know  not,  but  I hate  the  Pope  and  detest  Popery.” 
When,  again,  I consider  that  they  and  their  posterity  are  mort- 
gaged to  usurers  for  immense  sums,  that  can  never  be  paid  with 
a certainty,  that  their  great  tributes  will  keep  increasing,  and  a 
high  probability  to  say,  no  more  of  decaying  resources,  I enjoy 
not  their  boast.  Happy,  thrice  havpy,  would  it  have  been  for 
that  brutalized,  machinified,  manufacturing  population,  had  their 
rulers  never  dreamed  of  the  vain  or  insane  project  of  naval  do- 
minion and  universal  monopoly.  Had  they  made  the  culture  of 
the  soil,  manufacturing  its  produce,  working  mines,  inland  navi- 
gation, and  fisheries,  their  principal  object,  leaving  only  a se- 
condary rank  to  commerce,  as  it  should  be  with  all  nations,  not 
destitute  of  extensive  and  fertile  territories,  nor  confined  to  mo- 
rasses like  the  Dutch,  nor  to  a rocky  island  like  the  Phoenicians, 
by  such  wise  economy,  these  great  and  fertile  islands  would  sup- 
port double  their  present  population  in  comfort  and  happiness. 
There  would  not,  indeed,  appear  that  proud,  inflated  pageantry, 
that  empty  pomp,  and  corrupting  luxury  of  courts  and  grandees ; 
but  there  would  also  not  exist  so  much  misery,  so  great  a propor- 
tion of  the  inhabitants  existing  on  poor-rates,  and  the  great  ma- 
jority of  them  doomed  to  incessant  servitude,  like  dray-horses, 


destitute  of  religion,  of  morals,  and  of  every  civilizing  and  hu- 
manizing cultivation.  To  this  pitiable  state  they  have  been 
brought  by  schemes  of  polity  more  ambitious  than  wise,  more 
savouring  of  a blind,  obstinate  selfishness,  than  of  justice  or  ho- 
nesty, which,  after  all,  according  to  the  common  adage,  must  be 
allowed  to  be  the  best  policy.  The  experience  of  all  ages  and 
the  fate  of  all  empires  and  nations,  have  given  the  sanction  of 
indisputable  authority,  the  seal  of  evidence  and  demonstration 
to  this  simple  axiom  of  moral  and  political  justice. 

Among  the  many  proofs  of  the  existence  of  God,  and  of  his 
governing  the  world  in  justice  and  beneficence,  this  may  be  rec- 
koned as  not  the  least  important  and  conclusive,  that  no  system 
of  indignity,  however  ably  planned  or  well  supported,  can  be 
durable,  but  is  inevitably  entangled  in  its  own  toils,  defeated  by 
its  own  artifices,  and  annihilated  by  its  own  violence.  It  was 
by  a departure  from  the  laws  of  the  moral  constitution  of  hu- 
man nature,  that  all  empires  and  states  fell,  by  adopting  this 
abominable  creed  of  many  made  for  one,  by  acting  on  the  vile 
principles,  that  the  few  rich  are  everything,  and  the  multitude, 
from  whose  labour  all  their  wealth  is  extracted,  are  nothing  but 
mere  counters  taken  by  “ a country  of  shopkeepers.” 

Why  did  the  Roman  empire,  of  immense  extent  and  popula- 
tion, comprehending  the  most  fertile  and  happily-situated  re- 
gions of  the  globe,  fall  an  easy  prey  to  comparatively  a handful 
of  uncivilized  barbarians  ? Because  tbe  mass  of  the  people 
were  fleeced,  vilified,  trampled  on,  and  treated  as  beasts  of  bur- 
den by  the  rich ; because  they  had  no  interest  in  fighting  for  a 
soil  on  which  they  were  as  aliens,  or  for  an  order  of  things  in 
which  they  were  held  as  bondsmen  of  no  esteem.  The  multitude 
was  alienated  and  disaffected  from  bad  treatment.  The  rich 
were  enervated  by  luxury  and  debauchery.  Hence  the  success 
of  the  Goths  and  Vandals,  and  the  ruin  of  the  poor  and  the 
people  at  large,  under  such  great,  but  vile  misgovernment  or 
misrule. 

A charitable  attention  to  the  wants  of  the  poor  is,  therefore, 
enforced  on  the  affluent,  not  only  by  the  Gospel  of  Christ,  but 
by  the  great  law  of  self-preservation.  The  cottage  is  the  buttress 
and  bulwark  of  the  palace.  If  the  one  be  oppressed,  the  other 
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cannot  long  survive.  It  is  enforced  by  the  law  of  God,  thrice 
promulgated  with  virtue  and  power  ; firstly,  in  the  creation  of 
the  universe,  commonly  called  the  law  of  nature ; secondly,  by 
the  Mosaic  Law ; and  lastly,  in  the  Gospel  of  love  and  charity, 
revealed  through  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  whose  law 
is  that  of  grace  and  charity.  In  the  first  place,  God  created 
man  for  society,  and  fitted  him  for  it  by  numerous  instincts, 
numerous  wants,  and  numerous  capabilities.  Coming  into  the 
world  more  naked  and  helpless  than  the  young  of  animals,  his 
puberty  is  of  longer  continuance,  and  his  wants  and  faculties 
are  more  abundant.  In  the  association  of  many  minds  and  many 
hands,  governed  by  just  laws  and  cemented  by  religion,  he  finds, 
or  ought  to  find,  by  the  Divine  ordinances,  ample  supply  for  all 
his  -wants ; support  and  education  in  youth,  protection  of  life 
and  liberty  in  manhood,  relief  and  consolation  in  sickness  and 
distress.  The  social  compact  is,  by  Divine  ordination,  a bank 
for  the  common  benefit  of  all,  to  enable  them  to  acquire  com- 
forts and  improvements  which  they  could  not  in  a solitary  state 
procure  for  themselves.  It  is  a fund  to  remedy  the  casualities 
to  which  human  affairs  are  liable,  and  to  relieve  the  misfortunes 
of  individuals.  If  any  member  of  society  want  bread  and  em- 
ployment, if  the  aged  and  sick  languish  in  misery,  if  the  orphan 
be  destitute  of  food  and  education,  that  society  is  guilty  of  a 
breach  of  the  law  of  nature,  and  consequently  rebellious  against 
God,  the  Creator  of  all  men  and  of  all  human  society.  If,  in 
any  country,  the  inequality  of  property  be  extreme,  the  mil- 
lions toiling  like  slaves,  unfed,  unclothed,  unhoused,  and  un- 
educated, while  hundreds  or  thousands  are  wallowing  in  riches, 
which  they  hardly  know  how  to  squander,  drawn  from  the  sweat 
and  blood  of  the  poor,  spent  in  revels,  luxury,  debauchery,  pomp, 
and  vanity,  an  evil  which  the  late  minister  of  Great  Britain, 
William  Pitt,  lamented  (in  his  speech,  January  31,  1800,  on 
the  Union)  as  one  great  misfortune  of  Ireland;  then  is  the  call 
still  more  forcible  on  the  rich  to  spare  something  from  their 
excessive  incomes  for  the  relief  of  the  poor,  from  whose  labour 
they  arise,  and  to  keep  something  from  the  service  of  sin  and 
profligacy  for  the  relief  of  struggling  and  honest  poverty.  It  is 
not  a simple  call  of  charity ; it  is  an  act  of  imperative  justice 
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to  make  some  retribution  to  the  crushed  descendants  of  a plun- 
dered nation  and  a ruined  people. 

The  present  forlorn  condition  of  the  mass  of  Irishmen  is  the 
effect  of  fraud,  tyranny,  and  rapine,  united.  It  was  produced 
by  numberless  massacres,  the  infliction  of  famine  and  uncounted 
assassinations ; and  the  whole  landed  property  of  the  kingdom 
is  confined  to  some  hundreds  of  families.  If  such  ill-acquired 
property  can  be  secured  to  the  possessors,  if  so  unnatural  a state 
of  things  can  last,  it  must  be  by  redeeming  the  sins  of  their 
fathers,  and  expiating  the  iniquity  of  acquisition,  through  large 
and  liberal  supplies  for  the  wants  of  the  poor,  the  education  of 
youth,  and  the  sustenance  of  the  aged  and  infirm. 

Is  it  not  for  this  very  purpose  that  Providence  decreed  inequa- 
lity of  property,  and  left  human  life  liable  to  casualties  and  mis- 
fortunes, that  the  possessors  of  wealth  might  have  room  to  wash 
away  their  sins  by  mingling  the  oil  of  charity  with  the  tears  of 
repentance?  For  what  other  purpose  was  the  human  heart 
made  susceptible  of  tender  emotions  of  mercy  and  of  compas- 
sion, that  scenes  of  human  wto  call  forth  the  sob  and  sigh  of 
sympathy,  and  bid  the  tender  tear  of  pity  flow  ? These  noblest  emo- 
tions of  the  soul  were  not  given  by  the  Great  Creator  only  to  be 
touched  at  the  recital  of  fictitious  wo  exhibited  on  the  theatre. 
They  were  given  for  far  more  noble  purposes ; for  the  benefit 
of  mankind,  for  healing  the  ills  and  relieving  the  distress  to  which 
our  fellow-creatures  are  subject  in  this  state  of  probation ; pro- 
bation to  the  poor  from  their  conflict  with  poverty,  and  often  ruin; 
and  a far  more  perilous  probation  to  the  rich,  who,  surrounded 
by  the  allurements  of  pleasure,  with  the  means  and  facilities  of 
indulgence,  are  liable  to  be  buoyed  up  by  pride  and  hardened  by 
avarice.  This  state  of  probation  is  the  highest  prerogative  of 
human  nature,  and  stamps  on  it  the  seal  of  immortality.  All  the 
other  works  of  God,  at  least  what  appear  to  us,  were  endowed  with 
the  perfections  of  which  they  were  capable  from  the  beginning. 
To  man  alone  a subordinate  dominion  was  given  over  his  own 
concerns,  to  improve  or  to  spoil  according  to  the  freedom  of  his 
choice,  and  the  loyalty  or  rebellion  of  his  heart  to  his  Maker. 
If  I may  be  allowed  the  comparison,  infinite  Wisdom  and  Power 
sketched  the  plan  of  moral  perfection,  but  to  fill  up  the  picture 
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was  left  to  man.  Endowed  with  capabilities  and  instincts  suitable 
to  a rational,  social,  and  religious  being,  the  cultivation  and  im- 
provement of  all  these  were  left  to  himself.  For  the  exercise  of 
virtue  and  ability,  defects  were  allowed  in  the  moral  world  of 
man ; among  which  we  reckon  the  physical  and  moral  ills  which 
never  cease  to  afflict  some  portion  of  our  species.  For  remedy- 
ing these  misfortunes,  the  wisdom  of  the  wise,  the  courage  of 
the  brave,  and  the  means  of  the  opulent,  have  a spacious  and 
noble  field  for  the  most  honourable  display  of  their  various  talents 
and  resources.  By  filling  up  the  chasms  left  for  their  trial  in 
the  social  edifice,  by  acting  as  deputies  of  God  in  dispensing- 
benefits,  from  the  talents  and  means  with  which  they  were  in- 
vested for  this  purpose,  these  are  means  of  improving  the  world. 
If  it  was  for  this  that  wealth  and  talents  were  bestowed  un- 
equally, wherefore,  then,  was  it  that  man  should  employ  them 
for  the  mean  and  sordid  pursuits  of  gluttony,  avarice,  tyranny, 
and  other  lawless  lusts  ? Was  it  that  man  should  degrade  him- 
self below  the  brute,  making  a “ god  of  his  belly,”  pampering 
it  with  dainties  and  delicacies  sought  far  and  near,  shortening 
his  life,  wasting  his  health,  and  sinking  the  noble  faculties  of 
his  immortal  soul  in  the  filthiness  of  epicurean  voluptuousness  ? 
Was  it  that  a man  should  make  a god  of  his  money,  carefully 
guard  it  with  locks  and  holts,  and  grudge  himself  even  the  ne- 
cessaries of  life  lest  he  should  diminish  the  adored  heap  ? This 
unfortunate  slave  and  idolater  of  mammon  cannot,  however, 
carry  his  money  to  the  grave ; hut  must  leave  it  for  those  who 
commonly  despise  his  memory,  and  not  seldom  dissipate  his 
treasures.  This  is  the  avarice  of  the  miser,  not  a whit  less  ridi- 
culous than  the  foolish  instinct  of  a jackdaw  in  collecting  coloured 
rags  and  glittering  trinkets.  All  these  flattering  delusions  of 
ambition,  avarice,  and  pleasure  can  deceive  us  only  for  a time. 
Empty  as  airy  phantoms,  vain  as  fleeting  visions  of  night,  we 
must  part  Irom  them  ; they  fly  from  our  grasp,  leaving  nothing  in 
our  hands  hut  repentance  and  groans.  When  the  body  bends 
under  the  weight  of  years,  and  decrepitude  is  marked  by  totter- 
ing limbs  and  hoary  locks ; when  the  sight  is  dimmed,  the  hear- 
ing deaf,  the  feeling  numbed,  and  second  infancy  terminates  the 
career  of  short,  precarious  human  life ; what  must  he  our  re- 
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flections  if  we  arrive  at  that  period  (for  most  are  cut  off’  before 
reaching  it)  on  our  past  life,  on  the  objects  of  our  pursuits,  on 
our  employment  of  time,  wealth,  and  talents ! Alas ! how  few 
can  say  they  have  employed  a reasonable  portion  of  these  gifts 
in  the  service  of  God  and  for  the  good  of  humanity ; to  relieve 
the  corporal  and  spiritual  wants  of  their  fellow-creatures,  to 
further  the  interests  of  education,  religion,  and  piety  ! 

What  a waste  and  barren  desert  will  not  their  past  lives  appear 
to  worldlings  when  the  awful  period  of  life’s  termination  is  ap- 
proaching, and  the  relish  of  worldly  pleasure  is  faded,  the  appe- 
tites and  passions  nearly  extinguished,  and  conscience  awaking 
as  from  a dream,  without  interruption  from  the  bustle  or  pleasures 
of  men,  when  the  delusive  sophistry  of  fallacious  imagination 
and  perverted  reason,  hired  in  the  service  of  sin,  will  no  more 
silence  or  mislead  her  monitory  voice  ! How  dreadful  and  put- 
ting, how  insupportable  will  her  accusation  be  ! Wealth,  time, 
and  talents  misspent,  misapplied ; often  applied  to  injure  our 
neighbour,  to  ruin  female  innocence,  to  debauch  youth,  to  spread 
the  contagion  of  vice,  or  to  accumulate  the  gains  of  iniquity 
through  oppression;  cheating  the  simple,  overreaching  the  un- 
wary, deaf  to  the  cries  of  the  poor,  insensible  to  the  tears  of  dis- 
tress ; in  whom  the  widow  and  the  orphan  found  no  relief  or 
consolation  ; a life  consisting  of  the  omissions  of  duty  and  the 
commissions  of  crime,  scarcely  checquered  by  the  remembrance 
of  one  solitary  virtuous  deed.  How  loud  and  terrible  must  these 
reproaches  of  the  internal  monitor  be  at  the  awful  approach  of 
death  and  judgment,  to  whose  presence  man  can  bring  nothing 
of  all  that  he  possessed  in  this  life  but  his  works,  good  and  bad ; 
the  former  to  glory,  and  the  latter  to  damnation  ! It  is  then  that 
man  will  look  back  and  forward,  and  with  fear  and  trembling, 
and  repentance,  often  too  late.  It  is  then  that  he  will  be  con- 
vinced that  he  acted  not  the  part  of  a faithful  steward  in  dis- 
pensing the  goods  of  his  Master,  of  which  he  was  the  temporary 
trustee,  for  the  benefit  and  relief  of  the  poor,  who  are  also  the 
children  of  the  Lord.  Then  he  will  have  to  repent  that  he  did 
not  employ  a portion  of  these  transitory,  precarious  goods  of 
fortune  to  secure  eternal  existence  in  bliss.  Transitory  and  pre- 
carious they  are  to  the  individual,  who  knows  not  the  hour  he 
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may  be  called  away  from  them,  and  who  often  survives  the  loss 
of  them ; to  families  and  nations,  whom  the  revolutions  of  the 
world  have  plunged  from  opulence  and  grandeur  to  poverty  and 
shame  ! 

Where  are  the  descendants  of  the  ancient  nobility  and  gentry 
of  Ireland?  For  the  most  part  in  the  humblest  walks  of  life, 
and  in  the  most  distressing  situations,  like  these  children  whose 
cause  I plead  this  day.  What  regret  will  there  be  then-^alas ! 
most  commonly  unavailing — that  no  pains  were  taken  to  lay  up 
treasures  in  heaven,  “ where  moth  corrodeth  not,  where  rust 
cankereth  not,”  at  the  expense  of  this  world’s  perishable  dross, 
liable  to  be  destroyed  by  rust  and  moth,  fleeting  and  precarious 
as  a passing  shadow  ! 

Some  will  say,  “ I must  do  for  myself  and  my  family ; giving 
alms  encourages  begging,  and  I cannot  provide  for  every  one.” 
Do  for  your  family  what  is  just,  but  neglect  not  the  family  of  the 
Lord  thy  God,  of  whom  the  poor  are  a part  particularly  adopted 
by  religion.  Because  laziness  may  send  some  abegging,  we  are 
not  therefore  to  close  our  breasts,  our  purses,  and  our  doors 
against  undeserved  indigence.  There  is  a portion  strictly  due  to 
them,  which  to  withdraw  is  robbery  and  murder  \—non  pavisti,  oc- 
cidisti;  “ those  thou  hast  not  fed,  thou  hast  murdered;” — which 
the  Sovereign  Proprietor  and  Creator  will  punish  with  hell-fire  for 
eternity. 

Human  laws  speak  of  property,  that  is,  in  a relative  sense,  and 
as  between  man  and  man ; but  in  the  eye  of  true  religion  and 
sound  philosiphy,  there  is  only  one  real  proprietor,  the  Almighty 
Creator  and  Euler  of  the  universe,  who  gave  to  man  the  usufruct , 
not  the  dominion  of  the  domain,  and  made  him  responsible  for 
the  use  of  it.  No  man  is  any  more  than  a tenant  for  life  ; death 
ejects  the  temporary  holder,  and  his  successors  of  millions  are 
liable  to  ejection,  not  only  by  death  as  individuals,  but  by  mis- 
applying the  property  of  their  master  to  selfish  and  sinful  pur- 
poses. These  ejectments  are  served  by  the  Lord  of  heaven  and 
earth  according  to  certain  of  his  laws,  called  laws  of  nature, 
by  which  he  rules  the  moral  world.  From  these  tenants  of 
life,  or  tenants  at  pleasure,  the  Supreme  Landlord  exacts  a por- 
tion of  his  own,  not  their  property,  for  the  maintenance  of  the 
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poor  of  liis  family.  Will  you  refuse  his  due  to  your  Creator  and 
Benefactor  ? By  such  rebellious  disobedience,  you  would  under- 
mine the  foundation  of  your  temporal  blessings,  forfeit  your 
hopes  of  eternal  happiness,  and  incur  the  tremendous  sentence 
of  eternal  perdition.  You  would  be  damned;  sorrowful  and  dis- 
appointed also,  for  what  you  refused  to  the  voice  of  your  God,  who 
condescends  to  accept  as  an  aot  of  kindness  and  charity,  the 
tribute  so  justly  due  to  him  for  the  support  of  the  poor  of  his 
family  and  the  destitute  of  his  fold. 

Human  laws  will  step  forward,  and  exact  it  from  you  with  a 
strong  arm  and  without  thanks,  under  the  appellation  of  poor 
rates,  as  in  England  and  Holland.  Some  flatter  themselves  with 
a mere  reliance  on  faith,  prayers,  frequenting  churches  and 
chapels,  without  taking  in  the  auxiliary  works  of  charity,  which 
would  sanctify  the  whole.  Vain  and  false  are  the  principles  of 
their  confidence  when  charity  is  excluded ; every  other  act  and 
appearance  of  sanctity  is  downright  hypocrisy.  So  saith  the 
great  Apostle  of  the  Gentiles : “ If  I speak  with  the  tongue  of 
men  and  angels  and  have  not  charity,  I am  nothing.”  If  I know 
all  the  mysteries  of  nature  and  religion,  “ if  I have  faith,  so  as 
to  move  mountains,”  if  I work  all  manner  of  signs  and  wonders, 
so  as  to  raise  the  dead,  “ and  have  not  charity,  I am  but  as  a 
tinkling  cymbal”  of  that  divine  virtue  ; “I  am  nothing.” 

The  education  of  destitute  children  is  the  most  important 
branch.  To  relieve  the  aged  and  infirm  is  meritorious  and  laud- 
able ; but  the  benefits  expire  with  them ; whereas,  the  education 
of  youth  extends  its  benefits  to  the  remotest  posterity,  like  the 
source  of  a mighty  river,  conveying  intercourse  and  fertility 
through  many  regions  ; benefits  which  would  reflect  on  your  chil- 
dren doubly  by  leaving  them  the  precious  inheritance  of  a vir- 
tuous example,  and  by  contributing  to  the  increase  of  religion 
and  morality ; shedding  on  all  members  of  society  their  renova- 
ting influence,  as  light  is  multiplied  in  the  prismatic  glasses  of 
a lustre.  You  glean  the  vineyard  of  God  from  the  base  weeds 
which  are  destructive  of  the  good  plant.  By  the  preventive  of 
timely  and  careful  education  you  deliver  society  from  pests,  who 
would  have  their  crimes  and  injustices  to  atone  for  on  the 
gallows,  and  by  a happy  selection,  substitute  the  sweet  influences 
of  religion  for  the  pestilential  infection  of  vice  and  infamy. 
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Some  there  are,  also,  who  acknowledge  the  sacred  duty  of  cha- 
rity, but  whose  narrowness  of  heart  allows  hut  a very  scanty 
pittance  to  these  pious  uses.  To  see  them  offering  their  mite, 
you  would  think  them  poor  indeed  ; hut  when  you  view  the  sump- 
tuousness of  their  apparel,  dwellings,  and  furniture,  their  costly 
meals  and  entertainments,  you  would  be  inclined  to  class  them 
with  the  proud,  hard-hearted  Dives,  rather  than  with  the  suffering 
Lazarus,  or  the  good  and  humble  Samaritan.  They  have  money 
enough  for  every  purpose  of  luxury  and  vanity,  folly  or  nonsense. 
They  find  money  for  balls,  routs,  masquerades,  for  the  card- 
table,  and  such  like  amusements  ; for  everything  but  charity. 
When  the  minister  of  religion  calls  in  the  name  of  God,  who 
sent  him,  on  behalf  of  the  poor,  their  own  flesh  and  blood,  then 
only  they  are  poor,  viewing  what  they  give  with  the  magnifying 
powers  of  a microscope ; still  thinking  themselves  good  Chris- 
tians if  they  frequent  church  or  chapel,  observe  the  Sabbath  with 
Judaic  scrupulosity,  and  are  mindful  of  other  ceremonials  of  the 
law.  Let  them  beware  of  this  fatal  delusion,  lest  they  incur 
the  guilt  of  Ananias  and  Sapphira,  “ lying  to  the  Holy  Ghost” 
in  withholding  part  of  the  contribution  due  to  the  great  cause 
of  charity  proportioned  to  their  means.  In  this  alone  liberality 
cannot  be  excessive  or  extravagant,  because  ‘‘he  that  giveth  to 
the  poor,  lendeth  to  the  Lord.’’  Will  you  doubt  his  honesty  or 
ability  to  repay  ? Will  you  disbelieve  his  divine  promise  of  re- 
munerating a thousand  and  a million  fold  ? 

But,  without  discharging  the  duties  you  owe  to  charity,  you 
are  discarded  with  disdain;  you  are  an  abomination  unto  God. 
Hear  the  words  of  the  Lord  by  the  Prophet  Isaias  (i,  11-18.): 
“ To  what  purpose  do  you  offer  unto  me  the  multitudes  of  your 
victims  ? Offer  sacrifice  no  more  in  vain ; incense  is  an  abomi- 

nation unto  me.  The  new  moons  and  the  Sabbaths,  and  other 
festivals,  I will  not  abide ; your  assemblies  are  wicked.  My  soul 
hateth  your  new  moons  and  your  solemnities ; they  are  become 
troublesome  to  me,  I am  weary  of  bearing  them.  And  when 
you  stretch  forth  your  hands,  I will  turn  away  mine  eyes  from 
you ; and  when  you  multiply  prayer,  I will  not  hear  ; for  your 
hands  are  full  of  blood  the  spoils  of  the  poor  are  in  your  houses. 
“Wash  yourselves,  be  clean,  cease  to  do  perversely;  learn  to  do 
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well ; seek  judgment,  relieve  the  oppressed,  judge  for  the  fatherless, 
defend  the  widow.  Then  come  and  reason  with  me,  saith  the 
Lord.  If  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  made  as  white 
as  snow ; and  if  they  be  as  red  as  crimson,  they  shall  be  as 
white  as  wool.”  This  is  not  all ; the  Prophet  not  only  declares 
the  acceptation  of  charity  in  the  eye  of  the  Lord  as  washing 
away  sin,  or,  as  the  Evangelists  say,  covering  a multitude  of  sins, 
and  the  scornful  rejection  of  all  other  acts  of  religion  destitute 
of  this  divine  and  crowning  virtue,  but  he  introduces  the  Al- 
mighty formally  declaring  war  against  those  who  neglect  the 
duties  of  charity,  as  open  rebels  and  professed  enemies : “ They 
judge  not  for  the  fatherless,  neither  doth  the  widow’s  cause  come 
unto  them.  Therefore,  saith  the  Lord  the  God  of  Hosts,  the 
mighty  one  of  Israel,  Hah ! I will  comfort  myself  over  my  ad- 
versaries, and  I will  be  revenged  of  my  enemies.”  The  same 
denunciation  is  published  by  the  Prophet  Jeremiah  : “ They  are 
grown  gross  and  fat,  and  have  most  wickedly  transgressed  my 
words.  They  have  not  judged  the  cause  of  the  widow;  they 
have  not  managed  the  cause  of  the  fatherless,  and  they  have  not 
considered  the  care  of  the  poor.  Shall  I not  visit  for  these 
things,  saith  the  Lord,  or  shall  my  soul  not  take  vengeance  on 
such  a nation  ?” 

That  fasting  and  penance  without  the  works  of  charity  are  un- 
availing and  unacceptable  to  God,  is  frequently  and  forcibly 
inculcated  in  Holy  Writ.  For  example,  Isaiah,  in  the  fifty- 
eighth  chapter  of  his  prophecy,  thus  speaks  of  uncharitable  peni- 
tents : “ Why  have  we  fasted  and  thou  hast  not  regarded  ? Have 
we  humbled  our  souls  and  thou  hast  not  taken  notice  ? — Behold, 
in  the  day  of  your  fast  your  own  will  is  found,  and  you  exact 
from  all  your  debtors.  Behold,  you  fast  for  debates  and  strife, 
and  strike  with  the  fist  wickedly.  Do  not  fast  as  you  have 

done  until  this  day,  to  make  your  cry  to  be  heard  on  high Is 

not  this  the  fast  I have  chosen  ? — loose  the  bands  of  wicked- 
ness ; undo  the  bundles  that  oppress ; let  them  that  are  broken  go 
free;  and  break  asunder  every  burden.  Deal  thy  bread  to  the  hun- 
gry, and  bring  the  needy  and  harbourless  into  thy  house  : when 
thou  shalt  see  one  naked,  cover  him,  and  despise  not  thy 
own  flesh.  Then  shall  thy  light  break  forth  as  the  morning, 
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and  tliy  health  shall  speedily  arise,  and  thy  justice  shall  go 
before  thy  face,  and  the  glory  of  the  Lord  shall  gather 
thee  up.  Then  shalt  thou  call,  and  the  Lord  shall  hear.  Thou 

shalt  cry,  and  he  shall  say  : Here  I am When  thou  shalt  pour 

out  thy  soul  to  the  hungry,  and  shalt  satisfy  the  afflicted  soul, 
then  shall  thy  light  rise  up  in  darkness,  and  thy  darkness  shall 
be  as  the  noon  day.  And  the  Lord  will  give  thee  rest  con- 
tinually, and  fill  thy  soul  with  brightness,  and  deliver  thy  bones ; 
and  thou  shalt  he  like  a watered  garden,  and  like  a fountain  of 
water,  whose  waters  shall  not  fail.  And  the  places  that  have 
been  desolate  for  ages  shall  be  built  in  thee ; and  thou  shalt  be 

called  the  repairer  of  the  fences,  turning  the  paths  into  rest Then 

shalt  thou  be  delighted  in  the  Lord,  and  I will  lift  thee  up  above 
the  highest  places  of  the  earth,  and  will  feed  thee  with  the  in- 
heritance of  Jacob  thy  father;  for  the  mouth  of  the  Lord  hath 
spoken  it.” 

Those  promulgations  of  the  law  of  charity,  and  of  the  divine 
graces  and  rewards  promised  to  the  observers  thereof,  made  by 
the  Eternal  Father  through  the  Prophets,  are  abundantly  forcible 
and  explicit;  yet,  we  have  also  the  declaration  of  our  Divine 
Redeemer,  by  which  he  adopted  the  cause  of  the  poor  as  his  own, 
accompanied  by  the  most  consoling  promises  to  those  who  cherish 
them,  and  the  most  awful  denunciations  of  divine  vengeance 
against  those  who  neglect  them. 

What  if  he  were  to  stand  here  before  you  in  the  place  of  his 
poor  and  unworthy  minister,  and  appeal  to  you  on  behalf  of  these 
destitute  orphans  ? Such  he  has  in  his  goodness  declared  the  chil- 
dren of  his  particular  adoption.  My  beloved,  he  would  say,  I 
call  to  you  this  day  for  a favour  in  recompense  for  the  many 
benefits  I have  conferred  on  you,  and  the  many  more  and  far  greater 
I have  in  store  for  you,  if  you  hear  my  voice  and  obey  my  com- 
mands. It  is  not  much  that  I crave ; a share  of  the  perishable 
goods  of  this  life,  for  the  living  bread  of  eternal  life  prepared  for 
your  obedience.  For  your  sakes,  for  the  love  of  man,  to  ransom 
him  from  the  dominion  of  sin  and  death,  to  deliver  him  from 
the  bondage  of  Satan,  and  restore  him  to  grace  and  the  hopes  of 
his  forfeited  immortal  inheritance,  I quitted  the  glory  that  was 
with  me  from  eternity  with  the  Father,  descending  from  the 
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throne  of  infinite  Majesty  to  assume  the  shape  and  infirmities 
of  human  nature,  in  circumstances  of  poverty,  in  the  humblest 
walks  of  life.  For  your  redemption  I suffered  hunger,  and  thirst, 
and  watchings,  not  having  whereon  to  lay  my  head,  reproaches,  slan- 
der, persecution.  For  you  I endured  mockery  and  insult.  I was 
spat  upon,  buffeted,  and  scourged,  and  made  to  carry  the  cross 
on  which  I was  to  suffer.  For  you  these  hands  and  feet  have 
been  nailed  to  the  cross ; this  side  has  been  pierced  with  a 
spear ; this  mouth,  parched  with  thirst,  has  been  regaled  with 
vinegar  and  gall ; these  bones,  violently  pulled  asunder  with  cords, 
have  been  dislocated,  this  head  pierced  with  sharp  thorns  in  the 
derisive  form  of  a crown,  and  the  agonies  of  death  borne  as  an 
atonement  for  the  sins  of  mankind,  and  to  open  the  gates  of 
heaven  for  them,  from  which  their  sins  had  excluded  them.  For 
all  this  immense  love  and  immense  sacrifices  I have  made  for 
you,  is  it  much  that  I crave  some  portion  of  those  things  that 
are  no  permanent  possession,  with  which  you  must  part  at  any 
rate,  and  unless  consecrated  by  pious  gratitude  and  charitable 
application,  are  oftener  the  instrument  of  your  damnation,  than 
the  means  of  even  your  temporal  felicity  ? Could  I not  clothe 
and  feed  the  poor  without  your  aid  ? He  who  clothed  the  beasts 
of  the  field,  the  birds  of  the  air,  and  the  fishes  of  the  sea,  could 
he  not  also  clothe  these  little  ones  ? He  who  prepared  abundance 
for  the  few  and  simple  wants  of  the  animal  creation,  could  he 
not  also  feed  and  instruct  these  children  ? But  your  lot  is  other- 
wise ordained.  Your  existence,  like  theirs,  does  not  terminfite 
with  this  life,  but  is  destined  for  immortality,  for  which  this  life 
is  but  a preparatory  exercise  and  probation.  Your  present  life  is 
a school  in  which  your  merits  are  tried  ; it  is  a warfare  with  temp- 
tation and  a trial  of  virtue ; none  will  receive  the  crown  of  glory 
but  the  victor  in  the  contest.  Can  earthly  objects  be  obtained 
without  exertion  ? Can  any  prize  be  gained  without  struggling 
for  it  ? Are  wages  given  without  labour  ? and  will  you  fancy 
that  eternal  happiness  will  be  obtained  without  any  endeavours  or 
without  any  sacrifices  ? What  risk  and  expense  are  not  mariners 
exposed  to  for  gain ! storms  of  the  deep  and  tempestuous  hur- 
ricanes of  the  most  terrific  kind.  What  will  not  the  soldier  en- 
dure, some  for  glory  and  some  for  paltry  pay  ! fatiguing  marches, 
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want  of  sleep,  and  often,  of  necessity,  severe  labour,  wounds, 
and  death.  What  painful  labour  and  exhausting  exertions  will 
not  the  scholar  undergo  in  nocturnal  vigils  to  acquire  this  world’s 
frivolous  fame,  a mere  breath,  a tinselled  bubble!  Shall  heaven 
alone  be  won  without  strife,  glory,  or  hardship  ? If  so,  then, 
were  not  the  holy  Apostles  and  Martyrs  fools,  who  distributed  their 
all  to  the  poor ; leading  a life  of  mortification  and  penance ; 
preaching  and  teaching  the  Gospel  to  all  nations ; suffering  per- 
secution, imprisonment,  torture,  and  death,  for  the  salvation 
of  mankind  ? All  the  holy  saints  and  disciples  who  gave  up  their 
lives  and  fortunes  for  the  sake  of  charity  and  the  practice  of  self- 
denial,  were  also  fools  and  fanatics  ! 

Be  not  deceived ! Heaven  cannot  be  carried  by  remissness, 
indolence,  self-indulgence,  voluptuousness,  or  avarice,  for  such 
lead  to  the  pit.  Heaven  must  be  taken  by  force ; Regnum  cos - 
lorum  vim  patitur  et  violenti  rapiunt  illud.  How  must  this 
force  be  employed  ? To  storm  the  citadel  of  selfishness  ; to  de- 
molish the  ramparts  that  avarice,  vanity,  and  the  love  of  pleasure 
oppose  to  those  virtues  which  alone  can  bring  you  there ; to  make 
a breach  for  the  entrance  of  mortification  and  penance,  for  the 
advance  of  charity  and  almsgiving,  for  to  such  is  the  kingdom  of 
heaven.  Without  charity  your  faith  is  dead,  your  hope  deceitful 
presumption,  and  your  end  perdition.  If  any  of  you  this  day 
refuse  to  hear  my  voice  and  break  down,  at  the  call  of  charity, 
the  mounds  of  selfishness  that  surround  your  hearts  and  purses 
against  the  call  of  humanity,  religion,  and  justice,  the  vengeance 
of  Heaven  will  pursue  you ; your  cunning  plans  of  aggrandize- 
ment and  enjoyment  will  be  frustrated,  your  hopes  will  be  blasted, 
and  you  may  never  have  another  opportunity  of  redeeming  your 
immortal  souls.  Show,  therefore,  your  mercy  now,  if  you  ex- 
pect mercy  for  eternity. 
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A SERMON 

ON  BEHALF  OF 

THE  FEVER  HOSPITAL. 


“ Depart  from  me,  ye  accursed,  into  everlasting  fire  — For  I was  hungry,  and 
ye  gave  me  not  to  eat ; I was  thirsty,  and  ye  gave  me  not  to  drink ; I was  a 
stranger,  and  ye  took  me  not  in ; naked,  and  ye  covered  me  not ; sick  and  in 
prison,  and  ye  visited  me  not.” — St.  Matt,  xxv,  41 — 43. 

Such,  Christian  assembly,  is  the  awful  and  terrific  sentence  pro- 
nounced by  our  Divine  Redeemer  himself  against  the  uncharitable 
and  the  hard  of  heart ; a sentence  whose  melancholy  tone  should  be 
more  than  sufficient  to  paralyse  the  blackened  heart  of  the  most 
unfeeling  wretch,  and  electrify  the  apathy  of  the  most  abandoned 
and  profligate  son  of  the  Gospel.  Oppressors,  then,  of  suffering 
humanity,  are  any  of  you  here  ? You  who,  like  the  voluptuary  in 
the  Book  of  Wisdom,  cry  out,  “ Let  us  oppress  the  poor  just  man ; 
and  not  spare  the  widow ; nor  honour  the  ancient  grey  hairs  of 
the  aged.”  I hope  not,  for  the  sake  of  nature  and  religion.  But, 
should  it  be  otherwise,  allow  me  to  ask  them  how  they  feel  on 
hearing  the  merited  vengeance  of  Heaven  poured  out  on  their 
guilty  heads,  and  the  tempest  of  God’s  indignation  howl  around 
their  unsanctified  habitations  ? 

If  the  preacher  of  the  desert  were  to  appear  before  this  assembly 
of  believers,  if  the  voice  that  cried  out  in  the  wilderness  were  to 
resound  in  this  temple,  would  that  voice  breathe  here  in  softer  ac- 
cents than  offended  Heaven  on  the  last  day  ? Would  it  not  rather 
utter  with  a more  energetic  power,  “ Every  tree  which  bringeth 
not  forth  good  fruit,  shall  be  cut  down  and  cast  into  the  fire  ?” 

Oh  ! giddy  and  thoughtless  children  of  avarice,  let  me  allure 
you  from  the  path  of  error,  by  directing  your  attention  for  one 
moment  to  the  melancholy  subject  of  this  day’s  Gospel ; I mean 
the  great  concluding  scene  of  expiring  nature,  when,  at  the  ter- 
rific solemnity  of  the  descending  God,  astonished  nature  will  be 
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convulsed,  and  a destructive  sound  shall  be  heard  announcing  the 
ruin  of  the  world  ; when  the  Saviour  of  the  world  will  appear  in 
tremendous  majesty,  and  send  judgment  unto  victory  ! See  the 
fiery  destruction  rushing  on  cities,  towns,  and  villages,  levelling  the 
proud  palace  and  disarming  the  citadel,  till  the  whole  globe  be- 
comes a general  conflagration,  and  shortly  after  a mass  of  cinders. 
Reflect,  if  the  stars  are  then  doomed  to  fall,  if  the  glorious 
canopy  of  the  heavens  is  to  be  darkened  and  obscured,  how  will 
those  works  endure  which  are  constructed  by  man  ? Can  you, 
then,  affix  any  real  grandeur  to  what  must  one  day  be  blended 
with  the  dust  ? May  the  terrible  Judge,  whose  menaces  I this  day 
proclaim,  endow  my  words  with  an  energy  powerful  enough  to  rouse 
the  slumbering  miser  to  break  the  bands  of  his  lethargy  asunder, 
and  alarm  him  into  compassion  for  the  sufferings  of  the  poor ! 

Why  delay  ? Do  you  expect  a Gospel  more  accommodating 
or  a Judge  less  severe  ? Do  you  expect  another  paradise  or  a 
second  hell,  when  the  passion  that  is  now  the  tyrant  of  your  heart, 
shall  have  quitted  its  possession?  Do  you  imagine  you  will 
then  be  more  at  liberty  ? Will  not,  rather,  the  glutted  crime  yield 
to  a successor ; the  second  to  a third,  and  so  progressively  till  the 
last  link  of  iniquity  will  be  fastened  to  your  coffin  ? 

Where  is  now  that  splendour  which  environed  you  ? Are  the 
days  of  your  rejoicing  departed,  never  more  to  return  ? Where 
is  now  the  late  concourse  of  your  summer  friends  ? Where  the 
lengthening  procession  of  your  parasites  ? A sudden  blast  has 
withered  the  lofty  tree,  despoiled  it  of  its  leaves  and  flowing 
honours,  and  palsied  the  naked  branches.  I do  not  use  this 
language  to  make  the  rich  despair  of  mercy.  It  is  not  my  in- 
tention to  inflame  the  wound  that  is  now  bleeding,  but  to  sti- 
mulate the  sensibility  of  those  who  have  as  yet  received  no  wound. 

But  I will  indulge  the  fond  hope,  that  in  this  congregation 
I behold  none  but  the  sons  of  mercy,  who,  yielding  to  the  ten- 
der claims  of  nature,  have  generously  assembled  here  this  day 
to  offer  their  gifts  on  the  altar  of  charity,  to  alleviate  the  suffer- 
ings of  humanity,  and  soften  the  misfortunes  of  their  fellow- 
creatures  by  the  cheering  influence  of  their  benevolence.  To 
such,  the  awful  sentence  of  reprobation,  mentioned  in  my  text, 
holds  out  no  terrors ; to  such  the  horizon  of  heaven  appears  in 
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all  the  splendour  of  its  native  charms,  not  darkened  by  gloomy 
clouds,  nor  frowned  on  by  brooding  tempests ; to  such  the  awful 
and  mysterious  scene  of  expiring  nature  will  appear  as  a short 
suspension  of  glory,  as  a discordant  tone  preparatory  to  the  rich- 
est harmony,  as  the  last  shade  of  night  melting  into  the  lustre  of 
eternal  day. 

You  have  frequently,  my  brethren,  assembled  together,  invited 
by  the  supplicating  voice  of  humanity  ; you  have  edified,  you 
have  indeed  astonished  surrounding  nations  by  the  extensive  ef- 
fects of  your  native  sympathy.  The  sigh  of  misfortune,  under 
Avhatever  shape  it  appears,  has  never  claimed  your  interference  in 
vain  : it  has  on  every  occasion  found  an  easy  passage  to  your 
hearts,  and  from  your  hearts  to  your  purses.  Hence  it  is,  that 
within  the  boundaries  of  our  metropolis,  numberless  monuments 
are  erected  to  the  charity  of  its  inhabitants.  Here  hunger  finds 
bread,  sickness  is  supplied  with  medicine,  and  shivering  poverty 
is  warmed  by  the  friendly  fire  of  benevolence.  Here  crippled  age 
finds  a crutch,  enfeebled  manhood  a support,  and  unprotected 
infancy  a fostering  nurse  to  rock  the  cradle  of  religion.  In  short, 
the  sums  collected  in  a few  minutes  in  our  temples,  have  appeared 
incredible  even  to  the  opulence  of  the  capital  of  Britain,  and 
have  indeed  been  amazing  when  compared  with  our  cramped  in- 
dustry and  our  shackled  means.  This  native  generosity  forms 
my  sure  hope  for  the  success  of  my  application  this  day.  On  the 
fund  of  Irish  charity  I propose  to  erect  a fabric,  that  shall  receive 
and  relieve  a description  of  God’s  creatures,  whom  to  name  alone 
would  be  sufficient  to  awaken  all  your  commiseration,  not  to 
say  horror ; indigent  fellow- creatures,  agonizing  in  the  tortures 
of  contagious  disease,  and  nearly  expiring  in  the  rude  embraces 
of  famine,  accompanied  by  the  terrors  of  pestilential  fevers. 

I must  own,  my  brethren,  I feel  on  the  present  occasion  some 
sort  of  alarm  fluttering  around  my  heart,  which  intimidates  me 
not  a little.  Do  not  imagine,  however,  that  it  arises  from  the 
wretched  disquietude  of  vanity.  No  ; but  this  melancholy  sub- 
ject has  been  so  often  handled,  it  has  been  so  worn  to  the  bone, 
that  I know  not  what  to  bring  forward  by  way  of  appeal  to  the 
understanding  or  the  feelings,  that  is  not  already  familiar  to  your 
ears.  What  object  of  human  distress  has  not  been  embraced  in 
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the  comprehensive  range  of  your  public  and  private  charities  ? 
What  scene  of  misery  has  not  been  forcibly  pourtrayed  and  as 
promptly  relieved  ? Under  circumstances  so  discouraging,  it  is 
necessary,  however,  to  pronounce  a discourse  on  the  subject  of 
this  day’s  meeting ; such  is  expected  of  me,  and  what  I am  about 
to  say,  if  it  do  not  answer  public  expectation,  may  at  least  have 
its  use,  if  not  to  rouze  in  your  bosoms  slumbering  benevolence, 
if  not  to  implore  your  mercy,  which  I well  know  to  be  alive  to  the 
extreme  importance  of  the  subject,  at  least,  to  justify  to  your  un- 
derstandings the  noble,  the  divine  impulses  of  Christian  charity, 
operating  on  generous  minds.  Your  feelings,  your  whole  heart 
and  inclinations  are  with  me ; I am  aware  of  it,  and  I feel  strong 
in  the  support  of  such  powerful  auxiliaries. 

The  obligation  and  necessity  of  doing  works  of  mercy  are  so 
strongly  imprinted  on  your  minds  by  frequent  repetitions,  they 
are,  in  fact,  so  friendly  to  your  own  sympathetic  and  warm  feel- 
ings, that  an  appeal  from  that  quarter  I consider  quite  unne- 
cessary. I shall,  therefore,  quitting  the  narrow  boundaries  of  pre- 
cise logic,  widely  throw  out  such  ideas  as  will  appear  to  me  best 
calculated  to  kindle  in  your  breasts  a sacred  fire  emulative  of 
the  virtue  of  your  forefathers,  and  of  the  generous  heroes  of  the 
present  generation,  who,  like  so  many  immovable  columns,  up- 
held, amidst  the  bursting  tempest,  the  sacred  roof  of  charity! 
In  short,  my  sole  object  shall  be,  to  win  your  hearts,  and  com- 
mand the  fountain  of  tears  lodged  in  the  recesses  of  the  soul,  to 
overflow  at  nature’s  call  with  affectionate  effusion.  But,  before 
wfe  proceed  further  on  the  journey  of  charity,  let  us  for  a moment 
steal  ourselves,  as  it  were,  from  the  haunts  of  man,  and  with 
pious  zeal,  let  us  invoke  the  Holy  Spirit  to  descend  from  above 
this  day,  exuberant  with  grace,  and  rich  in  his  seven-fold  energy, 
that  thus,  as  the  fire  from  heaven  consumed  the  burnt- offering 
in  Leviticus,  so  the  flame  of  charity  descending  from  heaven  to 
the  human  breast,  may  consume  on  this  day  the  miseries  and  mis- 
fortunes of  mankind.  Here  let  us  pause,  my  brethren,  in  order 
to  implore  the  interference  of  Heaven  : “ Hail  Mary,  full  of 
grace,”  etc. 

While  I come  forward  this  day,  the  feeble  advocate  of  the  sick 
and  the  dying,  I can  discover  no  obstacle  to  impede  the  progress 
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of  charity,  but  the  selfishness  and  pride  of  the  human  heart, 
which  have  taught  another  doctrine,  and  disseminated  the  most 
pernicious  errors  on  the  subject.  It  is  from  the  pitiful  sugges- 
tions of  a short-sighted  wisdom,  from  the  cunning  and  ill-called 
“ prudence”  of  the  cold  and  plodding  calculator,  who  habitually 
extinguishes  every  generous  sentiment,  that  I apprehend  any 
damping  influence  on  this  occasion ; according  to  the  low  and 
sordid  maxims  of  this  fallacious  sophistry,  the  charity  of  the 
zealous  Christian  is  called  by  the  unhandsome  names  of  “ pro- 
digality and  extravagance.”  I,  however,  think  with  you  very 
differently  on  the  subject,  and  if  necessity  required,  I would  find 
no  insuperable  difficulty  in  proving  from  reason  and  revelation, 
from  a general  view  of  the  subject,  or  a distinct  consideration  of 
our  present  object,  that  your  utmost  bounty  offends  not  against 
the  laws  of  prudence.  I do  not  mean  the  prudence  of  the  private 
speculator,  of  the  usurer,  the  hard-hearted  Dives,  which  leads 
to  perdition,  but  the  prudence  of  the  Gospel,  which  is  the  only 
genuine  wisdom  and  the  only  true  moral  philosophy.  This 
heaven-born  philosophy  gives  you  the  glorious  Father  of  Heaven 
and  earth  as  your  Father,  and  all  the  children  of  men,  without 
distinction  of  nation,  colour,  or  creed,  as  your  brethren ; mem- 
bers all  of  the  same  family,  children  of  the  same  Father,  and 
bound  together  not  more  by  the  compacts  of  society,  which  go 
to  secure  persons  and  property,  than  by  the  divine  laws  of  cha- 
rity, which  command  us  to  relieve  our  sick  and  distressed  brethren. 
This,  my  brethren,  is  a doctrine  conformable  to  true  philoso- 
phy and  to  the  will  of  God,  as  revealed  in  the  elder  volume  of 
the  creation,  in  which,  as  in  a mirror,  the  divine  perfections  are 
pourtrayed  in  immortal  characters,  and  from  which  the  design  of 
the  adorable  Artificer  may  be  clearly  collected.  “ But,”  says  the 
rich  man,  “ is  not  my  property  my  own,  and  may  I not  dispose 
of  it  at  pleasure,  and  gratify  my  own  inclinations  ?”  In  answer 
to  this,  I ask  you,  what  is  the  nature  of  property  or  riches? 
They  must  be  resolved  into  two  kinds ; namely,  the  immediate 
productions  and  gifts  of  God,  such  as  the  elements,  the  air  we 
breathe,  the  earth  we  stand  on,  or  the  ocean  we  navigate ; and 
these,  my  brethren,  were  bestowed  in  common  on  all  animals, 
not  exclusively  on  one  species.  Next  come  the  animal  produc- 
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tions,  which,  by  divine  appointment,  were  made  subservient  to  the 
use,  not  the  abuse  of  man  ! This  is  the  gift  of  God,  not  to  one 
man  or  one  nation  alone,  but  equally  to  all : therefore,  I say, 
no  man  has  any  exclusive  right  or  dominion  over  these  things, 
or  any  of  them,  antecedent  to  the  compacts  of  society;  and  so- 
ciety, by  its  compacts,  cannot  annihilate  rights  established  by  su- 
perior powers,  though  it  may  regulate  the  manner  of  their  appli- 
cation. Consequently,  every  individual  son  of  Adam  retains  in 
full  force  his  absolute  birth-right  of  a competent  share  to  supply 
his  corporal  and  spiritual  wants ; but,  if  distress  overtake  him 
through  sickness,  misfortune,  or  even  folly,  the  law  of  mercy 
(which  is  the  law  of  God,  doubly  revealed  as  well  in  his  written 
word  as  in  the  volume  of  nature)  comes  in  to  supply  the  de- 
ficiency of  human  laws,  and  establishes  for  the  children  of  dis- 
tress an  asylum  in  the  hearts  of  the  humane  from  the  casualties 
of  human  life  and  the  cruel  caprice  of  fortune.  The  victims, 
then,  of  misfortune  or  disease  have  not  thereby  forfeited  their 
fair  claim  to  the  protection  of  society,  the  members  of  which  are 
naturally  bound  to  stand  by  each  other  in  sickness  and  health, 
and  the  obligation  of  assistance  is  only  redoubled  by  the  mis- 
fortunes of  a fellow-creature.  It  is  true,  indeed,  the  rich,  by 
withdrawing  their  help  from  the  indigent,  do  not  immediately  in- 
cur the  vengeance  of  the  law  of  the  land ; but  remember,  sons 
of  opulence,  it  is  possible  to  evade  the  law  of  the  land,  and  be  a 
most  consummate  villain  at  the  same  time.  The  poor  may  be 
oppressed  to  a great  degree  without  fear  of  the  law ; thousands 
may  be  squandered  at  the  gaming  table,  or  in  pernicious  luxuries; 
treasures  may  be  lavished  by  the  prodigal  rich,  to  pamper  the  idle, 
the  profligate  companions  of  their  dissipation  ; treasures,  wrung 
from  the  toil  and  sweat  of  the  laborious,  ill-fed,  ill- clad,  and 
worse-lodged  peasant ; all  these,  I own,  may  be  done  under  the 
privilege,  though  not  under  the  sanction,  of  the  law ; but,  remem- 
ber, he  who  is  actor  in  the  scene  according  to  the  law  of  God, 
has  no  other  privilege  but  that  of  associating  with  Lucifer  and  his 
angels  in  the  gloomy  regions  of  perdition  ! But  this  last  expres- 
sion, methinks,  shocks  the  delicate  ears  of  the  proud  and  opu- 
lent. They  cannot  hear  of  the  torments  of  hell  without  “ dis- 
gust at  the  vulgarity  of  the  expression.”  And  is  it  so,  my 


brethren  ? How,  then,  will  they  relish  the  reality  ? Delicate 
frames  must  swallow  bitter  drugs  from  the  hands  of  the  physician 
to  save  the  body  from  dissolution,  and  shall  not  polite  ears  hear 
the  saving,  though  awful  warnings  of  the  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  ? 
Oh  ! if  you  cannot  bear  the  sound  of  formidable  truths,  destined 
to  save  you  from  tremendous  realities,  how  will  you  bear  the  ter- 
rific sentence  of  the  Sovereign  Judge,  “ who  is  no  respecter  of 
persons who  placed  the  ragged  and  the  filthy  beggar  who  died 
on  a dunghill  in  glory,  while  he  thundered  the  soul-rending,  the 
annihilating  sentence  of  perdition  on  the  fashionable,  accom- 
plished, but  uncharitable  worldling,  who,  in  the  language  of 
Holy  Scripture,  is  called  “ a glutton/’  “Depart  from  me,  ye 
accursed,  into  everlasting  fire  ; for  I was  hungry,  and  you  gave 
me  not  to  eat ; I was  thirsty,  and  you  gave  me  not  to  drink ; I 
was  a stranger,  and  you  took  me  not  in  ; naked,  and  you  covered 
me  not ; sick  and  in  prison,  and  you  visited  me  not.”  It  is  evident, 
then,  that  the  rich,  as  temporary  stewards,  are  bound  to  apply 
the  property  of  which  they  are  trustees,  agreeably  to  the  will  and 
pleasure  of  the  Almighty ; namely,  to  relieve  the  wants  of  their 
distressed  brethren.  They  are  but  fellow- servants,  clothed  but 
“ with  a little  brief  authority,”  an  administration  to  which  a 
severe  responsibility  is  attached ; yes,  responsibility  to  God,  to 
the  community  at  large,  and  to  our  own  souls  ! 

I must  candidly  own,  splendid  favourites  of  fortune,  that  I 
tremble  at  your  destiny:  I cannot  conceal  my  feelings  ; I must 
not,  I will  not  flatter  you  with  the  presumptuous  hopes  of  being 
able,  in  your  old  age  and  on  the  confines  of  the  grave,  to  atone 
for  your  past  misconduct.  I entertain,  I must  tell  you,  little  con- 
fidence in  those  languid  conversions  which  have  birth  on  the  bed 
of  the  expiring  sinner  ! This  is  a truth  I wish  to  impress,  nay, 
to  engrave  on  your  minds,  that  it  is  alone  the  syren  voice  of  a 
flattering  world  that  bids  you  to  hope  under  such  circumstances  ; 
and  believe  me,  the  world  is  a great  promiser,  but  a bad  performer ! 
It  allures  many  votaries  to  its  altar  by  dazzling  expectations,  till 
at  length  it  leaves  them  at  the  foot  of  the  grave,  dragging  after 
them  the  long,  the  immeasurable  chain  of  their  blasted  hopes ! 

Some,  I know,  console  themselves,  and  seem  confident  of  their 
progress  in  virtue,  because  they  occasionally  yield  to  the  casual 
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impulse  of  benevolence,  and  contribute  their  mite  to  some  cha- 
ritable institution.  These  persons,  however,  if  they  do  not  give 
according  to  their  means,  are  no  more  severed  from  the  world 
and  its  riches  in  consequence  of  these  occasional  practices,  than 
the  stately  oak  is  rooted  from  the  earth,  when  the  angry  blast, 
rushiug  through  its  leaves,  disturbs  its  solemn  repose.  I will  not, 
then,  flatter  you  with  the  world  ; I will  not  fill  you  with  the  fond 
hope  of  disarming  the  vengeance  of  Heaven  on  the  brink  of  the 
grave.  No,  far  otherwise;  I will  thunder  in  your  ears  the  terrible 
denunciation  of  Ezekiel : “ An  end  is  come,  the  end  is  come  ; it 
watcheth  for  thee;  behold,  it  is  come.”  (Chap.  7,  v.  6.)  Unhappy 
criminal,  the  hour-glass  of  life  has  poured  out  its  few  remaining 
sands ! Come  and  plead  your  cause  before  the  Father  of  the  ne- 
glected poor  : yes,  my  brethren,  the  closing  period,  the  fatal  day 
must  come,  when  the  rich  and  the  proud,  surrounded  though  they 
may  be  by  their  friends,  relatives,  and  domestics,  shall,  never- 
theless, find  themselves  more  abandoned  than  the  unfortunate 
being  who  dies  without  a winding-sheet  to  cover  him  in  his  grave  ! 
Far  other  ministers  will  then  be  wanting;  the  poor,  whose  friend- 
ship you  might  have  cultivated,  whose  prayers  you  might  have 
engaged  by  your  alms ; but  you  neglected  them,  and  they  are, 
alas  ! your  enemies.  In  the  hour  of  trial  they  accuse  you  of 
robbery  without  violence,  and  of  murder  without  shedding  of 
blood ! Yes,  I will  boldly  assert,  that  the  inhuman  rich  man 
in  the  Gospel  robbed  the  beggar  at  his  gate,  because  he  did  not 
clothe  him;  and  murdered  him,  because  he  did  not  feed  him. 
0 God  of  clemency  ! it  was  surely  not  for  this  purpose  you 
communicated  to  the  great  such  a portion  of  your  power.  No ; 
you  appointed  them  the  guardians  of  the  unfortunate,  the  help- 
less, and  the  disconsolate  : yet,  melancholy  to  say,  in  the  words 
of  the  great  Bossuet,  “ Misery  personified  stretches  her  emaciated 
form  at  their  door,  weeping  and  lamenting  in  vain:  even  the 
crumbs  of  their  tables  are  denied  to  agonizing  humanity.”  But, 
let  us  hasten  from  this  melancholy  subject. 

I will,  then,  terminate  my  address  to  the  opulent  in  particular 
with  the  awful  sentence  of  St.  Luke : “ Wo  to  the  rich,  if  in 
the  day  of  their  prosperity  they  forget  the  poor.” 

Let  us  now  speak  more  immediately  to  the  subject  of  our 
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meeting  this  day.  The  rigours  of  God’s  justice  have  not  relented 
towards  this  unhappy  country.  In  his  mercy,  it  is  true,  he  has 
accorded  to  us  the  blessings  of  peace,  and  to  peace  he  has  this 
year  added  plenty.  But  our  crimes  still  continue  to  awaken  his 
resentment;  his  outstretched  arm  afflicts  us  with  sickness  and 
mortality.  The  irregular  march  of  the  seasons,  and  distempered 
nature,  seem  to  threaten  us  with  the  most  fatal  calamities,  unless 
we  endeavour  to  appease  the  anger  of  Heaven.  The  poor  lan- 
guish, sicken,  and  die,  in  our  cities  and  villages  for  want  of 
medical  aid  and  food  becoming  their  situation ; nor  is  the  disease 
confined  to  the  hovels  of  poverty.  No ; often  the  fever  that  is 
generated  in  the  filthy  habitations  of  the  wretched,  finds  its  way 
to  the  dwellings  of  the  rich,  and  revenges  with  a double  morta- 
lity that  hardness  of  heart  that  can  behold  the  wounds  of  bleed- 
ing humanity  unmoved  by  the  misery  that  surrounds  it ! 

In  recommending  the  ordinary  distress  of  your  fellow- 
creatures,  whether  poverty,  age,  or  helpless  infancy,  to  your  com- 
miseration, the  minister  of  religion  endeavours  to  call  forth  your 
pity  for  your  suffering  fellow- creatures  at  large,  but  on  the  pre- 
sent occasion,  I call  on  you  to  have  mercy  on  yourselves,  on 
your  wives,  and  on  your  children.  Every  tender  relation,  every 
thing  dear  to  husband,  father,  brother,  and  friend,  is  involved 
in  the  great  object  of  this  day’s  charity.  I call  on  you  to  take 
measures  of  precaution  against  an  insidious  and  formidable  foe 
who  lurks  in  the  very  midst  of  you,  alleviated  neither  by  the 
friendly  aid  of  medicine  nor  the  consoling  hand  of  human  assis- 
tance. In  the  wretched  haunts  of  disease,  you  may  behold  pain, 
sickness,  and  despair,  enthroned  in  the  silent  horror  of  the  em- 
pire of  death ; a silence  not  interrupted  hut  by  the  groans  of  an 
agonizing  soul,  racked  to  despondency  by  the  tortures  of  a burn- 
ing fever,  while  even  humanity  itself  shrinks  hack  appalled  from 
the  dreadful  contagion,  leaving  the  unhappy  victims  piled  on 
each  other,  the  dying  stretched  upon  the  dead.  Shall  I spare 
your  feelings  the  description  of  scenes  unutterable  to  the  tongue 
of  man,  which  frequently  occur  within  the  limits  of  our  proud 
metropolis,  from  which  this  severe  scourge  of  Heaven  seldom  or 
never  departs  ? Shall  I attempt  to  paint  the  situation  of  a house 
tenanted  by  several  families,  all  prostrate  on  the  bed  of  sickness, 


27ft 


in  filth  and  wretchedness)  stifled  by  a putrid  and  rancid  atmos- 
phere, replenished  with  the  morbid  effluvia  of  the  fever,  and  in 
the  perspiration  of  their  own  bodies,  without  a human  hand  to 
ventilate  the  noxious  air  of  the  rooms,  or  lift  to  the  parched  lips 
the  wished-for  drink  or  medicine  ? Shall  I attempt  to  describe 
the  sensations  of  horror  excited  in  the  bosom  of  mercy,  on  seeing 
a dead  father  or  a dying  mother  surrounded  by  screaming  infants, 
huddled  in  one  mass  and  agonizing  in  the  pangs  of  a pestilential 
fever  ? Your  feelings,  my  brethren,  have  already  pronounced 
these  cases  the  very  climax  of  human  misery,  and  consequently 
possessing  a claim  on  your  charity  paramount  to  all  other  ob- 
jects. But  this  is  not  all ; I said  that  in  mercy  to  yourselves, 
you  are  called  on  to  make  every  possible  exertion  to  promote  the 
object  of  this  charity.  In  vain  you  shun  the  infected  place.  In 
vain  you  bolt  your  doors  and  close  your  windows.  The  deadly 
foe,  subtile  and  invisible  as  the  air  that  wafts  it,  creeps  into  your 
habitation  in  defiance  of  all  precaution,  and  steals  into  your  very 
bosom  with  the  vital  fluid,  which  it  converts  into  fthe  fluid  of 
death,  either  by  the  communication  of  infected  persons,  or  by 
some  tainted  blast  of  infectious  effluvia  floating  on  the  wings  of 
the  wind. 

Certain  it  is,  without  meaning  any  calumny  on  the  national 
character,  that  the  sloth  and  negligence  of  the  humbler  ranks 
must  enhance  the  virulence  of  disease  and  contribute  much  to  its 
frequency.  I will  not  here  trespass  on  the  boundaries  of  the 
learned  gentlemen  of  the  faculty  by  showing  the  physical  causes 
of  pestilence,  which  I leave  to  their  knowledge  and  experience. 
But,  confining  myself  within  the  limits  of  the  province  of  theology, 
I find  that  under  the  wise  institutions  of  the  Patriarchal  and 
Mosaic  Law,  the  people  whose  very  religion  inculcated  cleanli- 
ness aud  diligent  attention  to  the  early  symptoms  of  infection, 
which  they  were  bound  to  denounce  to  the  magistrate,  whose 
duty  it  was,  by  law,  to  sequester  the  diseased  from  the  sound  ; 
I say,  that  under  these  regulations,  that  country  was  not  so  often 
or  so  fatally  visited  by  the  calamitous  plague  as  now,  under  their 
degenerate  successors,  the  proud,  the  idle,  and  the  slothful 
Mussulman,  under  whose  yoke  pestilence  issues  like  the  smoke 
of  the  bottomless  pit,  appalling  surrounding  nations  with  the 
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horrors  of  disease  and  death.  You  cannot,  then,  for  a moment 
question  the  utility  of  an  institution  whose  object  is  to  procure 
the  earliest  information  of  the  appearance  of  contagion,  to  re- 
move instantly  the  infected  person  from  the  society  of  the  unin- 
fected (thereby  preventing  the  extension  of  the  malady),  and 
to  place  them  in  an  hospital  where  they  shall  have  every  necessary 
accommodation  of  airy  rooms,  clean  bed  and  bedding,  the  atten- 
tion of  careful  nurses,  and  every  assistance  of  medicine  and  me- 
dical aid  and  skill.  And  I must  add,  that  from  the  funds  of  this 
institution,  in  less  than  two  years,  more  than  two  thousand  un- 
fortunate sick  poor  have  received  medical  assistance.  They  have 
been  restored  to  life,  to  their  weeping  families,  to  society,  and  I 
hope  to  God.  In  contributing,  then,  to  the  support  of  this  hos- 
pital, you  compass  two  great  objects  that  very  rarely  meet.  Yes, 
the  duties  of  the  highest  benevolence  are  reconciled  in  the  dic- 
tates of  the  most  interested  prudence,  for  while  you  administer 
relief  to  the  most  deplorable  objects  in  the  creation,  you  likewise 
remove  the  deadly  foe  from  your  own  door. 

And  now  to  conclude.  If,  unfortunately,  this  institution  is 
not  adequately  supported,  if  it  is  insufficient  for  the  reception  of 
the  numerous  victims  of  disease ; if  contagion  should  rage  in 
the  bosom  of  your  own  family,  and  that  your  fond  wife  or  infants 
should,  after  unspeakable  sufferings,  expire  in  your  arms,  ah ! 
how  you  would  accuse  yourself  for  not  supporting  with  all  your 
might  the  object  of  the  present  charity  ! What  a trifle  would 
not  a hundred  pounds  appear  when  compared  with  the  loss  and 
sufferings  of  so  disastrous  a visitation,  so  dreadful  a calamity  ! 

I have  done.  I have  endeavoured  to  discharge  a duty  to  God, 
my  country,  and  my  fellow- creatures ; I will  now  implore  the 
God  of  mercy,  that  he  may  soften  the  hearts  of  the  uncharitable 
to  be  alive  to  the  misfortunes  of  wounded  nature,  that  thus  they 
may  erect  for  themselves  on  that  sure  foundation,  charity,  the 
superstructure  of  their  eternal  happiness.  Amen.* 

* This  Sermon  was  preached  by  the  Rev.  N.  Molloy  in  the  Metropolitan 
church,  then  in  Liffey  Street,  and  the  sum  collected  for  the  benefit  of  the  Fever 
Hospital  amounted  to  £275. 


A SERMON 


ON 

ETERNAL  SALVATION. 


“ Martha,  Martha  ! but  one  thing  alone  is  necessary.” — St.  Luke,  x,  42. 

This  all-important  and  necessary  one  thing  so  emphatically 
mentioned  by  our  Divine  Bedemer  in  the  words  of  my  text, 
cannot  possibly  convey  any  other  idea  to  the  thinking  mind  than 
the  grand  affair  of  our  eternal  salvation.  In  fact,  this  is  the 
only  affair  which  challenges  our  attention  and  claims  all  our  ex- 
ertions whilst  here  on  earth,  and  the  various  occupations  attached 
to  our  rank  and  state  of  life  ought  to  be  only  different  modes 
of  labouring  towards  our  eternal  welfare,  as  so  many  distinct 
rays  of  a circle  concentrating  in  one  grand  and  central  point. 
Nevertheless,  this  care  of  our  salvation,  so  glorious  in  its  object, 
so  noble  in  its  end,  and  so  amiable  in  its  execution ; this  care, 
which  should  be  at  the  head  of  all  our  pursuits,  gives  place  to 
them  all  in  the  ordinary  details  of  our  actions ; so  that  Jesus 
Christ  might  justly  reproach  the  Christians  of  the  present  day, 
as  he  formerly  did  the  flint-hearted  Jews,  in  the  awful  words  of 
the  Gospel;  “ My  time  is  not  yet  come  ; but  your  time  is  always 
ready.”  Yes,  my  brethren,  the  time  of  amassing  wealth,  of 
acquiring  glory,  the  time  of  pleasure  and  worldly  amusement,  is 
always  at  hand ; but  the  time  of  Jesus  Christ,  that  is  to  say,  the 
time  of  working  out  our  salvation,  is  never  ready.  In  vain  does 
religion  call  us  to  this  most  important  of  all  affairs.  In  vain  doth 
the  ministers  of  the  God  of  mercy  in  evangelical  tones  show  us 
the  instability  of  all  sublunary  things.  In  vain  do  they  cry  out, 
that  to  labour  for  what  must  shortly  perish,  is  only  amassing 
heaps  of  sand  which  tumble  upon  our  heads  as  fast  as  we  raise 
them  up  ; and  that  the  highest  pinnacle  of  elevation  to  which  we 
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can  arrive  here  below,  is  always  that  which  verges  upon  our  death, 
and  opens  for  us  the  gates  of  eternity.  In  vain,  in  a word,  do 
the  preachers  of  eternal  truth  endeavour  to  electrify  the  paralysed 
children  of  the  Gospel  with  the  awful  thunders  of  Heaven.  The 
world  alone  they  hear,  the  world  alone  they  obey.  The  cares 
of  the  passions  are  in  their  jaundiced  eyes  alone  worthy  of  at- 
tention, and  the  grand  affair  of  salvation  is  considered  only  as 
a trifling  amusement.  Yes,  we  labour  for  a transient  world, 
as  if  we  toiled  for  somethiug  of  eternal  duration,  and  what  is 
really  permanent  and  eternal  is  left  to  fate  alone,  as  if  it  were 
the  fortuitous  offspring  of  giddy  chance  or  fluctuating  uncertainty. 

O eternal  and  good  God  ! how  dark,  how  deplorable  is  the  error 
of  the  majority  of  mankind!  The  most  pompous  epithets  are 
bestowed  on  the  enterprises  of  the  passions,  and  no  esteem  what- 
ever is  attached  to  the  labours  for  eternity.  Military  toils  are 
regarded  by  all  ranks  as  the  path  which  leads  to  reputation  and 
glory.  Yes,  the  hero  of  the  field,  reeking  with  the  blood  of  per- 
haps his  own  countrymen,  is  revered  more  than  the  cloistered 
Saint  who  prays  for  the  blessings  of  Heaven  to  descend  upon  men. 
The  intrigues  of  the  cunning,  the  tricksters,  and  the  schemers, 
are  looked  upon  as  the  secrets  of  profound  wisdom.  Wiles  and  ma- 
chinations which  arm  nation  against  nation,  man  against  man, 
Christian  against  Christian,  and  which  too  often  make  individual 
ambition  the  source  of  public  calamity,  the  vehicle  of  public 
ruin  and  devastation, — even  such  schemes  are  honoured  with  the 
flattering  titles  of  extensive  genius  and  superior  talents.  The 
art  of  raising  from  an  obscure  patrimony  a monstrous  and  over- 
grown fortune,  frequently  at  the  expense  of  honour,  honesty, 
and  justice;  a fortune  often  moistened  by  the  tears  of  the  des- 
ponding widow,  and  accompanied  by  the  heartrending  moans  of 
thousands  of  little  orphans  calling  on  Heaven  for  relief ; yet, 
strange  to  tell,  this  monster,  under  the  name  of  man,  who  feasts 
on  the  misery  of  his  fellow- creatures,  is  considered  by  the  world 
as  a prudent  and  scientific  merchant,  and  thus  the  public  robber 
escapes  the  punishment  of  the  malefactor  who  commits  a com- 
paratively trifling  injustice. 

In  short,  my  brethren,  the  world  has  found  out  the  secret  of 
canonizing  the  vices  of  its  children,  and  setting  off  by  honourable 
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titles  all  the  different  cares  connected  with  the  things  of  this  earth, 
whilst  the  actions  of  religion  alone,  which  shall  endure  eternally, 
which  shall  form  the  history  of  ages  to  come,  and  shall  he  en- 
graved during  all  eternity  on  the  immortal  columns  of  the 
heavenly  Jerusalem,  are  accounted  idle  and  obscure  occupations. 
What  a strange  illusion  ! What  a flagrant  violation  of  the  pri- 
mary principles  of  right  reason  and  ordinary  prudence ! Tell 
me,  my  brethren,  what  is  it  that  renders  an  undertaking  glorious 
to  the  performer  ? Is  it  not  the  immortality  which  it  promises 
in  the  memory  of  men  ? Alas  ! be  not  deceived.  The  monu- 
ments of  pride  must  shortly  moulder  into  dust,  and  perish  with 
the  world  that  reared  them.  All  belonging  to  earth  must  one 
day  experience  the  sad  destiny  wThich  the  earth  itself  at  the  end 
will  undergo.  The  most  signal  victory,  the  most  splendid  con- 
quests, and  all  the  pompous  history  of  the  most  renowned  war- 
riors whose  names  adorn  the  lists  of  fame  in  the  present  day,  all 
will  be  effaced  from  the  memory  of  men  and  buried  in  the  deep 
grave  of  oblivion.  The  works  of  the  just  alone  will  be  immortal, 
and  beiug  written  in  the  book  of  life,  will  survive  the  ruin  of 
the  universe.  What  is  there  on  earth  more  glorious  or  more 
worthy  of  man  than  the  cares  of  eternity  ? If  you  speak  to  me 
of  worldly  prosperities,  I will  tell  you  that  they  are  begotten 
by  constant  anxieties,  and  that  splendid  employments  are  but 
an  illustrious  servitude.  As  for  titles  and  dignities,  they  are 
rarely  the  fruit  of  virtue,  and  too  often  the  wages  of  prostituted 
integrity,  the  gaudy  trappings  of  voluptuous  profligacy,  which 
serve  only  to  adorn  our  tombs  and  aggrandize  our  ashes.  Great 
talents,  if  faith  does  not  regulate  their  use,  are  only  great  temp- 
tations, and  are  more  inclined  to  vice  and  immorality  than  to  virtue 
and  morality.  They  are  too  often,  as  it  were,  only  a wind  which 
inflates  and  corrupts.  In  short,  all  these  are  only  grand  or 
imposing  in  so  far  as  they  are  instrumental  to  our  salvation. 
Virtue  alone  is  estimable  for  itself  and  for  God  himself.  Then, 
my  brethren,  let  me  beseech  you  to  look  forward  seriously  and 
earnestly  to  your  eternal  salvation.  It  is  the  one  thing  necessary. 
All  other  things  are  fruitless  and  barren  without  it. 

Observe,  however,  that  when  I say  that  your  salvation  is  the 
only  thing  necessary,  as  your  soul  exceeds  your  body  and  eternity 


all  time,  1 do  not  say  that  you  should  entirely  abandon  all  other 
pursuits,  provided  they  do  not  run  antagonistic  to  that.  No  ; 
that  would  be  deviating  from  the  order  established  by  God.  I 
only  wish  you  may  connect  all  human  employments  with  your 
eternal  welfare.  I wish  that  piety  may  sanctify  your  occupations, 
that  faith  may  regulate  them,  that  religion  may  animate  them, 
tli at  the  fear  of  God  may  moderate  them.  In  a word,  that  the 
salvation  of  your  soul  may  be  a centre  in  which  all  other  cares 
meet  and  terminate. 

But  you  will  tell  me,  that  as  soon  as  you  are  more  settled 
in  the  world,  and  free  from  surrounding  perplexities,  that  you 
will  then  attend  to  the  work  of  your  eternal  welfare.  Ah  ! my 
brethren,  beware  of  this  vile  illusion  of  Satan,  and  do  not  out- 
rage the  religion  of  Jesus  Christ  by  so  gross  a charge  of  derelic- 
tion. You  seem  by  this  assertion  to  justify  the  reproaches  which 
the  Jews  formerly  made  against  the  Christian  religion;  to  wit, 
that  it  was  incompatible  with  the  duties  we  owe  to  society  to  be 
its  followers  ; that  we  cannot  be  good  Christians  and  discharge 
the  duties  of  our  respective  situations.  This  is  a libel  on  the 
religion  of  Jesus  Christ  Its  obligations  can  be  fulfilled  in  every 
situation  not  incompatible  with  virtue,  honour,  and  justice,  and 
so  far  from  loosing  the  bonds  of  social  intercourse,  it  is  the  Ca- 
tholic religion  that  cements  society  and  strengthens  the  ties  of 
duty,  humanity,  and  authority.  It  is  the  religion  of  Jesus 
Christ  which  forms  pious  princes,  incorruptible  magistrates,  just 
judges,  gentle  governors,  and  faithful  subjects.  It  is  this  which 
maintains  in  a just  harmony  that  variety  of  stations  and  condi- 
tions upon  which  depend  the  peace  and  tranquillity  of  the  people 
and  the  safety  of  empires.  In  order  more  forcibly  to  induce  you 
to  attend  seriously  to  your  eternal  interest,  I shall  give  you  a 
faint  glimpse  of  the  happiness  which  the  Saints  enjoy  in  the 
kingdom  of  glory.  This  is  the  subject  which  I have  chosen  for 
your  instruction  this  evening,  and  as  the  collection  of  this  entire 
day  is  to  be  employed  in  improving  the  morals  of  the  humbler 
classes,  by  carefully  instilling  the  maxims  of  religion  into  the 
dawning  minds  of  the  infant  poor,  I shall  say  a few  words  on 
charity  at  the  conclusion  of  my  discourse,  in  order  to  awaken  the 
slumbering  sympathy  of  such  as  may  not  at  present  be  alive  to 
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the  feelings  of  wounded  humanity  or  the  overwhelming  misery  of 
agonizing  thousands. 

Will  you  now  allow  me,  my  brethren,  to  point  out  the  road  to 
your  heavenly  country  ? Certainly,  I should  err  did  I tell  you, 
that  it  were  possible  to  arrive  at  holy  Sion  through  any  other 
medium  than  the  observance  of  the  divine  precepts  or  command- 
ments of  God.  I need  not  tell  you,  that  charity  holds  the  most 
distinguished  place  among  those  commandments.  Nor  need  I as- 
sure you,  that  this  evening  offers  the  fairest  opportunity  of  dis- 
charging the  important  duty  of  benevolence.  You  see  before  you 
the  daughters  of  distress,  the  children  of  neglected  poverty,  who,  by 
your  munificence,  have  been  preserved  from  the  wide- spreading 
contagion  of  infamy  and  vice.  Their  cause,  it  is  true,  has  been 
ably  pleaded  this  morning,  and  the  generous  donations  of  such 
as  were  present  must  be  acknowledged  with  gratitude.  But  how 
flattering  must  it  he,  that  this  offering  proves  to  me  that  I should 
utter  these  few  words  as  I promised,  dictated  by  the  best  of  in- 
tentions, to  add  a few  pounds  to  the  nearly- exhausted  treasury  of 
suffering  innocence ! 

Yes,  my  brethren,  the  Almighty  will  shower  down  his  thousand 
blessings  on  yourselves  and  families,  if  at  this  favourable  moment 
you  will  relieve  his  distressed  little  ones,  who  cry  out,  “ Save  us, 
or  we  perish.”  Already,  by  your  generous  exertions,  these  sweet 
little  representatives  of  Jesus  Christ  have  been  transplanted  from 
the  cold  bed  of  poverty  to  the  vernal  sunshine  of  peace,  purity, 
and  innocence.  Now  the  little  that  remains  to  ensure  their  happy 
progress  in  the  paths  of  morality  and  religion  is  evidently  within 
the  limits  of  your  bounty.  And,  dearly-beloved  brethren,  the 
dew  of  your  beneficence  shall  fall  on  these  tender  plants  as  the 
dew  of  heaven  ; whilst,  without  your  fostering  aid  or  pious  care, 
they  might  wither  or  die  away.  Yes,  invigorated  by  your  charity 
and  shaded  by  your  protection  from  the  wintry  blasts  of  adversity 
or  depravity,  they  shall  raise  their  tall  heads  among  the  cedars  of 
Lebanon,  and  transmit  the  most  solid  blessings  to  future  genera- 
tions. 

I know  there  are  some  grovelling  souls,  wTho  can  never  soar  to 
the  sublimity  of  any  generous  deed ; whilst  others,  giddy  with 
the  fairy  views  of  ambition,  do  not  feel  sufficiently  the  influence 
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of  charity,  and  are  often  heard  to  obtrude  as  a defence  of  their 
inseusibility,  the  stale  and  frigid  evasions  of  parochial  limits  and 
fixed  boundaries  ! Ah  ! my  brethren,  these  geographical  distinc- 
tions, urged  by  the  cunning  of  an  avaricious  or  ambitious  so- 
phistry, will  not  plead  reality  for  their  guilty  votaries  on  the  last 
day  before  the  just  and  all-merciful  Judge.  Such  distinctions  are 
unknown  in  heaven,  and  the  charity  of  the  Gospel  is  not  to  be 
circumscribed  by  acres,  roods,  or  perches  ! 

If  your  ambition  leads  you  to  aggrandise  your  family — with 
all  my  heart ; do  it  honestly,  justly,  and  charitably.  Let  indus- 
try, regulated  by  benevolence,  be  the  instruments  of  your  pros- 
perity. But  let  not  the  proud  fabric  be  raised  on  the  ruins  of 
public  generosity,  cemented  as  it  must  be  by  the  blood  of  the 
poor!  No,  no,  Christian  auditors;  this  God  and  nature  con- 
demn, and  the  voice  of  reason  reprobates ! Although  all  these 
recommend  care,  economy,  and  industry,  still  they  all  com- 
mend and  command  kindnesss  and  benevolence.  Be,  then,  my 
dearest  brethren,  truly  charitable.  Complete  the  work  which 
you  have  so  happily  begun,  I mean  the  moral  improvement  and 
perfection  of  the  children.  Nothing  will  be  lost  of  what  you  ad- 
vance here  to  the  God  of  mercy  in  the  person  of  his  poor.  His 
eternal  Son,  Jesus  Christ,  has  bestowed  upon  you  his  precious 
blood ! Remember,  that  the  only  remnant  of  human  opulence,  that 
must  shortly  come,  will  be  the  coffin  and  the  winding-sheet ! The 
hand  of  time  shall  soon  erase  even  the  sepulchral  inscription  that 
might  have  pointed  out  your  name  or  where  you  had  lived.  The 
fruits  of  virtue  and  charity  will  alone  remain  beyond  the  grave. 

As  to  the  boys,  I shall  tell  you,  that  the  pious  governors, 
aware  of  the  dangers  to  which  giddy  youth  is  exposed  when  al- 
lowed to  wander  through  the  city,  have  selected  from  the  whole, 
ten  of  the  most  wretched  and  forlorn  objects,  who  seemed  to  have 
been  abandoned  by  all  but  their  God.  They  have  lodged  them 
in  a comfortable  house  here  at  hand,  where  they  are  supplied  with 
all  the  necessaries  of  life,  and  what  is  still  of  higher  importance, 
where,  sequestered  from  the  contagion  of  the  streets,  they  breathe 
the  pure  air  of  morality,  and  thus  become  ornamental  members 
of  society,  not  merely  as  virtuous  citizens,  but  also  as  pious 
Christians. 


0 glorious  and  Godlike  work!  Sons  of  mercy  and  daughters 
of  charity,  continue  to  exercise  your  zeal  in  so  noble,  so  grand 
an  undertaking.  Look  up  to  Heaven  with  confidence  for  aid  ;.for 
should  you  be  abandoned  by  your  fellow- citizens,  should  you  be 
abandoned  by  the  world,  such  is  the  magnitude,  such  the  utility 
of  this  institution,  that  I will  not  hesitate  to  say,  that  the  Al- 
mighty would  condescend  to  send  his  consoling  ministers  from 
above  to  feed  your  hungry  flock  of  innocents.  Remember,  my 
brethren,  that  your  exertions  on  this  day  are  to  determine  whether 
ten  more  of  the  most  wretched  are  to  be  added  to  the  list  of  the 
just,  by  being  sheltered  under  the  roof  of  this  charity.  As  for 
the  little  girls,  I shall  only  bid  you  to  fix  your  eyes  on  them  for 
a moment,  and  the  prospect  will  excite  feelings  in  your  bosom 
superior  to  all  the  powers  of  rhetoric.  Their  numbers,  their  sex, 
their  situation,  in  silent,  but  eloquent  terms,  claim  your  kind  in- 
terference. Each  of  them  had  once  a mother;  but  you  may  judge 
from  their  garments  of  mourning  that  she  is  dead,  and  I hope 
numbered  witb  the  saints.  Behold  the  sweet  little  innocents 
weeping  over  the  ashes  of  her  who,  after  their  natural  mother, 
was  noted  for  her  maternal  care  and  affection  for  them  whilst 
living.  This  draws  down  their  warmest  benediction  on  her  tomb. 
Grateful  for  past  favours,  their  afflicted  hearts  sigh  forth  a fer- 
vent prayer  to  Heaven  for  the  eternal  welfare  of  their  great,  their 
good,  but,  alas  5 deceased  benefactress.  How  affecting  the  sight ! 
How  wounding  to  every  feeling  heart ! 

In  conclusion,  then,  let  me  beseech  you,  my  brethren,  in  the 
words  of  the  Prophet  Isaias,  to  “ have  pity  on  the  young  and 
the  sucklings  of  the  womb.”  If  not,  I must  tell  you,  with  the 
same  Prophet,  that  Ie  like  another  Babylon,  your  proud  dwellings 
shall  be  laid  desolate,  your  houses  shall  be  filled  with  serpents, 
and  owls  shall  answer  to  each  other  at  midnight,  and  shall  be  ac- 
cursed in  your  posterity  from  generation  to  generation.” 

I have  done.  May  God  direct  you  this  night,  that  you  may 
be  entitled  to  his  eternal  blessings  hereafter.  Amen. 
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A SERMON 

FOE  THE 

BENEFIT  OF  FORTY  ORPHANS. 


“ Be  ye  merciful,  as  your  Father  also  is  merciful.” — St.  Luke , vi,  36. 


According  to  the  expression  of  the  great  African  Doctor,  St, 
Augustine,  in  his  ninth  book  of  the  City  of  God,  “ Mercy  is  a 
fellow-feeling  for  the  miseries  of  our  neighbour,  which  operates 
most  powerfully  in  favour  of  his  misfortunes,  by  prompting  us 
to  alleviate  his  distress.”  It  is  a sympathetic  emotion  of  the 
soul,  which  carries  along  with  it  a plentiful  beneficence  to  our 
suffering  brethren,  groaning  under  the  pressure  of  complicated 
misery.  It  is,  in  short,  my  brethren,  that  pure  stream  of  affec- 
tion, which,  flowing  through  all  the  avenues  of  the  tender  heart, 
pours  its  copious  waters  over  the  parched  soil  of  wretchedness, 
and  like  the  dew  of  heaven,  fertilizes  by  its  waves  the  barren 
waste  of  distress.  Oh ! noble,  disinterested  virtue ! a virtue 
which  assimilates  man  to  the  Godhead,  and  fires  him  with  a 
laudable  emulation  to  ambition  even  an  equality  with  the  angels. 
Alas ! however,  in  this  degenerate  age,  how  few  even  amongst 
the  chosen  flock  of  Jesus  Christ,  how  few,  I say,  you  will  find 
whose  souls  are  adorned  with  the  bright  diadem  of  charity  ! How 
very  few  of  the  opulent,  amidst  the  general  scarcity  which  per- 
vades the  land,  and  which  threatens  the  lower  ranks  of  the  com- 
munity with  destruction ; how  few  of  the  pampered  sons  of 
plenty,  reflect  on  the  misfortunes  of  at  least  three-fourths  of  so- 
ciety, who  daily  fall  miserable  victims  to  persecuting  famine  and 
tyrant  starvation ! But,  retired  within  the  proud  walls  of  their 
gilded  habitations,  these  favourites  of  fortune  hear  not  the  pier- 
cing cries  of  famishing  thousands,  nor  the  night- owl  shrieks  of 
agonizing  humanity.  They  are  strangers  to  the  rude  extremes  of 
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the  inconstant  seasons.  Their  bodies,  covered  with  the  warm  gar- 
ments of  plenty,  feel  not  the  chilling  blasts  of  the  angry  north 
wind,  nor  do  they  faint  in  the  field  under  the  meridian  heat  of 
the  summer  sun,  whilst,  fanned  by  the  regaling  breeze  of  indo- 
lence and  ease,  they  smile  over  the  black  horrors  of  the  storm, 
and  sheltered  under  the  canopy  of  independence,  they  laugh  at 
the  wind  and  the  rain.  Thus  live  the  rich,  comparatively  few  in 
number  to  the  pale  children  of  poverty,  who,  often  unprovided 
with  a home  wherein  to  take  their  nightly  refuge,  are  necessitated 
to  lodge  under  the  canopy  of  the  heavens,  alone,  exposed  to  all 
the  fierce  attacks  of  unrelenting  elements,  evening  damps,  mid- 
night chills,  and  the  cold  morning  fogs.  What  pains,  what  tor- 
tures must  not  these  houseless  unfortunates  experience  from 
sleeping  in  the  rude  embraces  of  the  sunless  air  ! And  ah ! must 
I mention  it  ? — how  many  unfortunate  females,  driven  by  the  cruel 
mandate  of  a tyrant  landlord  from  the  tottering  habitation  of  a 
roofless  garret,  for  being  deficient  in  a trifle  of  rent,  are  compelled 
to  roam  friendless  through  our  streets,  till  at  length,  the  nice 
feelings  of  honour  overcome  by  want  and  despair,  they  give 
themselves  up  for  lost,  and  fall  an  easy  prey  to  the  syren  flattery 
of  seduction,  to  the  enchanting  invitations  of  these  human  night- 
ravens,  the  daughters  of  infamy,  who,  like  beasts  of  prey,  prowl 
through  our  streets,  feasting  on  the  vitals  of  society,  and  corrupt- 
ing the  very  atmosphere  which  surrounds  us  with  their  polluted 
breath ! 

Ah  ! ah  ! my  beloved  brethren,  which  of  you  would  wish  to 
feel  the  pangs  of  injured  conscience  on  the  melancholy  bed  of 
death,  which  must  necessarily  be  the  lot  of  the  uncharitable  and 
the  hard  of  heart?  Surely,  that  breast  cannot  teem  with  the 
milk  of  nature  which  can  hear  without  pain,  those  eyes  cannot 
be  human  which  can  view  without  a tear  the  sufferings  of  a fel- 
low-creature— sufferings  which,  under  the  influence  of  nature, 
should  be  more  than  sufficient  to  force  a sigh  even  from  the  pad- 
locked heart  of  the  wretched  miser. 

Is  it  not  evident,  then,  that  Christians  of  every  denomination 
are  called  on  to  be  charitable  towards  the  distressed,  particularly 
in  those  times  of  general  weeping ; times  big  with  despair,  preg- 
nant with  destruction ; when  the  full- toned  voice  of  plenty,  and 
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the  loud  laugh  of  sheltered  innocence  are  never  heard  to  cheer  the 
melancholy  tenants  of  our  once- comfortable  cottages,  nor  even  the 
superb  dwellings  of  the  trading  part  of  the  community,  many  of 
whom,  ingulfed  in  the  wide  vortex  of  destruction,  have  felt  the 
full  force  of  the  commercial  storm,  whose  ambitious  schemes  of 
aggrandizement  have  been  literally  blasted  by  the  winds  of  heaven, 
and  they  themselves  hurled  from  the  eagle  heights  of  their  gran- 
deur into  the  depths  of  ruin  and  despondency  ? Must  I say  that 
many  have  fallen  from  a state  of  envied  prosperity,  have  tumbled 
from  the  highest  pinnacle  of  worldly  greatness,  and  dwindled  into 
obscurity  ? And  why  ? Because,  in  the  days  of  their  joy,  they  were 
deaf  to  the  cries  of  neglected  sorrow ; because  they  were  more 
attentive  to  the  trappings  of  their  horses  and  the  food  of  their 
dogs,  than  to  the  rags  of  their  distressed  fellow-creatures,  the 
sufferings  of  those  afflicted  little  ones,  the  harmless  representa- 
tives of  the  Divine  Jesus  in  distress,  who  call  on  you  all  this  day 
to  “be  merciful,  as  your  heavenly  Father  is  merciful/' 

I need  not  tell  you,  my  brethren,  that  the  only  solid  basis  of 
society  is  that  reciprocity  of  benevolence  which  links  man  to  man, 
and  which  binds  the.  entire  body,  as  well  politic  as  religious,  by 
the  grand  chain  of  universal  philanthropy.  But  remember,  when 
I speak  of  Christian  benevolence,  I mean  that  universal  charity, 
which  knows  no  boundary,  no  limits  in  the  geography  of  distress ; 
it  must  be  a stranger  in  one  sense  to  climate,  to  creed,  and  pro- 
fession ; it  must  be  as  anxious  to  bind  up  the  bleeding  wounds  of 
the  pagan  or  African  as  the  Christian  European  ; it  must  feel  an 
equal  sympathy  for  the  misfortunes  of  the  Jew  and  the  regene- 
rated child  of  the  Gospel ; in  short,  the  spirit  of  benevolence, 
according  to  the  Gospel  precept,  must  be  unshackled  by  the  pre- 
judice of  any  particular  order  or  sect  of  men,  for  it  is  compared 
in  the  language  of  Scripture  to  “ the  generous  waters  of  the  ma- 
jestically flowing  river,  which  equally  lend  their  moisture  to  the 
barren  thistle  and  the  gaudy  flower,  to  the  spreading  oak  and 
the  lofty  pine.”  It  is  also  likened  to  the  sun  by  the  Prophet 
Isaias ; and  surely,  my  brethren,  the  sun  knows  no  difference 
amongst  men  ! Does  it  not  shine  over  the  righteous  and  the  un- 
just, and  equally  shed  its  rays  and  bestow  its  genial  warmth 
on  the  plains  of  Hindostan  and  the  vales  of  Hesperia  ? In  short, 
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my  brethren,  all  these  similitudes  prove  that  the  charity  of  the 
Gospel  should  be  unbounded  and  unprejudiced.  If  not,  charity 
is  not  amongst  us,  and  like  the  Levite  and  Jewish  Priest  so  em- 
phatically mentioned  by  Jesus  Christ,  where  he  speaks  of  true 
charity,  I say,  like  them,  we  will  be  rejected  from  the  throne  of 
mercy.  They  were  condemned,  because,  though  externally  adorned 
with  the  robes  of  charity,  though  bearing  outwardly  all  the 
emblems  of  the  chosen  people  of  God ; yet,  all  within  was  of  a 
midnight  hue,  for,  on  viewing  the  mangled  body  of  the  unfortu- 
nate traveller,  who  lay  weltering  in  his  blood  and  half  dead  on 
the  road,  with  unfeeling  serenity  they  smiled  over  his  misfor- 
tunes, because  he  had  not  the  orthodox  appearance  of  a Jew,  and 
consequently,  was  rejected  by  them  as  an  exile  from  the  pale  of 
their  Church.  In  all  the  frost  of  congealed  apathy,  they  passed 
on  the  other  side,  leaving  the  poor  victim  a melancholy  prey  to 
his  misfortunes ; but  both,  notwithstanding  their  hypocritical 
sanctity,  were  condemned  by  our  Lord ; nor  did  his  tenderness 
for  the  afflicted  ever  appear  in  more  shining  colours  than  in  the 
punishment  of  these  flint-hearted  Pharisees. 

Again,  then,  I say,  the  only  basis  of  a well- organized  society 
is  mutual  love  and  affection  for  each  other.  Let  not  sectarian 
opinion  sap  the  foundation  of  solid  piety,  and  then  indeed  we 
may  hope  to  see  all  the  gloomy  horrors  of  religious  distinctions, 
which  so  long  have  darkened  our  hemisphere,  and  which  have 
debased  us  below  the  barbarous  hordes  of  ancient  Scythia  or 
Tartary  ; I say,  we  may  hope  then  to  see  these  clouds  chased 
from  our  horizon,  and  succeeded  by  the  bright  sun  of  unbiassed 
and  truly  Christian  benevolence.  May  that  day  shortly  arrive,  is 
my  most  ardent  wish. 

Let  us,  then,  my  brethren,  on  this  day  commence  the  grand 
work  of  national  improvement.  Let  us  lay  the  foundation-stone 
of  Ireland’s  prosperity,  by  contributing  largely  towards  the  edu- 
cation of  her  infant  poor.  Believe  me,  the  main- spring  of  the 
happiness  of  a nation  is  considered  to  be  the  instruction  of  her 
youth.  Why,  in  fact,  does  our  sister-kingdom  enjoy  such  su- 
perior advantages  over  us  ? There  may  be  many  reasons  assigned, 
but  they  all  come  to  this,  when  regularly  analysed — she  is 
watchful  over  her  youth.  Our  sister- country,  irradiated  by  the 
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bright  sun  of  real  constitutional  independence,  under  the  protec- 
tion of  wise,  honest,  virtuous,  and  unbigoted  guardians,  has 
been  ever  a stranger  to  the  destructive  thunder  of  religious 
bigotry,  to  the  devastating  whirlwind  of  fanatical  distinctions, 
those  fertile  parents  of  our  national  misfortunes.  As  the  curtain 
is  drawn,  may  all  our  prejudices  vanish  with  the  deception.  Let 
us  imitate  her  conduct,  then,  in  the  education  of  our  youth.  Let 
us  instil  into  their  dawning  minds  the  generous,  uncramped 
maxims  of  the  Gospel.  Let  us  teach  them  at  an  early  period  to 
commiserate  the  sufferings  of  all  around  them  with  an  undis- 
tinguishing sympathy,  and  then  we  may  confidently  expect  that, 
like  her,  we  shall  be  cherished  by  the  cheering  influence  of  com- 
mercial prosperity,  and  our  happy  climate  shall  never  again  be 
infected  by  the  withering  blasts  of  foreign  influence,  or  domestic 
and  internal  distraction.  Never  was  instruction  in  it  more  want- 
ing. If  we  survey  the  various  ranks  of  society,  from  the  lord 
to  the  beggar,  we  shall  find  them  idle,  ignorant,  and  supersti- 
tious. Some,  though  born  of  the  first  ranks  of  society,  destined 
to  fill  the  most  brilliant  and  most  important  situations  in  the 
state,  yet  by  their  illiterate  extravagance  are  unfit  for  any ; men  who 
rise  in  the  morning  to  live  in  riot  and  debauchery,  who  lie  down 
at  night  to  sleep  in  the  arms  of  infamy ; illustrious  idlers,  born 
like  gaudy  insects  to  buzz  while  here  on  earth,  to  flutter  and 
bask  for  an  hour  in  the  sunbeams  of  corruption,  to  be  for  a day 
the  fawning  parasites  of  power,  and  then  expire,  launching  into 
eternity  laden  with  the  burden  of  their  crimes,  still  reeking  with 
the  blood  of  the  widow  and  the  orphan,  whose  piercing  shrieks, 
calling  on  a just  God  to  avenge  their  wrongs  on  the  heads  of 
their  cruel  tyrants,  penetrate  through  the  vaults  of  heaven,  as- 
cend to  the  judgment-seat  of  God,  and  send  the  miserable 
wretches  black  with  despair  to  dwell  for  ever  in  hell  with  the  con- 
demned flock  of  perdition.  Thus  ends  the  ungodly  and  unchari- 
table man  for  want  of  being  early  instructed  in  his  duties  towards 
God,  himself,  and  his  neighbour. 

Then  I will  advise  you,  with  the  wise  Solomon,  “ to  train  up 
a child  in  the  way  he  should  go,  and  when  he  is  old,  he  will  not 
depart  from  it.”  This  happy  observation  of  the  wise  man  brings 
to  my  recollection  the  beautiful  lines  of  a favourite  author  con- 
cerning the  importance  of  infant  education  : — 
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“ Children,  like  tender  oziers,  take  the  bow, 

And  as  they  first  are  fashioned,  so  they  grow." 

For,  in  fact,  my  brethren,  the  infant  mind  is  like  a leaf  of  white 
and  spotless  paper,  which  is  equally  susceptible  of  the  fairest  or 
darkest  characters. 

Since,  therefore,  the  education  of  youth  is  of  vital  import- 
ance, the  last  resources  of  the  most  persevering  industry 
should  be  sacrificed  to  the  fond  hopes  of  a rising  generation, 
upon  which  the  happiness  of  the  nation  must  hereafter  de- 
pend. Remember,  then,  that  the  poor  little  infants  for  whom  I 
plead,  are  nothing  less  than  the  blossoms  of  society.  Ah  ! my 
brethren,  will  you  sacrifice  the  dearest  interests  of  this  your  na- 
tive land,  by  allowing  these  blossoms  to  wither  away  under  the 
keen  blasts  of  wintry  famine,  or  perish  under  an  unkind  and  un- 
propitious  sky  ? Forbid  it  Heaven,  that  the  generous  inhabitants 
of  this  metropolis  should  ever  suffer  an  evil  of  such  magnitude, 
an  evil  of  such  a frightful  aspect  to  appear  amongst  them ! No, 
no ; certain  I am — and  your  generous  conduct  on  all  occasions 
warrants  this  certainty — that  these  tender  plants,'  shaded  by  your 
fostering  protection  from  the  rigours  of  this  inclement  season,  in- 
vigorated by  the  fructifying  streams  of  your  munificence  on  this 
holy  morning,  shall  raise  their  tall  heads  among  the  cedars  of 
Lebanon,  and  their  happy  fruits  shall  be  the  most  solid  blessings 
of  all  future  generations. 

Can  I say  anything  more  to  induce  the  charitable  to  be  gene- 
rous, or  to  rouse  the  uncharitable  from  their  senseless  apathy  ? 
Surely,  hearts  of  adamant  must  melt  into  compassion  on  the  bare 
viewing  of  these  little  innocents,  and  reflecting  on  the  number- 
less misfortunes  they  must  necessarily  be  exposed  to  if  not 
snatched  at  this  favourable  moment  from  the  wide-opening  jaws 
of  destruction. 

Must  I inform  you,  my  brethren,  that  the  eternal  ruin  or  the 
everlasting  happiness  of  forty  of  God’s  creatures  is  now  to  be 
determined  by  your  exertions  ? Either  raise  them  by  your  genero- 
sity to  the  highest  heaven,  there  to  associate  with  the  Angels,  or 
plunge  them  by  your  avarice  into  the  depths  of  damnation,  to 
dwell  with  the  devils  and  vomit  forth  the  most  infernal  blasphe- 
mies against  their  Creator. 
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All ! my  brethren,  humanity  shudders  at  the  thought.  God 
and  nature  forbid  it.  Then  away  with  such  an  ungodly  thought 
whilst  I address  the  anointed  flock  of  Jesus  Christ,  who  would 
rather  pledge  their  lives,  not  saying  their  purses,  sooner  than 
the  soul  of  one  of  these  orphans  should  be  damned  eternally. 

A few  words  more,  and  I have  done.  The  charitable  institution 
for  which  I plead  this  day,  has  as  strong  claims  on  the  humanity  of 
the  public  as  any  ever  instituted  within  the  boundaries  of  this  city. 
Since  the  epoch  of  its  establishment,  it  has  been  the  nursery  of 
innocence  and  the  asylum  of  sorrow.  Yes,  the  nursery  of  those 
of  whom  Jesus  speaks  in  such  tender  accents  of  love : “ Suffer 
little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not,  for  of  such 
is  the  kingdom  of  God’’ — and  the  asylum  of  sorrow  or  refuge  of 
those  of  whom  the  Psalmist  speaks  when  he  makes  them  say, 
“ My  father  and  my  mother  have  left  me,  but  the  Lord  hath  taken 
me  up."  Although  left  as  orphans,  the  Lord  has  here  pro- 
vided his  sanctuary  for  them,  and  there,  on  his  own  altar,  he 
commands  you  to  offer  to  him,  and  for  them,  the  acceptable 
sacrifice  of  mercy. 

It  is  the  asylum  of  sorrow,  as  will  appear  from  the  following 
fact.  You  may,  perhaps,  have  read  in  the  public  papers  about 
a month  back,  that  an  unfortunate  child,  aged  ten  years,  had 
been  found  in  a waste  house  in  High  Street,  where  he  had  been 
shut  up  for  five  or  six  days  in  a wretched,  unfurnished  apartment. 
This  house  was  broken  open,  under  a sheriffs  warrant,  and  the 
first  object  which  presented  itself  to  those  who  entered,  was  this 
poor  child  stretched,  as  they  imagined,  lifeless  on  the  floor, 
without  a morsel  of  any  kind  of  food,  and  the  only  covering  he 
had  was  a threadbare  flannel  waistcoat,  which  served  him  as  a 
blanket  by  night  on  his  bed  of  black  and  rotten  straw.  He  was 
literally  reduced  to  a mere  emaciated  skeleton  by  starvation,  and 
his  little  tottering  limbs  being  unable  to  support  his  meagre  and 
fleshless  frame,  he  was  obliged  to  lie  down,  and  there  wait  till 
death  should  relieve  him  from  his  miserable  situation.  The 
neighbours  were  called  in,  and  vied  with  each  other  in  affording 
comfort  to  this  comfortless  creature ; they  wrapped  him  up  in 
flannels,  and  by  degrees  a genial  warmth  began  to  spread  its 
kind  influence  over  his  literally  congealed  body.  His  locked 
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mouth,  by  the  infusion  of  a warm  beverage,  gradually  was  opened, 
and  his  inarticulate  sounds  at  length  became  intelligible.  All 
that  could  he  learned  from  him  was,  that  he  had  been  left  by  a 
cruel  mother  to  die  by  inches  in  that  deplorable  state.  However, 
you  will  rejoice  to  learn — and  it  gives  me  pleasure  to  relieve  you 
from  your  distressing  feelings — that  the  child  is  in  good  health, 
and  promises  to  be  a bright  ornament  to  society.  He  has  been, 
I may  say,  bestowed  to  life,  to  God,  and  to  society,  by  the  ex- 
ertions of  the  humble,  but  highly  honourable  individuals,  who 
night  and  day  watch  over  the  wants  of  these  little  ones  before  us. 
But,  God  of  compassion  ! what  must  become  of  the  unnatural 
mother,  the  baptized  brute,  who,  dead  to  all  the  feelings  of  na- 
ture, left  her  darling  offspring  thus  exposed  to  all  the  hor- 
rors of  starvation  under  a roofless  hovel?  If  repentance  on 
her  side  wash  not  away  the  foul  stain,  she  can  expect  nothing 
from  God  but  judgment  without  mercy.  But  already  I feel  for 
the  female  part  of  my  congregation,  who  seem  to  be  petrified 
with  horror  at  this  base  act  of  a woman  and  a mother.  Ah  ! I 
glory  in  seeing  them  feel  as  they  ought ; but  if  their  feelings 
have  been  injured  in  one  point  of  view,  it  is  my  duty  now,  must 
I add,  it  is  my  pleasure  to  apologise  for  that  injury.  Yes,  my 
sisters  in  Jesus  Christ,  I am  happy  to  inform  you  that  the  little 
girl  whom  you  there  behold  seated  above  the  rest,  has  been 
rescued  from  temporal,  and  I hope  from  eternal  ruin,  by  the 
agency  of,  whom  do  you  imagine  ? Ah  ! shall  I mention  it  ? 
Yes,  yes,  for  the  honour  of  the  sex,  that  little  girl  has  been 
nourished  for  months  by,  0 Heavens  ! shall  I say  it  ? — the  wages 
of  prostitution.  Yes,  when  abandoned  by  all,  by  father,  mother, 
friend,  and  relation,  this  unfortunate  female  (in  whose  bosom 
the  spark  of  charity  cannot  be  totally  extinct),  feeling  for  the 
circumstantial  miseries  of  her  sex,  and  struck  with  horror  at  the 
alarming  state  of  the  innocent  child,  took  her  under  her  protec- 
tion, and,  though  abandoned  herself,  yet  afforded  an  asylum  to 
innocence  under  the  unhallowed  roof  of  prostitution. 

Ah  ! if  such  are  the  heroic  acts  of  the  most  forsaken  of  her 
sex,  what  am  I not  to  expect  from  my  dear  Christian  sisters  here 
present,  whose  bosoms,  strangers  to  vanity  and  vice,  already 
throb  with  all  the  soft  feelings  of  the  tenderest  compassion. 


Ah  ! remember,  that  by  your  more  delicate  organization,  you  have 
been  appointed  by  nature  the  asylums  of  mercy,  and  certain  I 
am,  that  each  of  you  will  “ be  merciful,  as  your  heavenly  Father 
is  merciful." 

And  now,  my  brethren,  how  am  I to  thank,  in  the  name  of 
these  children,  the  generous  sons  of  harmony  who  have  so  cheer- 
fully volunteered  their  services  in  the  cause  of  the  orphan  ? Ah  ! 
I will  only  assure  them  that  Heaven  is  attentive  to  their  song, 
and  the  Guardian- Angels  of  these  unfortunates  press  forward  to 
applaud  the  melody  of  their  sounds.  Yes,  and  at  a future  day, 
when  the  soul  of  the  just,  unshackled  by  their  bodies,  shall  wing 
their  eager  way  towards  heaven,  these  same  Angels  shall  waft  you 
to  the  throne  of  mercy,  and,  pointing  to  the  charitable,  shall 
say,  “ These  were  merciful ; therefore  they  deserve  mercy.” 

Mercy,  my  brethren,  is  the  darling  attribute  of  the  Godhead ; 
it  is  the  brightest  star  in  the  constellation  of  his  perfections,  the 
most  brilliant  diadem  of  the  omnipotent  Creator.  That  man,  in 
his  humble  sphere,  was  capable  of  a certain  distant  analogy  with 
God  in  the  composition  of  his  nature,  I never  doubted.  We  could 
not  have  a soul,  or  this  soul  would  be  shorn  of  the  noble  facul- 
ties of  memory,  will,  and  understanding,  if  we  could  not  feel 
that  the  God  who  made  us,  formed  us  all  “to  his  own  image  and 
likeness,”  as  we  are  told  in  the  book  of  Genesis.  But  such  is 
the  measureless  distance  between  God  and  man,  that  I should 
consider  it  the  most  daring  presumption  to  ambition  a similitude 
with  the  Divinity,  did  I not  hear  my  Divine  Redeemer  in  the 
words  of  my  text  exhort  and  invite  us  to  this  honour,  as  the 
highest  honour  that  eagle-winged  ambition  could  aspire  to.  “ Be 
ye  merciful,”  says  he,  “as  your  heavenly  Father  is  merciful.” 
Were  it  not  for  these  fond  expressions  of  the  Divine  Jesus,  I 
should  be  at  a loss  to  understand  the  sublimely  emphatic  St. 
Cyprian  when  he  says,  “ Oh,  what  a glory  must  it  not  be  for  us 
to  resemble  our  God  ! what  a beatitude  to  have  in  our  power  the 
practice  of  virtues  which  may  lift  us  to  the  merit  of  praises  like 
those  which  are  given  to  God  !”  It  is  evident,  from  the  words  of 
my  text,  that  it  is  by  the  practice  of  mercy  that  we  become  like 
unto  God.  It  is  by  this  divine  virtue  that  we  approach  nearest 
to  him.  “ Let  not  mercy  leave  you,”  says  the  Holy  Ghost  by 
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the  mouth  of  his  Prophet,  “ and  thou  shalt  find  grace  before 
God  and  men."  It,  therefore,  must  engross  all  our  affections, 
occupy  all  our  thoughts,  shine  forth  in  all  our  actions,  and  he 
the  sum  of  our  ambition.  There  are  different  ways  of  practising 
mercy,  hut  you  may  reduce  them  to  these  two  capital  points  ; 
relieving  the  distressed,  and  instructing  the  young  and  ignorant 
in  the  duties  of  religion  and  morality,  and  on  their  obligations  to 
God,  to  their  fellow- creatures,  and  to  themselves. 

I know  the  times  are  pregnant  with  calamity.  In  every  street, 
in  every  hovel,  we  may  behold  our  fellow-beings  hourly  falling 
beneath  the  pressure  of  want  and  disease.  The  rich  may  con- 
tent themselves,  indeed,  by  saying  that  the  poor  are  indolent  and 
lazy,  and  that  their  misfortunes  are  the  wages  of  indolence ; but 
I will  tell  the  rich,  that  in  these  dreadful  times,  the  most  watch- 
ful industry  cannot  procure  the  means  of  existence.  Is  not  the 
loom  almost  in  every  instance  idle,  and  adorned  only  by  the  web 
of  the  spider  ? is  not  the  noisy  shuttle  in  a profound  sleep,  not 
to  be  awakened  but  by  the  desperate  shrieks  of  its  starving  owner 
and  perishing  infants,  those  shivering  little  sufferers  who  wander 
through  our  streets  with  pallid  looks,  and  terrible  to  behold  as 
the  midnight  ghosts  of  intoxicated  fancy,  with  no  defence  but 
rags  against  the  inclemency  of  the  skies  ? 

Ah  ! ye  young,  gay,  and  opulent,  who  bask  in  the  sunbeams 
of  plenty,  how  can  you  sport  in  the  giddy  dance,  or  laugh  o’er 
the  amusements  of  folly,  while  thousands  of  your  fellow- creatures, 
fathers  of  families,  are  actually  expiring  in  the  rude  embraces  of 
starvation,  whom  that  money  which  you  nightly  spend  in  the 
tavern  and  at  the  card- table,  would  restore  to  life,  to  a desponding 
consort  and  helpless  infants  in  despair?  Believe  me,  my  brethren, 
there  never  was  a period  in  the  history  of  our  country  when  the 
claims  of  poverty  were  so  strong  as  at  the  present  moment.  In 
better  days,  industry  was  rewarded,  but  the  sources  of  industry 
seem  to  be  dried  up,  and  that  competence  with  which  honest 
labour  was  recompensed,  is  now  converted  into  a sad  and  trem- 
bling reliance  on  the  precarious  bounty  of  every  passenger  in  the 
street. 

Can  I say  any  more  for  the  objects  of  this  day's  appeal?  can  I 
impress  more  forcibly  on  your  minds  the  importance  of  providing 
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for  the  wants  of  the  rising  generation,  both  spiritually  and  tem- 
porally, by  bestowing  on  them  the  benefits  of  a good,  religious 
education.  No,  I feel  such  is  unnecessary,  my  brethren ; I know 
you  are  cognizant  of  the  truth  of  what  I say,  and  ready  to  up- 
hold it  by  your  practical  sympathy.  Therefore  do  I conclude  by 
calling  on  you  to  show  towards  the  little  objects  of  this  day’s 
address,  that  charity  which  is  the  characteristic  of  the  true  Chris- 
tian. “Be  ye  merciful,  as  your  heavenly  Father  is  merciful.” 
Amen. 


A SERMON  ON  PEACE. 


“Jesus  came  and  stood  in  the  midst  [of  bis  disciples],  and  said  to  them  : Peace 
be  with  you.” — St.  John , xx,  19. 

Peace,  then,  all-holy  peace,  my  dearly  beloved  brethren,  is  the 
darling  topic  of  this  day’s  Gospel.  Every  pulpit  in  the  Christian 
Catholic  world  echoes  on  this  solemn  day  the  joyful  sounds  of 
sacred  tranquillity. 

The  paschal  solemnity  closes  with  the  happy  tidings,  and  is 
crowned  with  the  glorious  olive  of  peace.  This  is  “ the  peace  of 
Christ,  which  surpasseth  all  understanding,”  by  which  “ we  may 
find  rest  to  our  souls.”  Let  us,  then,  forget  for  a moment  the 
sanguinary,  the  awful  scene  of  Calvary,  the  tumultuous  cries  of 
the  bloodthirsty  Jews,  who  butchered  in  their  fury  the  innocent 
Lamb  of  God.  Let  us,  I say,  forget  those  scenes  of  harrowing 
distress  and  terror,  while  the  trumpet  of  peace  joyfully  hails  the 
approach  of  happier  days,  as  we  hear  our  Divine  Kedeemer  ten- 
derly blessing  his  disciples  in  these  fond  and  consoling  expressions  : 
“ Peace  be  with  you,”  my  children,  “ my  peace  I leave  you.” 

And  what  greater  blessing  could  he  bequeath  to  us  in  the  ful- 
ness of  his  love  ? Without  peace  life  is  not  worth  possessing,  for 
certain  it  is,  that  existing  in  a state  of  constant  disquiet,  of  un- 
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ceasing  agitation,  would  be  more  properly  called  a gradual  dis- 
solution, or  a slow  consuming  death,  than  life. 

There  seems  to  me  a very  close  analogy  between  peace  and 
Providence.  It  is  the  mutual  harmony  reigning  amidst  the  ele- 
ments which  preserves  the  machinery  of  the  world  in  actual  exis- 
tence and  regular  periodical  motion.  Destroy,  for  one  instant, 
the  reciprocal  concord  between  air  and  fire,  earth  and  water,  and 
the  entire  globe  shall  he  instantly  resolved  into  its  mother  chaos. 
Let  the  vital  principles  in  the  human  frame  hut  war  against  one 
another,  and  natural  life  grows  sick,  the  body  wastes,  and  if  peace 
he  not  restored  amongst  the  elemental  qualities  which  compose  the 
body,  the  man  must  infallibly  die. 

The  same  may,  in  equal  proportion,  he  said  of  every  private 
family  and  public  weal,  which  must  necessarily  be  convulsed  and 
hurried  on  to  dissolution,  if  harmony  directs  not  the  helm  of 
the  state,  if  peace  presides  not  in  her  councils,  to  exert  a provi- 
dential care  over  the  happiness  and  the  very  existence  of  the  nation. 

I have  the  authority  of  Jesus  Christ  for  what  I now  advance. 
In  the  12th  chapter  of  St.  Matthew  he  declares  that  “every  kingdom 
divided  against  itself  shall  be  made  desolate,  and  every  city  or 
house  divided  against  itself  shall  not  stand.”  This  is  an  awful 
sentence,  indeed,  and  the  more  awful  as  it  has  been  too  often 
verified  in  the  downfall  of  empires,  which  have  crumbled  into 
ruins  while  unsupported  by  the  firm  pillar  of  peace,  and  have  sunk 
into  chaos  under  the  weighty  burden  of  their  crimes.  We  have 
seen  the  most  prosperous  nations  on  earth  gradually  dwindle  into 
insignificance  in  the  balance  of  power,  because  they  preferred  the 
horrors  of  war  to  the  blessings  of  peace,  and  in  punishment  of 
their  haughty  pride,  their  ambitious  schemes  of  aggrandizement 
were  literally  blasted  by  the  winds  of  heaven.  The  waxen  edifice 
of  their  opulence  was  melted  down  by  the  warm  rays  of  the  Al- 
mighty’s vexation,  and  at  length,  the  once-envied  nation  become 
too  unwieldly  to  obey  the  helm,  the  pilot  abandons  her  to  her  fate, 
and  endeavours,  as  she  is  falling  asunder,  to  seize  on  some  plank 
of  the  wreck,  to  save  himself  from  surrounding  destruction. 

Peace,  therefore,  and  concord  are,  even  in  a temporal  point  of 
view,  absolutely  necessary  for  the  salvation  of  the  state ; and  as 
they  are  essential  to  public  prosperity,  so  they  are  necessary  to 
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individual  happiness.  For  it  is  impossible  for  human  life  to  he 
enjoyed  in  any  rational  consideration,  where  inward  peace  resides 
not  in  the  heart,  which  alone  can  make  life  dear  to  us,  and  worthy 
of  being  possessed  or  cherished 

No  wonder,  then,  that  our  amiable  Saviour,  who  clothed  him- 
self with  the  flesh  of  humanity,  purposely  that  we,  his  children, 
may  have  life,  and  have  it  more  abundantly,  should  be  thus 
anxious  for  our  peace,  the  only  property  which  can  render  life  a 
real  blessing.  For,  as  he  himself  bears  witness,  the  pacific  only 
are  the  true  children  of  God,  and  consequently,  they  alone  can  be 
deemed  truly  happy. 

This  is  a truth  so  obvious  to  the  thinking  mind,  that,  in  fact, 
all  mankind  seem  convinced  of  it.  Why,  think  ye,  my  brethren, 
does  the  abandoned,  wretched  miser  so  carefully  hoard  up  his  use- 
less wealth,  still  unceasingly  toil  for  more,  and  with  an  ab- 
stemiousness which  the  anchorites  of  the  desert  would  find  it 
difficult  to  exceed,  deny  himself  even  a scanty  taste  of  the  fruits 
of  his  laborious  industry  ? Why  wishes  he  to  starve  in  the  very 
midst  of  plenty,  but  that  he  hopes  in  time  to  accumulate  such  a 
sum  as  may  reward  his  yet  insatiable  cupidity  with  final  peace  and 
happiness  of  mind  ? But  does  he  ever  reach  to  the  possession  of 
his  darling  object?  No ; his  avarice  increases  with  his  wealth, 
his  wants  outgrow  his  acquisitions,  and  his  tortured,  wretched 
mind,  racked  by  sullen  doubt,  fills  his  imagination  with  ten  thou- 
sand terrors  and  apprehensions,  which  rob  him  of  his  peace  by 
day  and  of  his  sleep  by  night.  He  seeks  for  peace,  but,  alas  ! he 
finds  it  not,  for,  says  the  Lord  by  his  Prophet  Isaias,  “ There  is 
no  peace  for  the  wicked.” 

What  do  you  imagine  are  the  wanton  and  luxurious  in  search 
of,  while  they  sacrifice  the  bloom  of  life  to  riotous  diversions, 
while  they  destroy  their  health  by  the  most  shameful  excesses, 
wdiile  they  expose  their  fortune,  their  reputation,  their  liberty  and 
life,  nay,  their  very  souls  in  the  most  fatiguing  and  scandalous 
dissipations  ? Why,  they  are  in  search  of  peace.  They  pursue  its 
phantom  in  the  false,  the  empty,  and  flattering  pleasures  of  this 
world  ; but  they  remain  for  ever  strangers  to  the  solid  and  lasting 
blessings  of  peace,  for  the  Lord  says,  “ There  is  no  peace  for  the 
wicked.” 
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And  tell  me  now,  O revengeful  and  implacably  unmerciful 
Christians ! ye,  I say,  who,  boasting  of  false  honour,  without 
one  atom  of  real  honour,  seek  for  peace  of  mind  by  cherishing 
inveterate  hatred  within  your  breast  against  a brother,  who,  per- 
haps, has  taken  some  trifling  liberty  with  your  name,  but  which, 
viewed  through  the  magnifying  glass  of  false  honour,  is  considered 
an  injury  of  the  greatest  magnitude,  and  must  be  honourably 
satisfied  for ; ah  ! what  peace  can  you  enjoy  while  your  soul 
breathes  nothing  but  revenge  and  slaughter  ? Well,  then,  go  and 
satisfy  your  sanguinary  intentions ; plunge  your  sword  into  the 
bosom  of  your  brother,  or  doom  him  to  death  by  the  thunder  of 
the  pistol ! Your  honour  is  appeased,  but  does  peace  dwell  within 
you  ? Ah  ! no  ; the  scorpion  stings  of  conscience  must  for  ever 
harrow  your  wicked  souls.  What  a mighty  satisfaction  it  must 
be,  that,  tiger-like,  you  have  drained  the  blood  of  your  fellow- 
creature  ! what  comfort  to  have  robbed  the  image  of  God  of  that 
life  which  the  Almighty  God  bestowed ; to  have  plunged,  perhaps, 
into  eternal  flames,  a soul  redeemed  with  the  invaluable  blood  of 
Jesus  Christ ! Is  this  true  peace  ? Ah  ! no  ; for  God  declares 
“ there  is  no  peace  for  the  wicked.” 

Where,  then,  is  true  peace  to  be  found?  In  the  practice  of 
virtue  alone ; in  leading  the  godly  life  of  a faithful  follower  of 
Jesus  Christ.  Then  you  may  rest  perfectly  assured  of  the  enjoy- 
ment of  internal  tranquillity  here,  which  is  an  anticipated  partici- 
pation of  eternal  peace  hereafter. 

O God  ! thou  Author  of  all  happiness  and  Centre  of  all  peace, 
give  to  thy  servants  that  blessed  and  solid  quiet,  which  this  de- 
ceitful world  and  its  transitory  enjoyments  have  not  to  give,  and 
which  is  nowhere  to  be  found  but  in  thee.  As  thy  blessed  child, 
Augustine,  who,  having  renounced  the  false  and  fading  pleasures 
of  a corrupt  life,  sighed  for  and  obtained  that  “peace  which  sur- 
passed all  human  consolation,”  said,  “ 0 God  ! thou  hast  made 
us  for  thyself  alone,  and  restless  are  our  hearts  until  they  rest 
in  thee,”  grant  us  to  despise  the  passing,  contemptible,  and  hol- 
low peace  of  earth,  and  aspire  to  and  obtain  that  eternal  peace 
which,  with  God  and  in  God,  the  blessed  shall  enjoy  as  long  as 
God  is  God,  and  eternity  exists.  Amen. 
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A SERMON 

ON 

HOLY  COMMUNION. 


« But  I say  unto  you,  that  none  of  those  men  who  were  invited  shall  taste  of 
my  supper.”  — St.  Luke , xiv,  24. 

The  sacred  page  of  this  day’s  Gospel  informs  us,  my  brethren, 
that  a certain  man  had  invited  his  friends,  many  in  number,  to  a 
great  supper,  in  order  to  bestow  on  them  a marked  pledge  of  his 
deep  affection,  of  which  entertainments  are  the  symbols  even  at 
this  day.  These  friends,  however,  as  the  Gospel  informs  us,  deaf 
to  his  entreaties,  desire  to  be  excused,  as  their  own  particular 
concerns  call  forth  all  their  attention.  One  has  purchased  a farm, 
which  he  must  look  after ; another  has  bought  some  cattle,  which 
require  his  care ; a third  has  married  a wife,  and  cannot,  indeed, 
think  on  forsaking  his  dear  partner,  or  postponing  the  sweet  en- 
joyments of  conjugal  felicity  to  the  epicurean  gluttony  of  a ban- 
quet. The  nobleman  seeing  himself  deserted  by  his  friends  of 
rank  and  fashion,  orders  his  servant  to  call  in  the  blind  and  lame, 
the  poor  and  feeble,  to  partake  of  his  supper.  O happy  thought ! 
These  poor  creatures,  children  of  distress,  refuse  not  the  invita- 
tion, but  crowd  to  glut  the  tyrant  hunger,  for  the  pinching  blasts 
of  famine  blew  keen  on  their  starving  jaws,  and  the  big  tear  of 
distress  undulated  in  the  hollow  eye  of  misery.  Happy  thought 
was  it,  then,  to  relieve  those  wretched  objects  ! The  master  of 
the  feast  is  now  made  happy,  and  with  honest  indignation  despises 
his  invited  friends,  and  solemnly  declares,  “ that  not  one  of  them 
should  taste  of  bis  supper.” 

Let  us  now  pass  from  the  letter  to  the  spirit  of  the  parable. 
The  Holy  Fathers  of  the  Church  unanimously  allow,  that  the 
great  entertainment  mentioned  in  this  day’s  Gospel,  signifies  the 
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divine  food  which  Jesus  Christ  hath  prepared  for  the  faithful  in 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  of  the  Eucharist.  Our  holy  Mother  the 
Church  understands  it  in  the  same  light,  inasmuch  as  she  hath 
chosen  this  parable  for  the  Gospel  of  this  day,  which  is  sacred  to 
the  honour  and  memory  of  the  institution  of  the  Most  Adorable 
Sacrament  of  the  Eucharist. 

As  our  chief  Lord  and  Master  hath  given  mankind  in  general 
a very  signal  proof  of  the  most  unbounded  love,  in  instituting 
that  Sacrament,  in  which  he  is  to  remain  amongst  us  to  comfort, 
assist,  and  even  feed  our  souls  with  his  own  Sacred  Body  and 
Blood  to  the  end  of  the  world ; so  the  Church  has  thought  proper 
to  honour  and  commemorate  so  great  and  so  inestimable  a bless- 
ing by  the  solemnity  of  a particular  festival  which  the  Church 
is  now  celebrating  during  eight  dsys.  We,  therefore,  the  faithful 
children  of  Christ,  should  employ  ourselves  during  this  festival 
in  honouring  Christ  Jesus  in  the  Most  Holy  Sacrament,  and  tes- 
tifying our  gratitude  and  love  for  the  numberless  blessings  we  de- 
rive from  that  fountain  of  all  happiness.  It  is  in  this  Sacrament 
Jesus  Christ  hath  prepared  an  entertainment  truly  grand.  Grand 
in  itself,  as  containing  no  less  than  the  Body  and  Blood  of 
Christ ; grand,  from  the  number  of  graces  it  imparts ; for  where 
a God  gives  himself,  what  blessings  must  he  not  bestow  ? grand, 
from  the  numbers  that  are  called  thereto,  being  prepared  for  the 
faithful  at  large ; grand,  in  fine,  in  its  duration,  as  it  is  to  last 
till  time  shall  be  no  more. 

To  this  entertainment,  then,  you  are  invited,  my  brethren ; the 
ministers  of  the  Gospel  cry  aloud  and  call  you  to  the  banquet. 
But,  alas ! like  the  friends  in  the  Gospel,  how  many  there  are, 
who  accept  not  of  the  invitation  ! Possessed  of  a criminal  love 
of  terrene  objects,  or  plunged  into  an  abyss  of  impurity,  they 
forget  their  God,  set  his  kind  invitations  at  nought,  bid  Heaven 
defiance,  by  sporting  on  the  brink  of  immediate  destruction,  ri- 
dicule the  punishments  of  a future  life,  and  prefer  the  sinful 
pleasures,  but  too  prevalent,  alas  ! in  the  giddy  circle  of  the 
world,  to  those  of  heaven,  that  are  pure,  solid,  and  eternal.  Sad 
instance,  indeed,  of  stupidity  and  corruption.  Had  we  no  clearer 
notions  of  futurity  in  our  happy  region  than  the  sable  offspring  of 
nature,  the  savage  infidel,  who  wildly  roams  through  the  parched 


and  deserted  plains  of  the  torrid  zone,  where  the  rays  of  the 
Gospel  have  not  yet  penetrated  the  thick  clouds  of  superstitious 
idolatry ; did  not  experience  teach  us  that  all  on  earth  is  empty, 
and  but  the  sunshine  of  an  hour ; were  we  not  told  hy  faith 
that  we  were  created  for  a happy  futurity,  I conceive  we  might 
confine  our  thoughts  to  this  world,  and  endeavour  to  suck  the 
honey  of  its  pleasures.  But,  to  believe  there  is  a just  God,  to  be- 
lieve in  a paradise,  an  eternity  of  pleasure  hereafter,  and  to  live 
as  if  it  were  but  the  language  of  fable  and  the  fraudulent  inven- 
tion of  an  enthusiastic  imagination,  this,  indeed,  is  what  appears 
to  me  strange  in  the  extreme. 

“ Ah  ! love  not  the  world,  my  brethren,”  cries  out  the  Apostle 
Paul ; “ use  its  goods  as  servants,  hut  adore  them  not  as  idols.” 
While  members  of  society,  the  benefits  of  nature  or  fortune  are 
pleasing  companions,  and  always  necessary  to  a certain  degree ; 
but,  at  the  same  time,  our  hearts  should  not  he  wedded  to  them, 
nor  consider  them  by  any  means  as  the  hounds  of  their  pursuit : 
although  necessary  means  of  establishing  a comfortable  existence, 
yet  they  should  not  he  the  instruments  of  sin.  The  goods  of 
fortune  in  the  hands  of  a Christian  should  not  prove  the  two- 
edged  weapon  which  clips  the  wings  of  piety,  but  should  rather 
serve  as  so  many  feathers  to  plume  the  bare  pinion  of  religion. 
When  God  calls,  therefore,  let  not  the  land  you  have  purchased, 
the  ox  you  have  bought,  or  the  wife  you  have  taken,  employ  your 
attention  or  prevent  you  from  coinciding  with  the  will  of  your 
Omnipotent  Maker.  Mark  the  dreadful  consequences  of  a con- 
trary behaviour ; you  will  he  cast  out,  and  God,  in  his  wrath, 
will  declare,  as  to  the  friends  in  the  Gospel,  “ that  not  one  of  those 
that  had  been  called,  shall  ever  taste  of  his  supper,”  that  is,  shall 
never  partake  of  his  Divine  Body  and  Blood,  nor,  consequently, 
of  the  joys  and  glory  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven.  O Thou  who 
didst  create  the  world  out  of  nothing,  shed  the  beams  of  thy  sa- 
cred light  upon  our  minds,  and  produce  in  us  a new  creation  of 
virtue  ! Bring  forth,  0 God  ! in  thy  omnipotence,  light  out  of 
our  darkness,  and  let  the  dawn  of  this  light  dissipate  the  errors 
of  our  understanding,  and  may  the  prejudices  of  passion  be 
banished  hy  the  illuminating  rays  of  truth,  that  man  may  see  the 
difference  between  good  and  evil. 
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Sweet  Jesus  ! thou  callest  on  us  this  day  to  come  to  thy  ban- 
quet ! We  harden  not  our  hearts,  but  hear  thy  voice,  and  wil- 
lingly join  with  the  lame  and  blind  in  accepting  of  thy  invitation. 
Yes  ; strike  me  with  blindness,  like  old  Tobias,  or  with  a loath- 
some leprosy,  like  thy  servant  Job  ! I will  be  content  with  all, 
provided  these  misfortunes  will  prove  the  faithful  guardians  of 
religion,  and  waft  me  from  the  dunghill  to  repose  in  the  arms  of 
Abraham. 

Let  us  now,  my  brethren,  on  account  of  this  particular  day, 
and  not  from  any  spirit  of  innovation,  address  ourselves  to  our 
Lord  Jesus,  who  is  bodily  present  in  the  consecrated  Host,  de- 
posited in  the  tabernacle  of  that  holy  altar ! Let  us  approach 
him  with  the  true  spirit  of  humility,  and  solicit  his  fatherly  pro- 
tection, and  to  this  end,  let  us  pray,  as  he  himself  has  taught 
us,  saying,  “Our  Father,”  etc. 

We  admire  the  power  and  omnipotence  of  a Supreme  Being  in 
the  wonderful  production  of  all  created  existence  from  the  dark 
womb  of  nothing  and  from  chaos.  We  admire  his  justice  in  the 
punishment  of  the  rebel  angels  for  daring  to  defy  his  omnipotence 
to  arms.  His  mercy  shines  forth  in  the  reward  bestowed  on  the 
angels  who  persevered  in  their  original  innocence.  We  admire 
his  providence  in  the  paternal  care  with  which  he  watches  over 
the  works  of  his  own  hands,  and  directs  them  all  to  the  end  of 
their  creation.  But  what  were  all  these  to  poor  man,  had  not 
his  bountiful  Creator,  by  an  additional  effort  of  his  tenderness, 
established  a religion  which  should  serve  as  a compass  to  steer 
his  rebellious  passions  through  the  boisterous  ocean  of  error  and 
deceit  ? From  the  beginning,  man  was  directed  by  the  dictates 
of  religion,  but  at  the  coming  of  our  Divine  Redeemer,  a more 
distinct  revelation  of  the  truths  of  eternity  and  of  the  stupendous 
mysteries  of  the  divine  Mercy  characterized  and  distinguished 
the  new-bom  religion  of  Christ,  which  surpassed  the  law  of  the 
Jews  and  the  law  of  nature,  as  truth  does  its  shadow  and  reality 
its  type  and  figure.  This  was  the  wonderful  accomplishment  of 
our  divine  redemption,  in  whose  womb  were  locked  up  the 
treasures  of  eternity,  the  most  holy  sacraments  and  the  awful 
Sacrifice  which  Christ  has  left  us  on  the  altar  of  his  love. 

Sacraments,  my  brethren,  are  the  channels  of  divine  grace  for 
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the  sanctification  of  our  souls,  and  sacrifice  is  the  supreme 
homage  by  which  we  honour  the  Deity.  In  those  two  consist 
the  principal  dignity  and  advantage  of  the  Christian  religion, 
which,  though  persecuted  in  its  infancy  and  blasted  by  the  winds 
of  opposition,  yet,  like  the  firm  rock  in  the  raging  sea,  was  only 
purified  and  cleansed  by  the  foaming  billows  of  tyrannical  per- 
secution. The  means  appointed  by  Christ  as  necessary  for  man’s 
salvation  were  not  so  easily  to  be  overturned  ; that  religion  which 
was  to  be  the  bright  star  to  guide  the  corrupted  heart  of  man, 
was  not  to  be  obscured  by  the  clouds  of  erroneous  doctrines,  but 
ride  triumphant  over  the  storms  of  incredulity.  Such,  indeed, 
was  the  case,  for  at  a very  early  period  of  the  Christian 
Church,  the  learned  Doctor,  Tertullian,  writes  thus  to  the  Ro- 
mans : “ We  are  but  of  yesterday,  and  we  have  overspread  your 
empire,  your  cities  : your  islands,  your  forts,  and  towns,  nay, 
your  armies,  your  very  senate  and  forum,  swarm  with  Christians. 
We  have  left  nothing  but  the  temples  of  idolatry  to  yourselves.” 
This  rapid  progress  of  the  religion  of  Christ  was  the  more  wonder- 
ful as  its  doctrine  is  most  sublime.  Incomprehensible  to  the  hu- 
man understanding,  and  diametrically  opposite  to  the  received 
maxims^and  prejudices  of  the  world,  yet  it  triumphed  over  the 
combined  efforts  of  the  learned  Jews  and  powerful  Gentiles. 
The  sole  consideration  of  those  circumstances  alone,  should  force 
the  freethinker  to  confess  the  sentiments  of  his  heart,  and  ac- 
knowledge that  it  is  one  of  the  most  wonderful  and  evident  of 
all  his  miracles  that  the  world  ever  believed  the  Gospel. 

The  holy  Doctor,  St.  Augustine,  calls  him  a prodigy  of  in- 
credulity who  will  not  believe  in  a doctrine  which  he  sees  the 
whole  world  has  been  compelled  by  clear  conviction  to  believe. 
The  evidences,  indeed,  of  this  divine  revelation  were  displayed 
by  the  miraculous  powers  which  were,  I may  say,  the  credentials 
of  Heaven  ; by  the  conformity  with  and  the  accomplishment  of 
the  ancient  prophecies,  by  the  heroic  sanctity  of  its  teachers,  by 
the  constancy  of  its  martyrs,  by  the  sublimity  and  excellence  of 
its  morality,  and  its  doctrine  on  the  mysteries  and  attributes  of 
the  Deity,  and  his  dispensations  towards  man.  The  brightness 
of  the  sublime  truths  of  religion  shine  forth  with  greater  advan- 
tage if  placed  in  contrast  with  the  defective  systems  of  proud 
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philosophers,  who  sacrificed  at  the  shrine  of  reason  alone,  and 
rejected  with  ridicule  the  divine  truths  of  Revelation.  What 
contradictions  do  we  not  meet  with  in  their  opinions  ! what  gross 
mistakes  even  concerning  the  Divinity  and  the  Sovereign  Good  ! 
What  prejudices ! To  how  many  vices  did  they  give  the  name 
of  virtues,  and  how  many  crimes  did  they  not  canonize  ! A 
great  part  of  the  stoical  philosophy  is  hut  a compound  of  pride, 
and  the  magnanimity  of  Aristotle,  as  also  the  generosity  of  Celsus, 
are  hut  the  very  quintessence  of  that  vice.  The  foul  vices  of 
drunkenness  and  the  most  shameful  immodesties  are  pleaded  for 
and  authorized  hy  the  most  eminent  philosophers  of  antiquity, 
as  Socrates,  Plato,  and  Seneca.  Of  human  philosophy,  then, 
we  may  say  with  the  wisest  of  men,  “ I have  tried  all  things  in 
wisdom.  I have  said,  I will  be  wise,  but,  alas  ! wisdom  departed 
farther  from  me.” 

We  are,  then,  obliged  to  confess  the  incomparable  advantages 
and  absolute  necessity  of  religion,  not  only  to  teach  us  the  great 
mysteries  of  our  redemption  and  apply  to  our  souls  the  remedies 
of  our  justification,  but  even  to  direct  us  in  safety  in  the  paths 
of  moral  virtue.  Our  reason,  in  the  present  depraved  state  of 
human  nature,  may  be  compared  to  the  feeble  and  glimmering 
light  which  will  rather  suffice  to  show  the  nocturnal  traveller  that 
he  is  wandering  out  of  the  road,  than  to  direct  him  in  the  right 
way.  If  too  confidently  followed,  and  if  relied  on  in  things 
beyond  its  sphere,  it  easily  leads  astray  : even  in  many  things 
in  which  it  is  appointed  our  guide,  it  is  often  eclipsed  by  the 
passions,  and  becomes  liable  to  error. 

God  is  the  Sovereign  Reason,  who  cannot  err.  His  word  is  the 
life  of  our  souls  ; it  both  enlightens  the  mind,  and  regulates  the 
affections  and  appetites  of  our  heart.  This  is  that  true  wisdom 
we  find  and  possess  in  holy  religion.  How  admirable  is  the  har- 
mony of  the  great  mysteries  which  it  teacher,  how  adorable  the 
light  of  its  most  important  and  most  sublime  truths  ! It  is  the 
house  of  God,  figured  by  Noah’s  ark,  out  of  which  salvation  is 
not  to  be  found ; it  is  “the  tower  of  David,  built  with  bulwarks 
it  is  “ the  pillar  and  the  ground  of  truth  it  is  the  eternal  spring 
of  the  waters  of  life,  which  flow  in  an  abundant  stream  from  Li- 
banus,  and  which  become  in  him  who  drinketh  thereof,  a foun- 
tain of  water  springing  into  eternal  life. 
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Among  the  many  means  with  which  our  holy  religion  furnishes 
us  to  work  the  sanctification  of  our  souls,  the  sacraments  are  to 
be  considered  as  holding  the  first  place,  and  the  Blessed  Eucharist 
is  the  most  holy  and  wonderful  of  all  the  sacraments  of  the  law 
of  grace,  as  it  also  is  the  great  Sacrifice,  by  which  we  pay  our 
homage  to  the  Sovereign  Lord  of  heaven.  A principal  excellency, 
therefore,  of  the  New  Law  consists  in  this  adorable  mystery,  in 
the  institution  of  which,  Christ  displayed  his  infinite  wisdom, 
power,  and  love. 

The  Blessed  Eucharist  is  the  most  wonderful  miracle  of  the 
omnipotence  of  God,  being  nothing  less  than  a perpetuation  of 
his  adorable  Incarnation  amongst  us.  That  an  eternal  God 
should  be  born  in  time,  and  die  on  an  ignominious  cross  for 
sinful  man,  is  a prodigy  which  men  and  angels  will  admire  in 
raptures  of  astonishment  to  all  eternity,  without  ever  being  able 
to  fathom  it.  It  is  a mystery  which  creatures  could  never  have 
known  to  have  been  possible  to  Almighty  Power  itself,  had  they 
not  seen  it  effected.  But  it  is  a mystery  the  more  worthy  of  an 
infinite  God,  the  more  it  is  exalted  above  the  narrow  comprehen- 
sion of  the  most  sublime  created  intelligences.  But  the  infinite 
love  of  the  Almighty  does  not  stop  here,  but  renews  and  con- 
tinues the  same  to  the  end  of  the  world  in  the  Holy  Sacrament 
of  the  Altar,  and  this  in  the  most  wonderful  manner.  We 
behold  there  the  outward  appearance  of  bread  after  consecration 
the  same  as  before.  Our  senses  discern  the  same  physical  ac- 
cidents, the  colour,  quantity,  taste,  and  other  qualities  of  bread  ; 
nor  are  they  deceived  in  the  immediate  objects,  for  such  are  the 
impressions  received,  yet  no  bread  is  present.  These  accidents 
are  without  their  subject. 

How  can  this  be  ? methinks  I hear  from  the  mouth  of  incredu- 
lity. But,  let  the  unbeliever  reflect  that  the  laws  of  nature  are 
subject  to  the  will  of  their  Creator.  He  who  established  them  and 
formed  all  things  in  the  most  admirable  harmony  and  wisdom,  is 
Master  to  suspend,  change,  and  dispose  them  at  pleasure  for 
the  greater  manifestation  of  his  power.  The  substances  of 
bread  and  wine  are  changed  into  the  precious  body  and  blood 
of  Jesus  Christ  by  the  same  power  that  made  all  things  out  of 
nothing,  and  which  can  as  easily  reproduce  the  same  body  in 
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a different  place,  as  it  can  destroy  any  created  body  and  pro- 
duce the  same  again.  With  the  body  and  blood  the  soul  of 
Christ  must  likewise  be  present,  and  by  concomitance,  the  second 
Person  of  the  adorable  Trinity,  hypostatically  united  to  this  hu- 
manity ; also  by  circumincession,  as  theologians  speak,  the  other 
two  Divine  Persons,  as  they  have  but  one  individual  nature,  and 
are  one  and  the  same  God ; so  that  here  are  present  Christ  both 
God  and  Man,  and  the  whole  Blessed  Trinity. 

This  is  the  perpetual  pledge  of  our  Saviour’s  passion,  the 
abridgment  of  his  sacred  mysteries,  the  most  wonderful  of  his 
miracles,  our  singular  comfort  in  his  absence,  the  accomplish- 
ment of  the  greatest  figures  of  the  Old  Law,  and  the  object  of 
perpetual  astonishment  to  the  highest  cherubim.  Here  infinite 
Wisdom  contends  with  infinite  Power,  and  the  glorious  attributes 
of  divine  love,  goodness,  and  mercy,  meet  in  the  most  admirable 
manner.  The  most  noble  and  most  powerful  remedy  is  applied 
to  our  deep  wounds,  a seed  of  incorruptibility  is  planted  in  our 
mortal  bodies,  and  the  source  of  all  grace  is  conferred  upon  us. 
But  although  he  may  seem  in  some  sense  to  have  even  exhausted 
his  omnipotence  and  the  inventions  of  his  infinite  wisdom  in 
giving  us  himself  in  so  wonderful  a manner  to  be  the  nourish- 
ment of  our  souls,  yet  his  love  surpasses  all  other  considerations 
in  this  adorable  mystery,  for  his  power  and  wisdom  in  it  are  only 
subservient  to  his  love. 

But,  alas  ! he  justly  complains  that,  after  all,  he  is  forgotten  by 
us.  In  what  state  will  Jesus  have  us  always  to  remember  him  ? 
In  that  of  his  passion  and  death,  the  more  to  inflame  our  love. 
“As  often  as  you  shall  eat  this  bread  or  drink  this  chalice,  you 
shall  show  the  death  of  our  Lord  until  he  come,”  says  the  Apostle 
'St.  Paul.  Must  not  his  precious  wounds,  as  so  many  mouths  in- 
viting us,  move  us  to  love  him  ? Can  we  behold,  touch,  and  re- 
ceive, under  these  sacramental  veils,  that  a'dorable  flesh  which 
was  laid  in  a manger,  which  was  buffeted,  torn,  and  hung  on  the 
cross  for  us,  and  which  now  shines  glorious  in  heaven  at  the 
right  hand  of  the  Father,  and  not  be  inflamed  with  holy  love,  re- 
membering the  excess  of  his,  and  what  he  has  suffered  for  us  ? 

Let  us  reflect,  that  he  who  gives  us  this  great  mystery,  is  the 
immense  Lord  of  majesty  and  glory,  who  stoops  so  low  as  not 
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only  to  think  with  love  and  mercy  on  us  weak,  miserable  crea- 
tures, covered  with  sin  and  the  dreadful  guilt  of  repeated  treasons 
against  him,  but  to  confer  on  us  the  greatest  good  and  the  richest 
gift  he  could  bestow,  even  himself. 

The  time  he  made  us  this  present  was  when  he  was  going  to 
pass  out  of  this  world  to  his  Father.  A friend  in  the  last  mo- 
ments of  his  departure  summons  up  all  his  tenderness,  and  al- 
most melts  away  and  sinks  under  it.  Our  Blessed  Jesus  felt  these 
emotions,  the  most  vehement  that  human  heart  was  able  to  do, 
as  no  soul  was  ever  endowed  with  a charity  like  his.  He  foresaw 
the  fury  of  our  enraged  spiritual  enemies,  and  perfectly  knew 
our  frame,  our  weakness,  our  miseries,  and  dangers.  He  was  bid- 
ding us  his  last  farewell  in  this  world,  and  oh ! what  a tender 
adieu,  my  children,  came  from  his  heavenly  lips,  while  his  heart 
was  moved  with  pity  and  compassion  ! In  his  passion,  he  was 
himself  to  be  our  Victim,  to  suffer  and  die  for  us.  He  bestows 
himself  on  us  again  in  his  heavenly  kingdom,  to  be  our  joy, 
our  crown,  our  infinite  reward,  and  bliss  to  all  eternity.  Yet, 
not  content  with  this,  he  would  give  us  himself  in  these  sacred 
mysteries,  to  be  our  daily  spiritual  food,  our  comfort,  and  our 
strength,  during  the  term  of  our  mortal  exile.  He  foresaw  the 
monstrous  ingratitude,  insensibility,  outrages,  profanations,  and 
sacrileges,  which  he  should  meet  with  in  the  world.  How  some 
would  blaspheme  him ; others  would  repeat  the  perfidiousnesss  of 
Judas  by  receiving  him  unworthily  and  in  a state  of  mortal  sin  ; 
others  would  slight  him,  and  out  of  sloth,  seldom  approach  his 
divine  banquet,  suffering  their  souls  to  perish  with  spiritual  fa- 
mine. Yes,  all  this  he  foresaw ; but  nothing,  0 my  Jesus  ! could 
assuage  your  love.  You  desired  from  all  eternity  to  give  us  this 
proof  of  your  affection,  to  the  astonishment  of  all  creatures, 
but  more  especially  from  the  first  moment  of  your  incarnation, 
with  desire  you  cried  out,  “I  have  desired  (with  the  most  lan- 
guishing and  vehement  desire)  to  eat  this  passover  before  I 
suffer.”  Sweet  Jesus  ! eternal  Lover  of  our  souls  ! praise,  honour, 
and  glory  be  for  ever  given  to  you  for  having  instituted  this 
Sacrament  of  love,  to  clothe  us  with  spiritual  riches. 

What  gifts  are  not  bestowed  on  him  who  receives  worthily  ! In 
the  communion  of  the  divine  flesh  and  blood,  he  is  made  concor- 
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poreal  with  Christ,  according  to  the  expression  of  St.  Cyril  of 
Jerusalem  and  other  Fathers.  Christ  mingles  himself  with  us, 
and  makes  himself  our  spiritual  food ; and  by  this  spiritual 
nourishment,  the  worthy  communicants  are  changed  and  trans- 
formed into  Christ,  and  become  most  perfectly  his  members. 
Whence,  my  holy  Father  and  Doctor  of  the  Church,  Augustine, 
makes  Christ  address  himself  thus  to  a soul : “I  am  the  food  of 
those  that  are  grown  up;  grow  thou  up,  and  thou  shalt  feed  on 
me ; neither  shalt  thou  convert  me  into  thee,  like  thy  corporal 
food,  but  thou  shalt  be  changed  into  me.”  Thus,  the  partici- 
pation of  the  body  and  blood  of  Christ  makes  us  pass  into  that 
which  we  receive,  and  this  spiritual  union  of  the  soul  with  Christ 
is  a permanent  grace  in  the  soul,  but,  alas ! is  lost  by  mortal  sin. 

Another  effect  of  the  Blessed  Eucharist  is,  the  great  increase 
and  conservation  of  charity  and  grace,  the  spiritual  life  of  the 
soul.  God  is  the  Bread  of  Angels,  who  feed  on  him  whom  they 
behold  in  his  glory.  We,  in  our  present  state  of  mortality,  are 
nourished  by  him  under  these  veils.  As  nature  uses  an  artifice 
and  converts  the  substance  of  the  mother  into  milk  in  order  to 
feed  her  little  babes ; so,  our  good  God  converts  himself  into  a 
kind  of  milk  (to  use  the  expression  of  St.  Augustine),  “ to  nourish 
our  souls  in  the  disguise  of  this  Sacrament.” 

A good  Communion,  my  brethren,  strengthens  us  against  mor- 
tal sin,  because,  as  St.  John  says,  repeating  the  words  of  our  Lord, 
“ This  is  the  bread  that  cometh  down  from  heaven,  that  if  any 
man  eat  of  it,  he  shall  not  die  for  ever.”  By  it  we  obtain  a spirit 
of  perfect  disengagement  from  the  world,  a spirit  of  mortification 
and  penance;  a spirit  of  humility,  rejoicing  in  contumely  and 
contempt ; a spirit  of  patience,  resignation,  courage,  and  fortitude ; 
a spirit  of  recollection  and  prayer,  a spirit  of  fervour  ever  active 
and  alive  ; and  a spirit  of  zeal  always  ardent.  By  it  the  strength 
of  our  enemies  is  weakened,  the  heat  of  our  passions  is  allayed, 
and  our  souls  are  armed  against  temptations.  For,  as  St. 
Irenaeus  remarks,  “ it  plants  in  us  a seed  of  love,  a seed  of  in- 
corruption  and  immortality,”  It  is  a hidden  manna,  and  a source 
of  spiritual  sweetness  and  joy  to  devout  souls.  The  celebrated 
writer,  Salmeron,  observes  in  his  works,  that  a certain  learned 
convert  from  Calvinism  assured  him  that  he  found  Jesus  so  sweet 
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in  the  Holy  Communion,  that  a taste  thereof  would,  he  thought, 
bring  all  the  Calvinists  to  the  true  faith. 

To  these  happy  effects  the  greater  part  even  of  those  who  pro- 
fess themselves  followers  of  Christ  are  entirely  strangers  ; for  in 
that  region  of  spiritual  darkness,  scarcely  any  have  either  know- 
ledge of  or  relish  for  the  spirit  of  God  or  his  divine  interior  gifts. 

In  fine,  he  who  receives  with  proper  dispositions,  receives  an 
inexhaustible  source  of  blessings  both  for  this  life  and  for  the 
next. 

Oh  ! happy,  thrice  happy  state  of  the  worthy  Communicant ! and 
generally  the  lot  of  the  blind,  the  lame,  the  needy,  and  the  miserable. 
Courage,  then,  ye  persecuted  sons  of  poverty,  complain  not  of 
Divine  Providence,  since  Heaven,  by  your  peculiar  situation  in 
life,  is  in  a particular  manner  held  out  to  your  possession.  Envy 
not  the  pampered  glutton,  or  that  monster  of  the  human  species, 
the  hardened  miser,  envy  not,  I say,  these  favourites  of  fortune, 
since  in  your  humble  sphere  you  enjoy  that  peace  of  mind  by 
sharing  worthily  of  Christ’s  banquet,  which  is  a stranger  to  their 
bosoms.  Fired  with  the  love  of  that  God  whom  you  have  here  re- 
ceived into  your  breasts,  your  souls  ever  on  the  wing  in  search 
of  true  felicity,  are  now  filled  with  content ; whilst  they,  unthink- 
ing worldlings,  hurried  on  by  their  passions,  perpetually  desire 
with  anxiety  what  they  never,  never  will  be  able  to  compass. 
And  should  they  even  possess  the  object  of  their  wishes,  this 
very  possession,  far  from  calming  them,  will  only  increase  their 
rage  by  tempestuous  swells  of  desire. 

The  just  man,  strengthened  by  the  Bread  of  Angels,  is  a rock 
against  temptation.  The  winds  may  blow,  the  billows  may  rage 
with  terrific  fury ; he  may  appear  to  sink,  but  it  is  only  to  rise 
with  additional  glory ; for  the  Pilot  he  has  received  into  his  bosom 
steers  his  affections  clear  of  the  shoals  of  sin  and  corruption. 
Thus  may  you  have  seen  the  child  of  the  ocean,  the  majestic  ship, 
assailed  on  all  sides  by  the  united  elemental  force  of  wind  and 
water.  The  rattling  storm  dismantles  her  masts  and  destroys 
her  rigging,  the  dreadful  waves  foam  around  her  sides,  dash  on 
her  decks,  and  fill  her  with  water ; the  noisy  thunder  strikes  death 
into  the  afflicted  mariner,  whilst  the  faint  glimmering  of  flashing 
lightning  serves  only  to  reveal  the  black  horrors  of  darkness  and 
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nocturnal  obscurity ; the  floating  machine  is  tossed  at  the  pleasure 
of  the  surge,  and  neighbouring  rocks  threaten  her  with  instant 
ruin ; she  plunges  with  violence  into  the  deep,  and  seems  devoured 
by  the  gaping  waves.  Once  more  she  rises  triumphant  in  the  air, 
but  instantly  is  dashed  with  redoubled  fury  into  a deeper  grave, 
and  seems  doomed  to  be  the  victim  of  the  unrelenting  winds. 
Sad  situation  indeed!  But  behold,  in  this  critical  moment  of 
danger,  the  storm  ceases  on  a sudden,  the  waves  are  calmed,  a 
favouring  breeze  swells  the  unfurled  canvass,  the  joyful  pilot 
steers  the  half- wrecked  vessel,  and  is  wafted  in  safety  to  the  in- 
tended port. 

Just  so,  the  worthy  communicant  braves  all  dangers  whilst 
his  God  is  with  him.  His  eternal  wisdom  is  his  guide,  his 
omnipotence  his  support,  the  justice  of  his  Saviour  his  infallible 
rule,  and  the  prospect  of  a glorious  immortality  his  consolation 
in  the  trials  of  affliction.  If  death  stares  him  in  the  face,  he 
views  him  with  the  tranquillity  of  innocence,  and  smiles  to  think 
he  is  now  going  to  enjoy  the  vision  of  his  Blessed  Saviour,  who 
has  so  often  been  the  food  of  his  soul.  He  opens  his  hallowed 
lips  to  receive  his  Lord  for  the  last  time ; he  sheds  the  tear  of  re- 
pentance, and  mingles  it  with  the  tender  tears  of  a last  farewell  to 
his  nearest  and  dearest  friends.  He  now  with  confidence  looks 
towards  heaven,  and  cries  out  with  the  aged  Simeon,  “ Now  dost 
thou  dismiss  thy  servant,  0 Lord  ! in  peace  according  to  thy 
word.”  Adieu  ! deluding  world  with  all  thy  vanity.  Adieu  ! my 
friends ; remember  that  although  virtue  may  be  laughed  at  and 
scorned  for  a while,  eternal  happiness  will  be  the  reward  of  suf- 
fering virtue.  Come  now,  my  Jesus,  my  heart  is  ready.  Admit 
me  now  to  thy  chaste  embraces,  who  have  so  often  received  thee 
into  this  body  of  corruption,  which  shall  now  sleep  in  putrefaction. 
But  my  soul,  0 my  Jesus  ! through  thy  boundless  mercy,  will  be 
ever  blessed  by  the  inheritance  of  thy  body  and  thy  blood.  Thus, 
purified  by  repentance,  and  rich  in  good  works,  and  ripe  for 
eternity,  he  closes  his  eyes  for  ever,  launches  into  eternity, 
clothed  with  the  garment  of  Christian  virtues,  and  calmly  re- 
poses in  the  Lord.  Thus  sets  the  blazing  sun  on  a sweet  silent 
evening  of  summer,  when,  after  performing  his  periodical  journey 
of  the  day,  he  majestically  descends  into  the  bosom  of  the  western 
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western  ocean,  surrounded  on  all  sides  with  the  bright  charms  of 
a variegated  firmament.  0 happy  state,  that  of  the  worthy  com- 
municant ! Oh,  the  immensity  of  Divine  Love  in  instituting  and 
perpetuating  this  Most  Holy  Sacrament ! Oh,  overflowing  Divine 
Mercy ! Oh,  prodigious  liberality  of  our  God  in  giving  us  Him- 
self for  the  food  of  our  souls ! Man  fell  by  the  mortal  apple ; he 
is  now  raised  by  the  food  of  the  Tree  of  Life.  The  one  was  the 
poisonous  morsel  of  death  ; the  other  is  the  balsamic  nourish- 
ment of  life.  O most  excellent  Sacrament ! 0 Sacrament 

worthy  to  be  adored,  reverenced,  honoured,  and  glorified,  exalt- 
ed with  singular  praises,  and  commended  with  the  loudest  accla- 
mations ! Lost  in  praise,  lost  in  admiration,  lost  in  the  ten  derest 
and  most  unbounded  gratitude,  I can  only  say  from  my  heart, 
May  the  name  of  the  Lord  be  glorified  for  ever ! 

And  now,  ye  cursers  and  blasphemers,  ye  drunkards  and  usu- 
rers, and  all  ye  libertine  Catholics  of  the  present  day,  what  return 
of  gratitude  do  you  make  to  your  Lord  and  Master  for  this  his 
unparalleled  mercy  ? What  return,  I repeat  ? Horrid  blas- 
phemies, crying  extortions,  extravagant  rioting,  and  indecent  be- 
haviour in  the  house  of  God,  by  changing  it  into  a meeting-house 
of  amorous  intrigue,  and,  above  all,  the  horrid  ingratitude  of 
sacrilegious  Communions  ! It  is  thus  all  such,  by  their  pagan,  nay, 
more  than  pagan  lives,  multiply  their  outrages  against  their  most 
loving  Lord  in  this  great  mystery  of  love,  and  make  him,  now  re- 
siding on  our  altars,  complain  still,  as  he  did  on  the  Cross, 
“They  have  given  me  gall  for  my  food,  and  in  my  thirst  they 
have  given  me  vinegar  to  drink.’'  Oh,  shocking  insensibility  ! 
Who  will  give  water  to  my  head  and  a fountain  of  tears  to  my 
eyes,  to  bewail  these  indignities  ? Sun  and  rocks,  ye  that  were 
sensible  at  the  death  of  your  Lord  and  Maker,  why  not  now  also 
at  the  irreverences  offered  him  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  ? O sun  ! 
cover  thyself  once  more  with  darkness,  and  ye,  O rocks  ! rend 
yourselves  with  horror.  Descend,  at  least,  ye  Angels  of  glory, 
zealous  defenders  of  the  majesty  of  Christ  Jesus,  come  and  weep 
bitterly  over  these  disorders.  All  ye  chaste  spouses  of  Jesus 
Christ,  and  all  ye  faithful  lovers  of  your  Divine  Redeemer,  assem- 
ble in  troops,  and  by  your  inflamed  praises  of  love  and  adoration, 
make  some  atonement  to  the  injured  charity  of  your  God. 
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0 sacrilegious  communicant!  who,  as  Herod  sought  for  the  in- 
fant Jesus  to  adore  him,  with  no  other  end  than  that  of  sacri- 
ficing his  life  to  his  own  private  ambition,  as  the  cries  of  Rachel 
for  her  slaughtered  babes  clearly  bear  witness ; sacrilegious  com- 
municant, I say,  like  him,  you  adore  in  treachery,  and  stab  your 
Lord  in  the  very  act  of  adoration  ! Reflect  on  the  fate  of  Judas  : 
in  that  unfortunate  apostate,  suicide  was  the  horrid  offspring  of  an 
unworthy  Communion.  He  died  by  his  own  hands,  and  his  en- 
trails, reeking  as  yet  with  the  blood  of  his  betrayed  Master,  burst 
from  their  bounds,  and  accuse  him  of  the  murder  of  a God. 
Look  to  this  portrait,  I say,  and  behold  yourself  in  the  picture. 
If  God,  in  his  mercy,  should  keep  you  from  self-murder,  reflect, 
at  least,  on  your  sentiments  at  the  tremendous  hour  of  death. 
Metliinks,  0 sinner  ! terror  and  doubt  sit  horrible  on  your  trou- 
bled brow,  and  bitter  sighs  swell  your  tumultuous  breast.  Guilty 
conscience  arouses,  slumbering  despair  wakes  up  the  sad  memory  of 
a life  illspent,  and  of  a worse  eternity  to  come.  It  is  now  the  sins 
concealed  in  confession  at  the  tribunal  of  penance,  it  is  now  the 
sacrilegious  Communions  crowd  on  the  mind  of  the  dying  man, 
and  sadden  his  fainting  heart.  His  eyes,  already  glimmering 
within  their  hollow  sockets,  view  nothing  save  desolation  and  hor- 
ror. 0 dreadful  state ! “ Ministers  of  the  Lord,”  he  cries, 

“ come  ye  to  my  assistance  !”  But  alas  ! they  are  deaf  to  his  too 
late  entreaties,  for  Christ  said,  “ You  shall  seek  me,  you  shall  not 
find  me,  and  you  shall  die  in  your  sins.”  “No  comfort  is  there 
to  be  had  for  me,”  he  exclaims ; “ alas ! I am  miserable.  On 
one  hand  are  my  sins,  on  the  other,  the  furies  of  hell  are  wait- 
ing to  seize  on  my  departing  souk  Before  me  stands  death  ; be- 
hind me  an  ungrateful  world,  which  spurns  me.  Above  me  is  an 
injured  God,  whom  I have  always  sacrilegiously  received  in  the 
Blessed  Sacrament.  Under  me  is  hell,  that  opens  wide  its  un- 
relenting jaws  to  devour  and  welcome  me  to  eternal  misery. 
What  shall  I do  ? I am  abandoned  by  God  whom  I have 
abused,  by  religion  which  I have  scorned,  by  my  own  conscience 
which  I have  heretofore  trampled  under  foot.  I cannot  ask  pardon, 
for  I despair  of  forgiveness.  Farewell,  then,  hope;  farewell,  fear  ; 
farewell,  remorse.  Adieu,  just  God ; adieu,  religion ; adieu,  my  con- 
science ; but  no,  my  conscience  will  descend  with  me  even  to  the 
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horrors  of  an  infernal  world.”  His  voice  now  fails,  his  eyes  close 
for  ever,  and  his  wicked  spirit  rushes  forth  with  the  violence  of  a 
tempest,  and  is  lodged  for  ever  in  the  dungeon  of  hell.  Here 
beholct  the  sad  consequences  of  unworthy  Communions. 

Ah  ! then,  grow  wise  in  time,  and  by  reforming  your  life,  change 
the  sentence  that  now  appears  against  you.  Disarm  the  justice  of 
the  Almighty  God,  by  a detestation  of  your  past  life,  and  let  him 
not  forget  his  tender  mercy  in  the  wonderful  magnitude  of  your 
offences. 

It  behoves  every  individual  to  be  now  prepared  for  eternity.  Is 
not  our  native  land  pregnant  with  horror  and  confusion  ? Yes,  and 
I fear  the  offspring  will  be  some  devouring  monster.  The  faggot 
of  discontent  consumes  the  property  of  the  industrious  farmer 
through  every  corner  of  this  kingdom,  and  forces  him  to  quit  bis 
former  mansion  of  peace  and  tranquillity,  while,  on  the  other 
hand,  the  spirit  of  opposition  crowds  Irish  dungeons  with  thousands 
of  her  sons. 

May  I not,  then,  in  justice,  cry  out,  with  the  great  Augustine, 
“ Dangers  threaten  us  on  the  right,”  laquei  a dextris ; “ dangers 
threaten  us  on  the  left,”  laquei  a sinistris.  As  the  danger  is, 
then,  so  imminent,  is  it  not  fit  time  for  every  person  to  ward  off 
the  blow  of  our  infernal  enemies  ? 

Penetrated,  therefore,  with  a lively  sense  of  the  depth  of  our 
wounds  and  injuries,  let  each  of  us  say  from  his  heart,  “ Adorable 
Jesus ! compassionate  Comforter  of  the  afflicted ! behold  now  in 
my  soul  an  object  worthy  of  the  whole  extent  of  thy  mercy. 
Blinded  in  my  understanding,  I have  hitherto  wandered  in  the 
mazes  of  error  ! Hitherto  I have  been  an  idolater  of  myself  by 
pride,  and  by  being  enslaved  to  my  senses ; an  idolater  of  the 
world  by  the  spirit  of  vanity  and  avarice.  These  idols  I now  re- 
nounce from  my  heart,  and  renew  my  baptismal  engagements, 
which  I have  perfidiously  broken.  Heal,  then,  sweet  Jesus  ! the 
wounds  of  my  soul,  under  wdiich  I still  groan,  strengthen  my 
weakness,  consecrate  my  soul  and  body,  with  all  their  faculties 
and  senses,  and  reign  in  me,  O Lord  ! without  control. 

Now,  venerable  ministers  of  the  Altar,  proceed  on  your  solemn 
procession  to  honour  the  Victim  of  love  in  the  Most  Adorable 
Sacrament,  and  whilst  ye  chant  the  “Pange,  lingua,  gloriosi,”  let 
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the  faithful  people  unite  in  praising,  honouring,  and  glorifying 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  ever  present  in  the  Most  Holy  Eucharist. 
Amen. 


A SERMON 

FOR  THE 

BENEFIT  OF  THE  ORPHAN  SOCIETY. 


“ Charity  covereth  a multitude  of  sin9.” — St.  James. 

There  is  no  duty  commanded  in  Scripture  on  which  so  much 
stress  is  laid  as  that  of  all-saving  charity.  It  is  set  forth  in  a 
thousand  places  as  the  grand  criterion  by  which  we  are  to  dis- 
tinguish the  true  disciples  of  Jesus  Christ.  It  will  also  he  se- 
lected at  the  grand  and  awful  day  of  judgment  as  that  part  of 
the  Christian’s  character  which  is  most  decisive  of  his  life,  and 
on  the  discharge  of  which  his  eternal  misery  or  happiness  will 
depend. 

Such,  in  fact,  is  the  state  of  human  affairs  since  the  disobedi- 
ence of  our  great  first  father  Adam,  that  the  holy  disposition 
which  leads  us  to  supply  the  wants  and  alleviate  the  sufferings 
of  unhappy  men,  must,  indeed,  be  a duty  of  capital  importance. 
The  many  evils,  as  well  physical  as  moral,  which  we  discover  in 
the  face  of  creation,  call  aloud  for  this  heaven -born  virtue.  God 
forbid  that  for  a moment  I should  indulge  a too-presumptuous 
curiosity  by  assigning  the  causes  of  the  divine  conduct,  or  at- 
tempt, with  too  daring  a hand,  to  draw  aside  the  veil  which 
covers  the  councils  of  the  Eternal.  On  the  contrary,  I will  say, 
that  the  enjoyments  of  this  life  are  grafted  on  its  wants ; from 
natural  evil  arises  moral  good,  and  the  sufferings  of  some  con- 
tribute to  the  happiness  of  all,  and  the  glory  of  “ God,  who 
hringeth  good  out  of  evil.”  Charity,  in  its  most  comprehensive 
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sense,  signifies  that  disposition  of  mind  which,  from  love  and 
gratitude  to  God,  leads  us  to  do  all  the  good  in  our  power  to 
man  throughout  every  region  of  the  earth.  Thus,  it  embraces 
a large  circle,  extending  to  all  the  virtues  of  the  social  life, 
and  to  many,  the  graces  of  the  religious  one.  There  should,  how- 
ever, be  a method  observed  in  the  exercise  of  benevolence. 

In  great  and  populous  cities,  we  must  necessarily  be  sur- 
rounded by  the  needy  and  importunate,  and  it  often  is  more 
than  difficult  to  distinguish  between  the  real  object  of  pity  and 
his  borrowed  resemblance.  How  often  do  not  the  wandering 
vagrants  in  the  street,  the  greatest  want  of  many  of  whom  is 
the  want  of  virtue,  who  prefer  laziness  and  vice  to  sober  in- 
dustry ; how  often,  I say,  do  not  such  wretches  traffic  on  the 
feelings  of  the  humane  by  their  clamorous  importunity,  and  im- 
pose on  the  credulity  of  mankind  by  fictitious  tales  of  dis- 
tress ! To  support  such,  is  to  encourage  the  indolent ; it  is  act- 
ing contrary  to  the  intention  of  the  Almighty,  who  created  us  all 
for  industry  and  action.  It  is,  in  short,  essentially  injuring 
society,  which  claims  a right  to  the  services  of  all  its  members ; 
injuring  it,  I say,  most  materially  by  fostering  a race  of  slug- 
gards to  prey  upon  the  vitals  of  the  state. 

He,  indeed,  must  be  considered  a valuable  member  of  society, 
and  merits  well  of  mankind,  who,  by  devising  means  of  em- 
ployment for  the  poorer  classes  of  society,  delivers  the  public 
from  a useless  incumbrance,  and  the  state  from  a nefarious  gang 
of  midnight  incendiaries.  If  it  he  meritorious  “ to  turn  the  de- 
sert,” according  to  the  language  of  the  Prophet,  ‘‘into  a beauti- 
ful field,  and  make  the  barren  wastes  break  forth  into  songs  of 
joy,"  must  it  not  be  more  meritorious  to  cultivate  the  deserts  in 
the  moral  world,  to  render  those  who  otherwise  must  turn  out 
pernicious  members  of  society,  happy  in  themselves  and  benefi- 
cial to  the  state  ? Such  a man,  I say,  is  the  true  patriot,  and 
has  a stronger  claim  on  the  respect  of  his  country  than  all  the 
man-destroying  warriors  who  swell  the  annals  of  our  history. 
The  fame  of  the  one  is  founded  on  the  numbers  he  has  slain,  the 
glory  of  the  other  arises  from  the  numbers  he  has  made  happy 
by  restoring  them  to  the  bosom  of  their  families. 

To  supply  the  wants  of  the  really  indigent,  aged,  and  ne- 
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cessitous,  is  certainly,  my  beloved  brethren,  an  act  of  charity  of 
the  highest  importance.  Nor  can  there  be  conceived  a more  dis- 
tressing case  than  that  of  a poor  parent,  who,  after  toiling  the 
whole  day  in  hardships  under  all  the  rigours  of  the  season,  yet,  at 
night,  instead  of  finding  rest,  shall  meet  with  a pang  more  in- 
supportable than  all  his  fatigues  abroad,  the  cravings  of  a nume- 
rous and  helpless  family,  which  he  cannot  satisfy  with  his  utmost 
efforts  and  best  endeavours.  A melancholy  case  indeed,  and 
more  than  sufficient  to  fill  with  compassion  the  most  unfeeling 
wretch  upon  earth.  Would  it  be  surprising,  my  brethren,  if 
such  a sufferer,  in  a fit  of  despondency,  should  abandon  his 
starving  family,  should  join  the  first  military  train  that  would 
appear,  that  he  should  plunge  into  the  ranks  of  war,  and  when 
mortally  wounded  by  the  enemy,  that  he  should  bend  his  knee  to 
bless  the  friendly  ball  that  lavs  himself  and  his  sorrows  together 
in  the  grave  ? Ah  ! my  brethren,  what  can  be  more  worthy  of  a 
Christian  than  to  contribute  to  the  happiness  of  such  a creature, 
by  saving  him  to  be  of  use  to  his  family ! Believe  me,  if  you 
wish  to  become  an  epicure  in  delicious  feelings,  there  is  a luxury 
to  be  enjoyed  in  such  charity,  that  the  ungodly  never  experience 
in  the  wide  rounds  of  their  dissipation.  What  luxury  must  there 
not  be  in  being  a staff  to  the  declining  days  of  a poor  man,  who, 
in  the  hour  of  his  prosperity,  was  a father  to  the  fatherless  ! 
What  a luxury,  to  smooth  the  furrows  in  his  faded  cheeks,  and 
to  make  the  winter  of  old  age  wear  the  aspect  of  spring  or 
summer ! 

Alas  ! however,  the  most  signal  objects  of  our  compassion 
are  certainly  children  bereft  of  their  parents,  orphans  cast  by  the 
world  on  the  care  of  Providence.  To  act  the  part  of  a father  to 
those  upon  whose  helpless  years  no  parent  of  their  own  ever 
smiled  ; to  rear  up  the  plant  that  -was  left  alone  to  perish  in  the 
storm ; to  fence  the  tender  bloom  against  the  early  blasts  of  vice  ; 
to  watch,  in  short,  and  superintend  its  growth  till  it  flourishes 
and  brings  forth  fruit ; oh,  how  delightful  the  task  to  the  generous 
and  feeling  mind  ! What  can  be  more  glorious  than  to  train  up 
the  young  to  happiness  and  virtue ; to  conduct  them  with  a safe 
but  gentle  hand  through  the  dangerous  stages  of  infancy  and 
youth  ; to  instil  into  their  minds  pure  and  generous  notions  of 


religion  ! Thus,  they  will  become  useful  members  of  society  and 
the  brightest  ornaments  of  the  state,  who,  if  thrown  on  the  world 
and  left  defenceless,  would,  without  a most  extraordinary  grace 
of  God,  become  a nuisance  to  the  world  and  a burden  to  their 
country. 

By  the  love,  then,  which  you  owe  to  your  country,  let  me  en- 
treat you  to  be  generous  on  the  present  occasion.  The  welfare 
or  misfortunes  of  our  native  land  are  to  be  determined  by  your 
exertions  in  the  present  cause  of  the  orphan  ; either  you  will 
make  these  little  ones  the  blessing  or  the  curse  of  the  soil  that 
gave  them  birth. 

Charity,  believe  me,  is  the  source  of  a nation’s  prosperity.  Let 
us  listen  to  the  Royal  Psalmist  depicting  the  happiness  of  a 
country  distinguished  for  charity  and  religion  : “ Their  sons  shall 
grow  up  as  the  young  plants,  and  their  daughters  shall  be  as  the 
lilies  of  the  field ; their  granaries  shall  be  full  and  plenteous 
with  all  manner  of  stores  ; their  sheep  shall  bring  forth  thousands 
and  ten  thousands  in  the  streets ; their  oxen  shall  be  strong  to 
♦labour,  and  there  shall  be  no  decay  nor  complaining  in  the 
streets.”  “ Behold,”  says  the  Lord  again,  “ if  ye  will  turn  every 
one  from  the  evil  of  his  ways,  if  ye  will  judge  the  cause  of  the 
widow  and  the  fatherless,  I will  open  the  windows  of  heaven,  and 
pour  you  out  such  a blessing,  that  there  shall  not  be  room  to  re- 
ceive it.  Blessed  shall  be  the  fruit  of  thy  body  and  of  thy 
ground,  the  fruit  of  thy  cattle  and  the  increase  of  thy  flocks.” 
What  can  be  more  beautiful,  what  could  possibly  in  stronger 
terms  excite  us  all  to  the  practice  of  benevolence  ? If,  then,  the 
big  drop  should  swell  in  sorrow’s  eye,  let  our  compassion  catch 
it  e’er  it  wet  the  mourner’s  cheek  ; let  our  charity  wed  the  widows 
want  and  adopt  the  fatherless,  and  then  we  may  rely  on  the  pro- 
mise of  God,  that  the  black  catalogue  of  human  ills  shall  be 
thinned  in  the  land,  and  our  country,  made  happy  by  the  bounty 
of  her  children,  shall  bear  a more  than  faint  resemblance  to 
heaven. 

If,  however,  the  charms  of  a religious  and  charitable  life,  if 
its  rewards  here  and  hereafter  fail  to  convert  us  on  this  day  to  the 
exercise  of  mercy,  in  relieving  the  wants  of  one  hundred  little 
children,  of  one  hundred  abandoned  little  creatures,  let  us,  at 
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least,  roused  by  the  alarming  threats  of  Scripture,  quit  a life 
against  which  the  Sacred  Writings  denounce  the  severest  venge- 
ance even  in  this  world,  and  to  a certainty  in  the  next ! Terri- 
fying, indeed,  beyond  conception  are  the  judgments  with  which 
God  threatened  to  afflict  the  sinful  nations  of  the  earth.  Thus 
the  Holy  Writings  represent  his  wrath  : “Wo  unto  you  that  de- 
cree unrighteous  judgment,  that  take  away  their  right  from  the 
poor ; of  whom  widows  are  the  prey,  and  who  rob  the  fatherless ; 
who  have  not  given  bread  to  the  hungry,  nor  clothed  the  naked 
with  a garment.”  “ Behold,”  saith  the  Lord,  “ shall  I not  visit 
for  these  things,  and  shall  not  my  soul  be  avenged  on  such  a na- 
tion as  this  ? Yea,  I will  open  mine  armoury  ; I wTill  bring  forth 
the  weapons  of  my  indignation ; your  hands  shall  be  faint,  and 
your  hearts  shall  melt  with  fear ; pangs  and  sorrow  shall  take  fast 
hold  upon  you  ; the  heavens  over  your  head  shall  be  as  brass,  and 
the  earth  as  iron ; your  children  shall  be  dashed  to  pieces  before 
your  eyes  ; your  houses  shall  be  spoiled,  and  your  wives  defiled  ; 
ye  shall  die  of  grievous  deaths ; I will  smite  you  with  consump- 
tion, with  fevers,  with  extreme  burnings,  with  the  sword  and 
famine,  with  blasting  and  mildew ; ye  shall  flee  before  your  ene- 
mies, and  be  sorely  smitten  ; ye  shall  not  be  lamented  ; ye  shall 
be  as  dung  on  the  face  of  the  earth,  and  your  carcasses  shall  be 
meat  unto  the  fowls  of  the  air.” 

Dreadful  picture,  my  brethren,  of  a sinful  and  uncharitable 
nation  ! From  such  a terrifying  description,  well  may  human 
nature  turn  aside  its  aching  eyes.  God  grant,  that  the  few  good 
and  charitable  still  left  amongst  us,  who  upheld  amidst  the  burst- 
ing tempest  the  sacred  roof  of  charity;  God  grant,  I say,  that 
these  few  may  be  found  in  the  eyes  of  Providence  a sufficient 
reason  for  his  mercy,  to  avert  such  national  visitations  as  threaten 
us  at  this  awful  moment.  Menaced  as  we  are  with  invasion  by 
one  proud  half  of  Europe,  and  basely  deserted  by  the  other  half, 
which  is  degraded  and  in  chains ; the  world  and  its  policy  armed 
against  us,  without  a friend  or  an  ally  ; dreadful  situation  indeed, 
if  we  are  no  longer  the  object  of  Divine  mercy!  “If  the  Lord 
keepeth  not  the  city,  in  vain  he  watcheth  that  keepeth  it.”  Yet, 
how  are  we  affected  by  these  alarming  threats  of  a formidable  and 
implacable  foe  ? True,  I behold  with  pleasure  the  opulence, 
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the  learning,  and  industry  of  the  land  arrayed  in  the  garb  of  war, 
ready  to  unsheath  the  patriotic  sword  in  defence  of  our  liberties, 
our  fortunes,  and  our  lives.  I rejoice  most  heartily  in  the  bravery 
and  courage  of  our  matchless  patriots : but  this  is  not  sufficient. 
We  must  not  trust  to  our  own  strength.  No  ; we  must  place  the 
Ruler  of  the  universe,  who  balanceth  the  fate  of  nations  in  his 
right  and  left  hand ; Him,  I say,  we  must  place  as  Sentinel  o’er 
our  persons  and  our  property.  A moral  reformation,  therefore, 
must  be  visible  amongst  us : and  is  such  the  case  ? Alas ! the 
contrary  is  but  too  visible ; vice  is  not  less  unblushing  nor  im- 
piety more  timid  in  this  the  day  of  our  visitation,  than  in  our 
highest  and  most  enviable  prosperity.  Which  of  us  feels  properly 
for  the  alarming  danger  of  the  public  weal  ? Which  of  us  has 
parted  with  his  favourite  vice,  roused  by  the  common  peril,  and 
trembling  with  a pious  fear  for  his  threatened  country  ? 

We  have  read  of  other  wars  visiting  the  British  empire ; we 
have  heard  of  other  national  distresses ; but  in  the  hour  of  trouble, 
we  have  ever  found  that  all  divisions  ceased,  all  parties  coalesced, 
every  head,  every  heart,  every  hand  concurred  in  planning,  sup- 
porting, and  executing  every  scheme  calculated  for  the  common 
good.  In  imitation,  therefore,  of  our  sainted  forefathers,  the  il- 
lustrious dead,  our  venerable  patriots,  let  us  also  join  hand  in 
land  in  the  common  cause  ! Let  our  jealousies,  our  wrongs,  and 
our  animosities  be  sacrificed  on  the  altar  of  our  country  ! That 
attachment  which  good  citizens  bear  to  their  country,  has  ever 
been  esteemed  a virtue  of  the  highest  class.  Not  to  mention  the 
Greeks  and  the  Romans,  the  history  of  the  Israelites,  with  which 
you  are  more  familiar,  presents  us  with  grand  and  striking  in- 
stances of  patriotism  and  public  spirit.  With  what  true  pathos, 
with  what  fine  touches  of  genuine  eloquence  does  the  Prophet  de- 
scribe the  feelings  of  the  expatriated  Jews ! “ By  the  rivers  of 
Babylon,  there  we  sat  down;  yea,  we  wept,  when  we  remembered 
Sion ; we  hung  up  our  harps  on  the  willows  in  the  midst  thereof, 
for  they  that  carried  us  away  captive  required  of  us  a song.  If  I 
forget  thee,  0 Jerusalem  ! let  my  tongue  cleave  to  the  roof  of 
my  mouth.  Peace  be  within  thy  walls,  and  prosperity  within  thy 
palaces !” 

Our  Divine  Master  himself  dearly  loved  his  country,  and  ut- 
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tered  that  celebrated  exclamation  of  patriotism,  “ 0 Jerusalem  \ 
Jerusalem  ! how  often  would  I have  gathered  thee,  as  a hen  ga- 
tliereth  her  brood  under  her  wings !”  Let,  then,  all  murmurs 
cease.  Let  the  name  of  party  be  no  longer  heard  in  the  land, 
and  let  us  cling  to  our  country  even  with  her  imperfections  on  her 
head.  But  remember,  I tell  you,  and  I would  wish  to  engrave  it 
on  your  minds,  that  the  sun  of  prosperity  can  never  dawn  on  this 
island,  nor  the  gloom  of  distrust  be  dispelled,  while  prejudice 
and  intolerance  wave  their  blood-stained  banners,  while  every 
infernal  pretext  is  employed  to  separate  the  Christian  from  the 
Christian,  to  divide  the  baptized  from  the  baptized,  and  make 
them  hate  each  other. 

And  now,  my  brethren,  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  the 
strongest  proof  of  your  patriotism  that  I require  at  present  is, 
your  generosity  in  the  support  of  innocence.  The  little  ones  for 
whom  I plead  are  nothing  less  than  the  blossoms  of  future  so- 
ciety ; the  peace,  the  prosperity  of  the  land  hang  on  their  fate : 
make  them  but  virtuous  by  early  instruction,  and  when  shrouded 
in  your  grave,  you  will  claim  the  warmest  benedictions  of  your 
country  for  having  contributed  so  largely  to  her  happiness. 

Since,  therefore,  the  education  of  the  infant  poor  is  of  such 
vital  importance  to  the  welfare  of  the  state,  the  last  resources  of 
the  most  persevering  industry  should  be  gladly  sacrified  to  the 
fond  hopes  of  our  rising  generation.  While  their  infant  minds 
are  yet  but  like  oziers,  bend  them  towards  virtue,  or  they  will 
shortly  shoot  into  vice  ; while  their  hearts  are  as  yet  but  a waxen 
edifice,  either  liquefy  them  by  the  warm  beams  of  your  charity, 
or  petrify  them  by  the  congealing  blasts  of  your  avarice  and  in- 
difference. O miscreant  representatives  of  the  charitable  Jesus  ! 
And  are  there,  then,  such  unfeeling  wretches  in  this  congrega- 
tion ? Let  me  tell  such,  (and  were  I endowed  with  a voice  of 
thunder,  I would  strike  it  deep  into  their  blackened  hearts),  that 
their  days  shall  be  few  upon  this  earth,  and  the  few  filled  with 
despair  ! As  their  hearts  are  locked  to  the  cries  of  misery,  while 
living  they  shall  be  ranked  with  the  miserable,  and  in  death  the 
justice  of  offended  Heaven  will  number  them  with  the  damned  1 
Unfortunate  wretches  ! let  the  sound  of  this  dreadful,  this  for- 
midable truth  make  you  tremble  for  the  terrific  reality.  Why  de- 


lay  one  moment  in  the  work  of  mercy,  when  your  salvation  is  at 
stake  ? Do  you  expect  a more  favourable  moment  ? Alas ! every 
instant  will  plunge  you  deeper  into  the  labyrinth  of  your  crimes, 
till  at  length,  the  last  link  of  iniquity  will  be  nailed  to  your  cof- 
fin, and  carried  with  you  to  the  grave. 

On  the  contrary,  sons  of  mercy,  how  bright  is  the  prospect 
before  you  ! The  charitable  man  will  be  blessed  upon  earth.  His 
mind  will  be  calm,  ever  enjoying  the  sweetest  serenity;  no  pains 
remind  him  of  former  debaucheries ; no  lingering  disease  admon- 
ishes him  of  gone-by  misconduct.  We  see  him,  in  short,  as  his 
gracious  Creator  designed  him,  a “ little  lower  than  the  angels,” 
already  rivalling  their  excellence,  and  fitting  himself  for  their  so- 
ciety hereafter.  At  the  hour  of  death,  so  alarming  to  the  fears  of 
human  nature,  his  beaming  countenance  bespeaks  the  already 
half-formed  Seraph.  “ He  that  was  feet  to  the  lame,  light  to  the 
blind,  and  a staff  to  the  weak,”  filled  with  hope  and  confidence 
in  a crucified  Saviour,  gives  up  his  soul  to  his  eternal  Lord 
and  Master.  Amen. 


A SERMON 

FOR  THE  BENEFIT  OF  THE 

SICK  AND  INDIGENT  ROOMKEEPERS. 


“ And  behold  a leper  came  and  adored  him,  saying  : Lord,  if  thou  wilt  thou 
eanst  make  me  clean.  And  Jesus  stretching  forth  his  hand,  touched  him,. . . . 

and  forthwith  his  leprosy  was  cleansed And  when  he  had  entered  into 

Capharnaum,  there  came  to  him  a centurion,  beseeching  him,  and  saying,  Lord, 
my  servant  lieth  at  home  sick  of  the  palsy,  and  is  grievously  tormented. 
And  Jesus  saith  to  him  : I will  come  and  heal  him.” — St.  Matthew , viii,  2, 
3,  5,  6,  7, 

Our  holy  and  tender  Mother  the  Church,  ever  anxious  for  the 
eternal  welfare  of  her  members,  seems  peculiarly  interested  for 
their  instruction  on  this  holy  day,  by  selecting  a Gospel  which  at 
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once  invigorates  their  faith  and  inflames  their  charity.  These  are 
the  twin-horn  heavenly  virtues  which  peculiarly  characterize  the 
Christian ; they  are  the  polar  stars  which  conduct  him  through 
the  tempests  of  this  life,  to  the  haven  of  everlasting  bliss.  The 
conduct  of  the  adoring  leper  and  the  suppliant  centurion  should 
be  more  than  sufficient  to  convince  us  of  the  importance  of  faith  ; 
while  the  compassion  of  our  dear  Redeemer  in  yielding  to  the 
eager  wishes  of  the  afflicted  pair,  proves  beyond  all  doubt  that 
charity,  or  love  for  our  fellow- creatures,  is  the  darling  idol  of 
the  Divinity,  and  the  brightest  star  in  the  constellation  of  his 
divine  perfections.  It  is,  then,  to  call  you  all,  my  brethren,  to 
the  practice  of  mercy,  in  imitation  of  your  great  Redeemer,  that 
I appear  before  you  this  day  with  many  mixed  feelings  indeed. 
With  pleasure  shall  I attempt  to  plead  the  cause  of  the  wretched 
and  unfortunate  objects  of  this  day’s  charity.  But  where  shall 
I find  materials  for  an  interesting  discourse,  when  this  melancholy 
subject  has  been  worn  to  the  very  bone  by  repeated  solicitations 
from  the  pulpit ; when  every  possible  scene  of  human  misery  has 
already  been  most  forcibly  portrayed  by  more  eloquent  orators  ? 
Under  circumstances  so  discouraging,  it  is  necessary,  however, 
to  say  something  on  the  subject  of  this  day’s  meeting.  It  is  ex- 
pected ; God  grant  it  may  answer  my  wishes.  It  may  have  its 
use,  if  not  to  enkindle  in  your  bosoms  the  expiring  embers  of 
benevolence,  if  not  to  implore  your  mercy,  which  I know  to  be 
alive  to  the  extreme  importance  of  the  subject,  at  least  to  justify 
to  your  understandings  the  noble,  the  divine  impulse  of  Christian 
charity  operating  on  generous  minds.  There  is  one  thing,  I 
must  own,  that  bids  me  hope  for  success  in  my  appeal  this  day, 
and  that  is,  a strong  conviction,  arising  from  experience,  that  the 
sigh  of  misfortune,  under  whatever  shape  it  appears,  has  never, 
never  claimed  in  vain  the  interference  of  the  generous  inhabi- 
tants of  this  metropolis.  I may  want  words,  indeed,  to  express 
my  feelings  on  this  occasion,  I may  want  energy  to  support  my 
arguments  in  favour  of  the  distressed,  but  surely,  I cannot  want 
for  objects  to  recommend  to  your  mercy.  Are  you  not  all  con- 
vinced that  there  are  at  this  instant  numberless  victims  cast  out 
on  the  world,  friendless  and  unprotected,  many  of  whom  are  too 
often  obliged  to  seek  refuge  from  famine  in  the  arms  of  infamy ; 
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whom  that  money  which  is  nightly  squandered  at  the  card- table 
and  in  the  tavern,  would  render  the  most  invaluable  members  of 
society  and  perhaps  the  brightest  ornaments  of  the  state  ? Are 
not  even  the  doors  of  the  sanctuary  blocked  up  with  supplicants 
who  weekly  creep  abroad  from  their  dreary  haunts,  whose  pale 
and  hollow  eyes,  whose  skeleton  frames,  whose  palsied  hands 
outstretched,  seem  rather  to  beg  of  the  grave  to  conceal  them 
from  the  world,  than  to  ask  one  farthing  to  purchase  food  to 
quell  the  complaints  of  hunger  ? 

Ah  ! then,  my  brethren,  why  doubt  for  a moment  of  the  ne- 
cessity and  absolute  obligation  of  our  being  charitable  to  our 
indigent  brethren,  when  so  many  tragic  scenes  are  held  out  to 
our  view?  That  breast  cannot  teem  with  the  kind  milk  of  na- 
ture that  can  heave  without  a sigh,  these  eyes  cannot  be  human 
that  can  view  without  a tear  such  sufferings  in  the  images  of 
Jesus  Christ.  As  Christians,  then,  I will  with  confidence  address 
you  in  the  words  of  our  Redeemer,  “ Be  merciful,  as  your 
heavenly  Father  is  merciful.” 

But  in  favour  of  whom  do  I plead  ? While  I look  around 
me,  no  objects  of  distress  present  themselves  to  my  view.  I 
behold  neither  the  male  nor  female  orphan  in  the  tattered  weeds 
of  distress  clinging  to  this  altar,  and  in  eloquent  silence  claim- 
ing their  scanty  rights  from  their  more  opulent  brethren.  Here 
joy  seems  to  expand  her  wing  o’er  the  countenance  of  each  in- 
dividual, and  plenty  seems  to  scatter  her  blessings  even  with  a 
prodigal  hand.  But,  O Heaven  ! were  I to  raise  my  voice  and 
call  forth  the  myriads  of  victims  for  whom  I plead  this  day,  were 
I to  call  them  from  the  dark  retreats  of  sickness  and  indigence, 
where  thousands  of  our  dear  fellow- creatures  lie  miserably  bruta- 
lized amidst  filth  and  corruption,  devouring  the  food  of  beasts 
to  feed  the  agonizing  lamp  of  life,  the  prospect,  blackened  with 
tenfold  horror,  would  make  you  tremble  in  every  limb,  and 
willingly  would  you  give  your  all,  willingly  would  you  bestow 
even  that  covering  which  shelters  you  from  the  inclemency  of  the 
skies,  to  see  those  hideous  spectres  return  to  their  putrid  dens, 
which  I may  call  the  graves  of  the  living.  It  is  on  behalf  of  the 
numerous  sick  and  indigent  roomkeepers  of  this  impoverished 
city  that  I address  you.  It  is  to  thin  the  ranks  of  pestilence, 
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of  sickness  and  death,  that  I call  on  you  in  the  hallowed  name  of 
Jesus  to  he  charitable  according  to  your  means.  My  generous 
cause  already  finds  an  advocate  in  every  breast,  and  the  tender 
feelings  of  the  human  heart  will  more  than  supply  the  want  of  a 
more  able  advocate. 

Divine  Jesus  ! Fountain  of  all  love  ! Source  of  charity  ! tender 
Father  of  the  poor!  I come  this  day  in  company,  not  with^one 
leper  alone,  hut  with  thousands,  to  prostrate  myself  at  thy  feet 
and  implore  thy  interference.  Stretch  forth  thy  hand,  then,  O 
Saviour  of  mankind ! and  heal  the  loathsome  wounds  of  thy 
countless  supplicants,  agonizing  amidst  the  pangs  of  the  chilling 
ague  or  the  burning  fever.  Inflame  the  breasts  of  these  my 
hearers  with  the  pure  fire  of  charity,  that  each  may  be  inclined 
to  follow  thy  example  and  say,  “ I will  come  and  cure  the 
diseased.” 

But,  perhaps,  you  will  ask  me  why,  under  the  direction  of  an 
All-wise  and  All-provident  Being,  there  should  ^exist  anvnecsssity 
for  a discourse,  on  the  subject  of  our  meeting  this  day  ? Why, 
say  you,  are  there  wants  in  the  world  ? Why  are  we  oppressed 
by  sickness  or  poverty  ? I suppose,  then,  you  would  wish  to 
see  a universal  sameness  and  uniformity  reign  through  the  great 
system  of  nature,  and  in  that  case,  would  you  not  lose  the  beauty 
of  contrast  and  the  charms  of  variety  ? Without  wants  and  suf- 
ferings, where,  I ask  you,  would  be  the  endearing  attraction 
which  connects  us,  by  which  wTe  are  mutually  dependent  on  each 
other  ? Where  would  be  the  sweets  of  society,  and  the  invalu- 
able blessings  which  accrue  from  it  to  the  enlightened  mind  and 
the  feeling  heart  ? Where  the  social  virtues,  whose  lustre  can 
be  seen  only  through  the  dark  medium  of  distress  ? The  sacred 
names  of  father,  husband,  brother,  and  friend,  would  be  but 
empty  sounds,  unless  the  pressure  of  wanF  called  forth  their 
tender  interference;  and  lastly,  how,  without  these  apparent 
evils,  would  beneficence  feel  her  sacred  satisfactions  or  gratitude 
pour  forth  her  acknowledgments  ? Besides,  my  brethren,  as  the 
omnipotent  hand  of  the  Creator  has  inserted  a secret  charm  in 
the  texture  of  nature,  it  has  annexed  to  each  of  our  wants  a ne- 
cessary pleasure,  and  this  pleasure  is  more  or  less  felt  in  propor- 
tion to  the  reality  of  our  wants  ; for  whether  the  keen  impatience 
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of  hunger  solicits  food,  or  the  oppressed  eye  induces  to  sleep,  or 
the  frozen  limb  calls  for  heat,  we  cannot  satisfy  those  laws  which 
necessity  imposes  on  us  without  the  most  pleasing  sensations. 

The  worst  evil  in  the  eyes  of  most  men  is  death,  and  give  me 
leave  to  ask  you,  my  brethren,  do  you  sincerely  consider  it  in 
that  light  ? To  him  whose  hopes  terminate  in  the  grave,  death 
is  certainly  an  evil ; to  him  whose  guilt  is  almost  coeval  with  his 
existence,  who  is  the  systematic  impenitent  enemy  of  his  God  ; 
to  him  who  dies,  I may  say,  without  having  lived,  death  must 
he  a misfortune.  But  is  it  so  to  the  virtuous,  beneficent  soul, 
whose  life  has  been  a splendid  succession  of  good  actions  and 
fervent  desires  to  do  good  to  all  mankind  ? Is  it  a misfortune  to 
him  who,  by  living  well,  has  learned  to  die  well  ? Ah ! my 
brethren,  no ; to  such,  death  must  he  a happy  release  from  bon- 
dage. Cease,  then,  to  censure  nature  and  question  the  works  of 
the  All-wise  One,  since  in  this  seeming  discordance  which  we 
behold  on  earth,  wTe  may  discover  a real  harmony,  an  invisible 
order,  which  must  charm  every  soul  but  that  of  the  unbelieving 
and  self- deceiving  philosopher,  who  desires  in  all  things  perfect 
equality. 

Then,  children  of  want,  whose  cause  I plead  this  day,  meet  with 
a Christian  fortitude  the  frowns  of  fortune,  ever  bearing  in  mind 
the  saying  of  the  great  Tertullian,  that  “ there  is  not  in  the 
world  an  object  more  pleasing  to  God  than  a good  man  bearing 
with  submission  and  patience  the  afflictions  appointed  for  him  !” 
Should  you  feel  yourselves  sinking  beneath  the  pressure  of  mis- 
fortune, call  religion  to  your  aid.  When  every  other  remedy  has 
been  applied  in  vain,  religion  will  wipe  away  the  tears  of  anguish, 
and  open  a pleasing  prospect  through  the  gloom  that  surrounds 
us.  It  will  endear  us  to  that  existence  which  we  hated,  and  give 
the  universe  new  charms.  Nature  is  but  a dead,  uninteresting 
blank  to  those  who  discover  not  God  therein.  Such  are  sensible 
only  to  the  evils  which  necessarily  float  down  the  stream  of  hu- 
man affairs ; they  see  nothing  in  nature  but  its  fancied  imperfec- 
tions ; nothing  in  mankind  but  guilt ; and  in  themselves  but  in- 
consistency. But,  let  the  voice  of  religion  be  heard,  and  we  are 
immediately  in  harmony  with  God,  with  our  fellow- creatures, 
with  the  world,  and  ourselves.  In  short,  it  is  religion  which  thrills 
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the  conciliating  sounds  of  universal  harmony  through  the  soul, 
and  demonstrates  this  truth,  that  “ Virtue  alone  is  happiness  on 
earth.”  1 need  not  tell  you,  that  “ you  have  the  poor  always 
among  you,”  as  our  Lord  says,  and  that  when  you  are  called 
upon  to  aid  them,  as  we  implore  you  now,  you  ought  to  manifest 
to  them  the  most  generous  sympathy. 

The  case  of  indigent  roomkeepers  is  aggravated  beyond  the 
ordinary  distress  of  indigence,  by  that  decent  pride,  which  shuns 
not  only  public  application,-  but  even  enhances  its  own  suf- 
ferings, in  order  to  conceal  distress.  Necessaries  are  sacrificed 
to  save  appearances  Here  may  be  viewed  all  sorts  of  distress  in- 
cident to  humanity,  wasting  away  in  silent  grief  and  solitary  wo. 
The  blind,  the  aged,  the  paralytic,  and  the  leper,  dragging  after 
them  the  weighty  chain  of  irksome  existence,  and  supporting 
themselves  on  the  scanty  shreds  of  former  opulence,  the  insuffi- 
cient supply  of  some  distant  relative,  or  the  extraordinary  though 
inadequate  exertions  of  some  pious  child,  who  fondly  sacrifices 
himself  to  the  duties  of  filial  piety. 

The  condition  of  the  poor  roomkeeper  is  not  to  be  compared 
with  that  of  the  ordinary  solicitors  for  alms ; worthless  wretches, 
pests  of  society,  who,  preferring  laziness  and  vice  to  sober  indus- 
try, traffic  on  the  feelings  of  the  humane  by  their  clamorous  im- 
portunity, and  impose  on  the  credulity  of  mankind  by  fictitious 
tales  of  distress.  On  the  contrary,  the  objects  of  this  charity, 
“ unable  to  dig,  and  ashamed  to  beg,”  are,  in  general,  persons  of 
decent  and  industrious  habits  of  life,  many  of  whom  formerly 
enjoyed  all  the  comforts  of  affluence,  but  are  now  the  deplorable 
victims  of  bashful,  retiring  distress,  which  bids  them  suffer  even 
the  extremes  of  human  misery  in  silent  anguish,  rather  than  court 
the  contempt  of  their  fellow-citizens  by  exposing  their  misfortunes, 
while  they  are,  at  the  same  moment,  fully  conscious  of  deserving 
the  public  esteem. 

Yes,  my  brethren,  here  you  may  behold  an  aged,  infirm,  poor 
man,  with  scarcely  a bed  to  lie  on,  or  a rag  to  cover  him,  his 
eyes  dimmed  with  tears,  and  his  heart  broken  with  the  sighs  of 
affliction,  forgotten  by  all  his  former  acquaintances,  who  once 
considered  it  a high  honour  to  be  ranked  amongst  his  friends. 
To  God  alone  are  known  his  manifold  griefs.  Need  I tell  you, 
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that  in  a commercial  country,  misfortune  may  overtake  the  most 
prosperous  and  industrious  man ; the  winds  and  the  ocean  smile 
over  the  projected  schemes  of  the  ambitious  merchant,  and  are 
obedient  only  to  the  command  of  Heaven.  How  many  of  the 
most  opulent  have,  within  these  few  years,  felt  the  full  force  of 
the  angry  commercial  storm,  whose  plans  of  aggrandizement  were 
literally  blasted  by  the  winds  of  Heaven,  and  themselves  hurled 
from  the  pinnacle  of  fortune  into  the  depths  of  ruin  and  despon- 
dency 1 For,  my  brethren,  in  the  lottery  of  human  life,  “ the 
race  is  not  always  to  the  swift,  nor  the  battle  to  the  strong." 
Here,  also,  you  may  behold  the  aged  widow  of  a once  industrious 
and  reputable  tradesman,  languishing  on  the  bed  of  sickness,  a 
prey  to  chronic  distempers,  without  a friendly  hand  to  administer 
consolation  or  relief ; surrounded  by  her  helpless  offspring,  some, 
perhaps  females,  whose  innocence  exposed  to  the  artifices  of  the 
opulent  seducer,  and  all  the  feelings  of  female  honour  being  si- 
lenced by  despair,  they  sacrifice  all  that  is  dear  to  woman,  in  or- 
der to  save  the  life  of  their  agonizing  mother. 

Good  God ! my  brethren,  shall  we  indulge  in  the  expensive 
prodigality  of  sumptuous  tables,  while  these  creatures  are  con- 
sumed with  hunger,  and  a pittance  of  our  superfluities  would  al- 
leviate their  distress  ? Shall  we  indulge  our  limbs  on  the  luxu- 
rious softness  of  the  couch,  while  our  fellow- creatures,  as  noble 
in  the  sight  of  God  as  we  are,  lie  stretched  on  rotten  straw, 
scarcely  covered  with  rags  ? Shall  we  deck  our  persons  in  costly 
apparel,  while  this  poor  widow  and  her  children  are  naked  and 
exposed  to  evening  damps,  while  the  usurious  gripe  of  the  pawn- 
broker or  the  landlord  has  taken  away  one  by  one  their  little 
furniture  and  clothes,  and  perhaps,  at  this  instant,  reduced  to 
the  last  extremity,  are  warned  to  quit  to-morrow  a cold,  shivering 
garret,  which,  though  but  a prison  that  barely  immured  the  living 
mass  of  wretchedness,  yet  saved  their  feelings  from  a public 
exhibition  of  their  misery  ? Honourable  feelings  ! source  of  every- 
thing great  and  good  to  man,  and  which  should  entitle  these  crea- 
tures to  the  prompt  and  efficacious  interposition  of  all  feeling  and 
generous  minds  ! 

Every  individual  is,  then,  called  on  loudly  to  be  bountiful  this 
day.  There  is  no  one  in  this  congregation  but  is  liable  to  a 
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sad  reverse  of  fortune,  and  perhaps  the  nearest  relatives  of  some 
here  may  shortly  he  exposed  to  the  severest  strokes  of  adversity ; 
for,  how  often  have  we  seen  the  proud  oak  and  lofty  cedar  of  the 
forest  prostrate  by  the  fury  of  the  tempest! 

I will  now  conclude,  my  beloved  brethren,  by  reminding  you,  in 
the  words  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  that  “ Blessed  is  he  who  under- 
standeth  concerning  the  needy  and  the  poor:  the  Lord  will  deliver 
him  in  the  evil  day.  The  Lord  [will]  preserve  him  and  give  him 
life,  and  make  him  blessed  upon  the  earth,  and  deliver  him  not  up 
to  the  will  of  his  enemies.  The  Lord  [will]  help  him  on  his  bed 
of  sorrow. — ( Psalm  xl).  Such  are  the  flattering  promises  by 
which  the  Royal  Prophet  wishes  to  allure  us  all  to  the  practice  of 
mercy.  Such  are  the  rewards  reserved  in  Heaven  for  the  charitable 
and  benevolent. 


A SERMON 

ON 

PALM  SUNDAY. 


“And  the  multitudes  that  went  before  and  followed,  cried,  saying:  Hosanna 
to  the  Son  of  David : Blessed  is  he  who  cometh  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  : Ho- 
sanna in  the  highest.” — St.  Matt,  xxi,  9. 

The  annual  commemoration  of  our  Saviour’s  triumphant  entrance 
into  the  city  of  Jerusalem,  amidst  the  shouts  of  joy  and  repeated 
acclamations  of  Sion,  fills  my  soul  with  two  opposite  and  equally 
powerful  sensations.  These  are,  unbounded  joy,  and  inexpressible 
grief. 

When  I behold  the  inhabitants  of  Jerusalem  eagerly  flying 
from  the  city  to  hail  their  real,  their  glorious  King,  casting  their 
garments  on  the  ground,  and  strewing  on  the  way  the  lovely  and 
inviting  boughs  of  palm,  as  tokens  of  their  joy  and  of  his  glo- 
rious triumphs ; when  I hear  the  daughters  of  Sion  singing  and 
chanting  forth  the  praises  of  the  Lord,  and  joining  in  the  loud 
and  glorious  song  of  “ Hosanna  to  the  Son  of  David  ! Hosanna 


in  the  highest !”  my  soul  is  charmed  and  comforted,  and  willing- 
ly would  I sacrifice  every  other  satisfaction  to  behold  this  glorious 
sight,  a sight  which  in  an  adulterous  age  and  amongst  a sensual 
people,  is  memorable  in  the  annals  of  mankind.  But  when  I 
reflect,  that  ere  five  days  elapse,  this  King,  now  so  highly  honour- 
ed, now  so  much  beloved  and  revered  by  all,  shall  be  betrayed,  be 
despised,  be  scourged,  and  murdered  by  these  very  same  Jews, 
and  in  the  very  same  Jerusalem  in  which  he  this  day  hath  re- 
ceived such  trophies  and  triumphs;  when  I reflect  that  the  joyful 
Hosannas  are  so  shortly  to  be  converted  into  the  dreadful  and 
demoniac  cry  of  deicide,  of  slaughter,  of  torment,  and  of  death, 
with  the  infernal  exclamations  of  “ Crucify  him,  crucify  him 
“ Away  with  him,  away  with  him “ Save  Barrabas,  and  put 
Jesus  to  death this  is  what  overwhelms  me  with  sorrow,  and 
plunges  me  into  the  deepest  tribulation  and  distress,  because  it 
tells  me  and  tells  you  how  far  human  nature  is  debased,  and  tells 
us  in  most  unmistakeable  terms,  to  “ take  heed  whilst  we  stand, 
that  we  do  not  fall and  that  whilst  this  day  serving  and  praising 
God,  we  will  not,  in  a few  days,  despise  him  and  trample  on  his 
law ! 

O wretched,  fickle,  and  fainthearted  Jews ! O barbarous,  un- 
feeling, and  ungrateful  people  ! You  who  exult  with  Jesus  to-day, 
and  to-morrow  will  debase  him ! This  morning  you  ornament 
his  temple  and  his  throne  with  olive-branches,  and  next  Friday 
you  will  pierce  his  sacred  temples  with  dreadful  and  excruciating 
thorns ! You  now  anoint  his  holy  feet  with  costly  balsam,  and 
then  you  will  bathe  his  body  with  his  precious  blood ! 

Heavens ! what  a strange  alteration  is  thus  produced  by  the 
hate  and  perfidy  of  man ! What  an  unaccountable  change  from 
willing  subjects  and  profound  adorers,  to  scoffers,  deriders,  and 
murderers  of  their  Master  and  their  King ! 

O weep,  ye  daughters  of  Jerusalem ! for  the  hour  of  sorrow  is 
at  hand.  And  thou,  Jerusalem,  who  art  about  to  be  the  bloody 
theatre  of  Christ’s  sufferings  and  death,  will  soon  have  thy  glories 
dimmed  and  thy  honours  lowered  to  the  dust ! Ye  lofty  spires  of 
Sion ! you  shall  shortly  be  levelled,  with  the  grandeur  of  your 
proud  city,  to  the  ground,  and  your  palaces,  and  your  temples,  and 
your  altars,  and  all  your  boasted  buildings,  will  soon  exhibit  but 
one  confused  heap  of  smoking  ruins,  as  an  atonement  to  insulted 


332 


Heaven  for  the  crimes  of  your  vile  people,  who  in  madness  cried 
out,  “ Let  his  blood  be  upon  us  and  upon  our  children ! ” Dread- 
ful chastisement,  indeed ; but  yet  too  just  to  be  revoked  or  con- 
tradicted. 

And  we,  my  brethren,  who,  alas ! frequently  imitate  the  fickle 
and  infamous  conduct  of  the  Jews  by  our  perversity  and  base  in- 
gratitude, what  may  we  not  expect  for  our  depravity  ? We  who 
abuse  him  in  the  Sacrament  of  his  love,  which  he  left  us  as  the 
best,  the  purest,  and  the  strongest  pledge  of  his  affection ! And 
ye,  unfortunate  unworthy  communicants,  who,  like  Judas,  ap- 
proach our  Lord  only  to  betray  him  with  a traitor’s  kiss,  nay,  who, 
worse  than  Judas,  betray  him  into  the  hands  of  his  execution- 
ers, at  the  very  time  that  he  enters  under  your  roof  to  dwell  with 
you,  to  pardon  you,  to  strengthen  you,  and  to  comfort  your  afflict- 
ed souls,  and  heal  your  spiritual  maladies ; ye  join,  doubtless,  this 
day  with  the  faithful  to  crown  him  here,  sitting  on  his  altar,  with 
palms  and  olives,  and  with  acts  of  eternal  praise,  adoration,  and 
loud  Hosannas,  whilst  internally,  with  your  hearts,  ye  have  signed 
his  death-warrant  by  resolving  to  approach  the  table  of  your  Lord 
and  receive  his  adorable  body  and  blood  with  a soul  deeply  defiled 
by  mortal  sin ! Ah ! my  brethren,  this  is  infinitely  more  than 
Jewish  treachery  and  barbarity.  And  what  punishment  are  we 
not  to  expect  for  this  daring  sacrilege  and  wilful  destruction  of  our 
souls  ? 

As  we  are  now  approaching  the  holy  season  of  Easter,  a time 
especially  appointed  by  the  Church  for  the  sanctification  of  her 
children  by  a worthy  participation  of  the  Divine  Eucharist,  I 
have  thought  proper  to  select  for  your  instruction  the  suitable 
subject,  this  morning,  of  receiving  your  Divine  Lord  with  the 
proper  dispositions. 

On  a good  and  holy  Communion  depends  your  justification ; 
on  an  unworthy  Communion  hangs  your  eternal  misery  or  re- 
probation. 

***** 

[The  above  is  all  that  remains  of  the  original  MS.  of  this  Sermon.] 


A SERMON 


ON  THE  SEVEN  LAST  WORDS 


OF  OUR 

Jib me  Jlttrwtmr  on  % Cross. 


INTRODUCTION. 

The  foHowing  discourse  is  so  prepared  as  to  describe,  in  the  most 
pithy  and  pathetic  language,  the  Three  Hours'  Agony  of  our  suffering 
Jesus  on  the  Cross,  and  also  to  explain,  in  the  most  clear  and  practical 
manner,  the  Seven  Last  Words  he  uttered  on  the  all-atoning  gibbet. 

Hence,  allowing  ten  minutes  for  due  reflection  and  solemn  melody 
after  each  word  is  explained,  the  whole  discourse  will  occupy  three 
hours  in  the  delivery. 

This  Sermon  does  not  profess  to  be  entirely  original,  but  has  been 
compiled  from  the  notes  of  the  most  eminent  preachers  and  the  best  dis- 
courses published  at  home  and  on  the  continent,  leaving  the  arrange- 
ment as  orderly  and  the  style  and  matter  as  solid  and  as  moving  as 
possible. 

May  it  tend,  under  the  Divine  blessing,  to  extend  the  Devotion  in 
honour  of  the  Agony,  Passion,  and  Death  of  Jesus,  to  excite  every 
heart  with  sentiments  of  contrition,  of  faith,  of  hope,  and  of  love 
towards  our  suffering  Saviour ; so  that  “ His  blood  may  be  truly  upon 
us,  to  wash,  cleanse,  and  purify  us  here,  that  having  died  truly  with 
Him,  we  may  rise  to  live  for  ever  with  Him  in  “His  glory.  ” 
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SERMON. 


“ 0 all  ye  who  pass  by  the  way  ! attend,  and  see  if  there  be  any  sorrow'  like 
unto  my  sorrow.” — Lamentations  of  Jeremiat , i,  12. 


What  means  this  sad  and  dreadful  cry  of  agony  ? Who  is 
it  that  addresses  the  passers-by,  and  invites  them  to  listen  to  his 
tale  of  untold  sorrow  ? 

Look  hither,  0 Christians!  Behold  a Cross!  see  to  it  nail- 
ed an  extraordinary  Sufferer,  overwhelmed  with  insults,  delivered 
up  to  merciless  executioners,  covered  with  wounds,  bathed  in  his 
own  blood,  and  dying  a most  ignominious  death  ! 

Gates  of  the  sanctuary ! be  ye  desolate,  and  hear  your  suffer- 
ing Jesus  crying  out  to  your  degenerate  children,  My  people! 
what  have  I then  done,  that  you  should  treat  me  thus  ? I have 
brought  up  children,  and  they  have  despised  me.  They  have  ren- 
dered me  evil  for  good,  and  intense  hatred  for  unbounded  love. 
I then  besought  those  whom  I regarded  with  the  deepest  af- 
fection, to  come  and  condole  with  me.  They  came,  hut  it  was 
only  to  tear  open  my  yet  bleeding  wounds,  to  pierce  my  feet  and 
hands  with  sharp  nails,  and  to  fill  up  the  measure  of  my  sorrows. 
“ 0 all  ye  who  pass  by  the  way  !”  stop  and  see,  whether  there  be 
grief  like  unto  my  grief,  or  “ any  sorrow  like  unto  my  sorrow.” 

Who  is  this  unhappy  Father,  who,se  tenderness  has  been  so 
grossly,  so  unworthily  slighted  ? Who  are  the  base  and  dege- 
nerate children,  who  so  cruelly  sport  with  his  paternal  feelings  ? 
The  exuberance  of  his  wo,  and  the  depth  of  their  ingratitude 
will  serve  to  make  you  recognise  him.  It  is  no  other  than  the 
Man- God,  your  Saviour  and  Redeemer.  It  is  Jesus  Christ  who 
speaks. 

It  is  from  the  summit  of  the  holy  mountain  that  he  addresses 
you.  Nailed  as  he  is  to  the  tree  of  infamy,  he  entreats  you  this 
day  to  sympathize  with  him  in  his  sorrows,  and  to  commiserate 
him  in  his  unutterable  pains.  Will  you  deny  him  his  request  ? 
He  only  asks  of  you  to  lend  him  an  attentive  ear  whilst  he  speaks, 
to  listen  to  the  sad  recital  of  his  bitter  passion,  and  to  the  plain- 
tive call  he  makes  upon  you,  when  in  the  language  of  his  Prophet 
he  says,  " 0 all  ye  who  pass  by  ! attend,  and  see  if  there  be  any 
sorrow  like  unto  my  sorrow.  ” 


Alas  ! my  brethren,  the  sacred  word  has,  perhaps,  long  since 
ceased  to  sound  upon  your  ears,  or  if  you  have  listened  to  it,  it 
has  made  no  impression  on  your  heart,  and  found  no  echo  in  your 
breast.  You  have  been  daily  opposing  your  rebellious  will  to  the 
kind  and  earnest  invitations  of  your  Lord  and  God,  who  has  so 
often  said  to  you  by  his  Prophet,  “ If  I be  your  Father,  where  is 
my  honour  ?”  If  I be  your  God,  why  do  you  not  adore  and  “ serve 
me  with  all  your  mind,  with  all  your  heart,  and  with  all  your 
strength  ?*' 

But  on  this  sad  and  solemn  anniversary,  when  Jesus  Christ 
asks  you  to  come  and  place  yourselves,  in  deep  recollection,  at 
his  feet,  to  learn  the  foundation  of  your  religion  and  the  sum  of 
your  duties,  you  surely  cannot  resist  his  affectionate  request. 

We  come,  then,  O dear  Kedeemer!  to  place  before  your  sable 
altar,  hearts  more  weak  than  guilty  ; and  souls,  we  trust,  truly 
contrite,  more  worthy  of  your  pity  than  your  wrath ; souls  and 
hearts  that  will  be  sensitive  to,  and  capable  of  gratitude  and  love, 
whilst  learning  your  dying  lessons  preached  from  the  awful  pulpit 
of  the  Cross,  amidst  so  much  tears  and  blood.  Ah  ! my  brethren, 
fain  would  I strive  to  direct  your  thoughts  to  the  Passion  and  last 
agonies  of  our  Divine  Master  ! 

Behold  our  altars  stripped,  the  Cross  crimsoned  with  blood, 
the  tabernacle  empty,  and  the  whole  sanctuary  covered  in  awful 
gloom  and  silence.  These  all  proclaim  the  approach  of  the  last  three 
solemn  hours  which  are  to  terminate  the  tragedy  of  tragedies ! 

Everything  around  you,  at  this  awful  period,  invites  you  to 
the  most  attentive  consideration,  and  to  the  most  practical  appli- 
cation of  all  that  they  contain.  Why  so?  You  know  it,  my 
brethren,  and  feel  it  with  intense  emotion. 

It  is  not  the  scenes  of  Jerusalem,  nor  the  pretorium  of  Pilate; 
it  is  not  the  arch  of  the  Ecce  Homo , nor  the  house  of  Caiphas, 
nor  the  palace  of  Herod,  that  will  furnish  the  matter  of  our  re- 
flections. It  is  the  crucifixion  alone.  It  is  “Jesus  alone,  and 
Him  crucified !”  It  is,  in  fine,  the  last  words  which  fell  from  the 
sacred  lips  of  our  expiring  Lord  and  Saviour,  “ the  Priest  and 
Victim  of  our  salvation.” 

The  last  hours,  the  last  words,  and  the  last  anguish  of  a dy- 
ing man  have  something  peculiarly  awful,  solemn,  and  sacred  in 
them  ! But  when  the  sufferer  who  dies  is  a God,  when  his  death- 
bed is  a Cross,  then  a profound  silence  ought  to  reign  in  every 
soul,  then  ought  we  to  beg  the  purest  and  truest  lights  of  faith, 
that  our  minds  may  be  better  prepared,  to  contemplate  this  mourn- 
ful spectacle,  a spectacle  which  angels  never  before  beheld,  and 
which  the  eye  of  man,  never  before  contemplated. 

The  last  words  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  are  great  in  every 
sense : great  above  all  others,  because  they  come  from  a God  ; 
great,  because  they  are  the  final  utterance  of  a heart  filled  with 
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undying  love ; and  great,  because  if  fully  developed,  they  present 
an  epitome  of  our  duties  to  God,  to  our  neighbour,  and  to  our- 
selves. Every  word  is  full  of  grace,  of  truth,  of  love,  and  of  charity. 
They  are  the  death-throes,  they  are  the  last  echoes  of  the  heart  of 
our  Divine  Testator  to  his  children.  Let  us,  then,  hasten  to 
listen  to  his  voice,  and  ponder  on,  not  only  the  unspeakable  per- 
fection of  the  manner  in  which  Christ  dies,  but  on  the  model 
which  he  has  left  us  of  sanctity  and  of  suffering,  showing  us 
how  we  should  die  to  the  world  and  to  ourselves,  in  order  to  die 
and  afterwards  live  with  him  in  the  tabernacle  of  his  glory,  where 
no  sorrow  or  suffering  can  ever  enter. 

O most  doleful,  most  afflicted,  and  most  stricken  of  all  mo- 
thers ! I do  not  invoke  you  on  this  day;  you  yourself  want  com- 
fort and  assistance.  I respect  your  poignant  grief,  and  must 
feel  for  your  abandoned  position. 

Venerable  Cross ! once  the  stigma  of  scorn,  but  which  has 
now  become  the  banner  of  honour  and  of  glory,  you  do  I salute, 
as,  under  Jesus,  our  only  hope,  and  the  symbol  of  Him  who  re- 
deemed the  world!  Through  Jesus,  in  Jesus,  and  all  for  Jesus, 
we  say, 

“ Hail  Cross,  oar  hope ! to  thee  we  call, 

Who  keep  this  mournful  festival ; 

Grant  to  the  just,  increase  of  grace, 

And  ev’ry  sinner’s  crimes  efface.” 

[After  these  preliminary  reflections,  the  Choir  repeats  in  soft  and  pious 
harmony  the  first  exclamation  of  our  Saviour,  and  at  each  of  the 
Holy  Words,  the  same  plan  will  be  observed,  in  order  to  afford  the 
preacher  time  to  rest,  and  to  give  the  pious  congregation  an  oppor- 
tunity of  meditating  in  silence  on  the  thoughts  of  the  Man- God,  as 
if  under  the  influence  of  celestial  melody.] 


THE  FIRST  WORD. 


“ F cither , forgive  them , for  they  know  not  what  they  do!’ 

St.  Luke,  xviii,  24. 

We  have  arrived  at  the  third  hour  of  the  day:  during  the  sad 
night  which  preceded  it,  whilst  the  human  race  was  sunk  in  repose, 
dreadful  scenes  were  enacted  under  cover  of  its  darkness.  An 
infamous  treason  is  committed ; the  false  kiss  of  Judas  is  given. 


Cruel  buffets,  horrifying,  inhuman  scourging,  and  crowning  of 
thorns  take  place ; shouts  of  rage  aud  blasphemy,  and  groans  of 
brutal  derision  and  mockery  follow  ! The  sun,  notwithstanding, 
shines  forth  in  all  its  splendour,  and  pursues  its  usual  course. 
The  sixth  hour  approaches,  and  the  luminary  of  the  day  sheds  its 
rays  of  beauty  and  loveliness  over  the  earth,  and  nature  seems  to 
invite  all  men  to  sing  the  praises  of  the  Creator.  Amidst  the 
meridian  brightness,  suddenly  a sign  of  sorrow  and  of  death  is 
seen  looming  in  the  horizon,  rising  gradually  towards  heaven,  the 
harbinger  of  a blood-stained  sacrifice, — a Cross,  and  to  it  appears 
nailed  and  motionless  a wretched  man; — no,  but  the  Man-God! 

But,  my  brethren,  let  us  briefly  notice  the  most  prominent 
and  painful  circumstances  which  preceded  this  spectacle  of  wo  and 
agony  inconceivable. 

Hear  you  not  the  tones  of  wild,  loud  discord,  which  in  vio 
lent  confusion  struggle  together,  and  form  a harsh  and  horrid 
chorus  ! Listen  to  the  dreadful  clamour  of  a thousand  voices  in 
the  distance  ! What  is  this  tumultuous  crowd  about,  that  moves 
at  the  gates  of  the  city,  and  seems  anxious  to  witness  some  awful 
tragedy  ? Who  is  that  miserable  mortal  who  totters  up  the  side 
of  the  mountain,  bent  beneath  the  weight  of  an  infamous  gibbet  ? 
A congregated  mass  of  human  beings,  like  living  waters,  surround 
him  and  press  upon  him.  Each  of  his  steps  is  a fall.  They  lift 
him  up  and  strike  him.  Impatient  of  his  feebleness  and  slow  pro- 
gress, they  urge  him  forward,  driving,  pushing,  buffeting,  and 
jeering  him  ; some  before,  some  behind,  many  on  both  sides, 
pouring  their  malicious  and  infamous  imprecations  upon  his  de- 
voted and  innocent  head. 

At  length,  he  lias  painfully  gained  the  summit  of  the  hill. 
He  is  there  unloaded  of  his  heavy  Cross  ; but  it  is  only  that  he 
may  be  hung  upon  it.  He  there  lies  down,  and  is  stretched  upon 
that  fatal  tree ; and  he  is  finally  nailed  to  that  bed  of  unheard-of 
pain  and  suffering.  Those  hands  are  pierced,  which  were  ever 
open  to  scatter  blessings  everywhere  around  him,  and  which 
wrought  so  many  wonders.  The  nails  transpierce  those  feet,  which 
were  never  wearied  in  running  after  the  strayed  sheep.  He  is  fixed 
upon  the  cruel  wood  ; then  it  is  elevated  by  degrees,  and  finally 
jerked  with  great  violence  into  its  socket. 

There  he  remains  suspended  between  heaven  and  earth.  There 
all  the  weight  of  his  - enfeebled  body  tears  up  the  wounds  of 
his  hands,  and  rests  with  intense  agony  upon  his  bleeding  feet. 
A crown  of  thorns  is  entwined  around  his  brow ; his  head  falls  on 
his  shoulders.  He  dares  not  lift  his  eyes  to  heaven,  as  if  he  feared 
that  vengeful  thunders  were  ready  to  crush  him.  Two  malefactors 
are  crucified  upon  each  side,  one  at  his  right,  and  the  other  at  his 
left ; he  is  between  both.  To  Him  alone  is  given  vinegar  and  gall, 
he  alone  is  crowned  with  thorns.  Meanwhile,  the  soldiers  who 
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are  crucifying  him,  jeer  at  his  sufferings.  They  share  his  garments 
among  themselves  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross,  cast  lots  for  his  seam- 
less tunic,  and  rising  up,  mock  him  insultingly,  saying,  “ He 
saved  others;  himself  he  cannot  save.”  And  those  who  pass  by, 
revile  him,  saying,  “ If  he  is  the  King  of  Israel,  let  him  come 
down  from  the  Cross,  and  we  will  believe  him.”  The  Pharisees, 
with  the  Scribes  and  Elders,  deride  him  in  his  grief  with  the  pro- 
foundest  gravity  and  bitterest  scorn,  saying,  “ He  who  destroyeth 
the  temple,  and  buildeth  it  up  in  three  days,  cannot  now  save  him- 
self.” “ If  he  is  truly  the  Son  of  God,  and  if  God  loves  him,  he 
will  deliver  him.”  Then  the  soldiers  present  him  with  vinegar  and 
gall,  saying,  again,  “ If  he  is  the  King  of  the  Jews,  let  him  now 
give  proofs  of  it for  Pilate  had  placed  upon  the  top  of  the  Cross 
this  inscription  : “ Jesus  of  Nazareth , King  of  the  Jews.” 

Contemplating  this  scene  with  feehng3  of  indignation,  the 
Christian  may  be  tempted  to  say,  “ Had  I been  there,  I would  not 
have  joined  this  mocking  multitude.”  Boast  not  so,  my  brethren. 
Had  you  been  there,  you  would,  without  God’s  grace,  have  taken 
part  with  that  cruel  crowd.  Say,  have  you  done  nothing  to  offend 
your  Master  since  last  year  ? If  conscience  tells  you  that  you 
have  often  grievously  offended  him  now  that  he  is  in  heaven,  let 
calm  reflection  convince  you,  that  without  restraining  grace,  you 
also  would  have  mocked  him  in  his  sorrow  upon  the  Cross. 

What  others  did,  you  would,  without  the  help  of  preventing 
grace,  clo  also.  Remember  Peter,  and  be  humble,  considering  how 
difficult  it  is,  and  howT  impossible  in  ourselves , to  stand,  even  for 
an  instant,  against  the  example  of  those  around  us.  Thank  God, 
my  brethren,  that  your  sins  were  there  that  day,  and  not  your  per- 
son, lest,  being  ashamed  to  join  a few  weeping  women,  you  should 
have  been  led  awTay  with  the  multitude  to  evil,  and  been  found, 
with  eye,  and  head,  and  finger,  mocking  the  meek  and  suffering 
Saviour  of  the  world. 

Such,  my  brethren,  are  some  of  the  words  in  which  the  scorn 
and  mockery  of  our  Lord’s  persecutors  wrere  embodied ; such  is 
the  manner  in  which  they  gave  utterance  to  all  the  contempt, 
vindictiveness  and  malice,  with  which  their  malignant  breasts  were 
filled.  Bitter,  indeed,  was  this  ingredient  in  the  cup  of  Christ's 
afflictions.  But  the  Man-God  was  perfect  in  his  patience.  In- 
stead of  exercising  his  divine  powrer  to  annihilate  his  foes  in  a 
moment,  he  becomes  tbeir  advocate,  he  has  recourse  to  his  Father, 
he  prays  for  his  enemies,  he  is  heard  to  exclaim,  “ Father,  forgive 
them,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do.”  “ Oh,  what  a contrast,” 
cries  out  St.  Leo,  “ between  barbarity  and  compassion,  between 
the  wickedness  of  men,  and  the  mercy  of  God!” 

The  hard-hearted  Jews  breathe  nought  but  fury  against  Jesus, 
yet  he  is  filled  only  with  love  for  all.  His  murderers  vent 
their  rage  against  One,  but  that  One  has  mercy  on  all.  They 
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place  no  limits  to  their  insolence  and  hatred,  and  the  charity  of 
Jesus  is  as  boundless  as  the  perfections  of  the  Godhead  are  in- 
finite. The  first  words  which  his  cruel  revilers  hurl  at  him  are 
imprecations  and  insults : “If  thou  art  the  Son  of  God,  descend 
from  the  Cross but  the  first  words  of  the  dying  Jesus  are  words 
of  compassion  and  intercession  in  their  behalf:  “Father,  forgive 
them,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do.” 

Yes;  our  most  merciful  and  compassionate  Saviour,  when 
about  to  die  upon  the  Cross,  commences  his  work  of  mercy  by 
interceding  with  his  Father  for  those  for  whom  he  was  about  to 
give  his  sacred  life,  his  all-atoning  and  precious  blood.  The  last 
act  he  wills  not  to  be  concluded,  until  he  has  besought  from  his 
Heavenly  Father  mercy  and  pardon  for  the  sinner.  When  we  for- 
give our  enemies,  we  do  it  in  a cold,  unfeeling  way,  accompanied 
by  feelings  of  contempt  and  pride,  as  if  it  were  some  great  deed, 
some  wonderful  sacrifice  we  were  performing.  But  the  forgiveness 
bestowed  by  Jesus  was  not  merely  asking  pardon  for  the  sinners, 
but  was  an  intercession,  a plea,  an  excuse  for  their  wickedness, 
saying,  “ They  know  not  what  they  do.”  If  they  had  a know- 
ledge of  the  extent  to  which  they  wrere  offending  their  God,  they 
would  have  at  once  besought  pardon  from  the  Almighty ; but  they 
were  ignorant  of  it ; and  consequently,  our  Saviour  pleads  their 
ignorance  as  an  extenuating  circumstance  with  his  Heavenly  Fa- 
ther. This  excuse  was  made  by  him  for  all.  The  Jews  or  Ro- 
mans who  tortured  and  crucified  him,  were  not  alone  the  cause  of 
his  sufferings ; but  the  sins,  the  repeated  sins  of  so  many,  again 
and  again  renewed  his  agony.  Yet,  the  Divine  and  Merciful 
Saviour  can  plead  for  those  who  have  repeatedly  transgressed  and 
offended  him.  Those  who  believe  that  except  in  a moment  of 
madness  alone  they  could  ever  have  sinned  against  so  good  a God; 
those  who  know  the  enormity  of  sin,  and  how  much  it  causes  Jesus 
to  suffer,  to  those  the  forgiveness  of  Christ  will  be  extended,  and 
the  pleading  of  his  Divine  Son  will  draw  down  copious  graces 
and  blessings.  He  will  not  ask  in  vain  for  them,  if  not  because 
they  have  had  no  knowledge  of  what  they  have  done,  at  least,  be- 
cause they  have  tried  to  feel  a compassion  for  their  suffering  Jesus, 
because  they  have  loved  much,  and  have  endeavoured  to  weep  for 
his  sufferings  on  the  all- atoning  Cross. 

Almighty  Lord  and  Mediator  ! who  in  infinite  love  hast  stretch- 
ed forth  thy  arms  to  friend  and  foe,  to  embrace  all  within  the 
fulness  of  thy  light  and  of  thy  grace,  grant  that  we  may  al- 
ways know  what  we  should  do,  and  strengthen  our  will,  that  we 
may  do  what  we  know  for  thy  kingdom,  not  in  speech  alone,  but 
in  power,  in  life,  and  in  truth.  Make  us  forgive  all,  that  we  may, 
in  mercy,  obtain  thy  forgiveness.  Amen. 

[Here  intervenes  the  melody  for  about  ten  minutes.] 
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THE  SECOND  WORD. 


“ Amen  I say  to  thee , this  day  thou  shalt  be  with  me  in  Para- 
dise.”— St.  Luke,  xxiii,  43. 

Whilst,  at  the  foot  of  the  Gross,  human  passions  were  ex- 
hausting themselves  in  demon-like  revelry,  whilst,  in  that  region 
of  blasphemy,  a dense  cloud  of  crime  lowered  over  Pharisees  and 
executioners,  higher  up  on  the  mountain -summit,  and  in  a purer 
atmosphere,  the  virtue  of  the  Cross  manifested  its  effects.  The 
Divinity  of  the  Son  of  God  beamed  forth,  and  a voice  was  heard 
to  say,  “We  indeed  are  punished  justly,  for  we  receive  the  due 
reward  of  our  crimes ; but  this  man  hath  done  no  evil.”  Then  he 
who  pronounced  these  words,  turning  to  Jesus,  said,  “Lord,  re- 
member me  when  thou  comest  into  thy  kingdom.” — St.  Luke , 
xxiii,  42. 

No  sooner  does  the  Redeemer  hear  the  voice  of  the  suppli- 
ant thief,  than  he  administers  consolation  to  his  truly  penitent 
heart,  saying  to  him,  “ Amen  I say  unto  you  ; this  day  shalt  thou 
be  with  me  in  Paradise.” 

To-day,  from  one  extremity  of  the  earth  to  the  other,  the  uni- 
verse is  wrapt  in  silence  and  admiration.  O God  ! how  mighty  is 
thy  power  that  thou  canst  change  darkness  into  light,  affliction 
into  joy,  make  grace  victorious,  where  sin  had  always  reigned 
triumphant  and  paramount ! 

To  that  place  into  which  our  Divine  Redeemer  entered,  at 
the  moment  of  his  departure  from  this  life,  he  took  with  him  this 
favoured  penitent,  the  first-born  of  his  sufferings,  the  first  of  those 
who  had  been  purchased  by  his  redeeming  merits  ! How  wonder- 
ful, how  incomparable,  was  the  lot  of  this  man  ! Many  just 
men  had  entered  into  that  place  in  ages  gone  by,  there  to  await 
their  Saviour  and  Deliverer.  The  penitent  thief  came  thither  with 
him,  his  Companion  and  his  Guide,  the  first  fruits,  and  the  first 
evidence  of  Redemption.  Simeon  and  Joseph,  and  “John  the 
Baptist,  than  whom  there  had  not  been  a greater  amongst  those 
born  of  woman,”  had  to  expect  his  approach  ; the  penitent  thief, 
on  the  contrary,  the  last  of  all  who  had  entered  Limbo,  was  not 
subjected  to  this  law.  Before  the  Blessed  and  Ever-Immaculate 
Virgin,  he  was  joined  with  those  who  endured  the  burden  of  the 
day  and  the  heat,  and  partook  of  their  jubilee.  For  him  there 
was  no  penance  nor  time  of  purification,  but  he  had  the  will  and 
desire  to  do  all,  if  time  allowed ; therefore,  he  was  pardoned  and 


rewarded  at  once.  From  the  night  of  spiritual  darkness  and  sin, 
he  was  borne  in  the  arms  of  saving  love  to  the  eternal  delights  of 
a life  made  happy  in  God  and  by  God,  who  alone  can  save  and 
ransom. 

Happy  was  that  criminal  who  was  crucified  beside  his  Lord, 
and  who  in  that  last  hour,  receiving  the  grace  of  repentance,  was 
able  to  say,  that  truly  he  suffered  with  and  for  Christ.  He  suffer- 
ed the  same  death,  he  suffered  the  same  torments,  he  suffered  to  a 
certain  extent  even  the  same  inward  anguish,  for  he  compassion- 
ated strongly  all  our  Blessed  Saviour  endured.  He  joined  his 
heart  to  that  of  his  Redeemer,  and  pitied,  if  one  may  use  the  ex- 
pression, Him  whom  he  saw  was  suffering  innocently  and  purely, 
what  he  had  to  endure  as  guilty.  Happy  was  that  last  hour  of 
life  to  that  man,  and  happier,  indeed,  in  those  favours  and  mer- 
cies, more  unbounded  than  those  given  to  others,  to  have  suffered 
himself  direct  with  Christ.  And  to  have  been  assured  by  him  on 
the  Cross,  that,  that  very  day,  he  would  be  glorified  with  him, 
was  certainly  the  carrying  out  of  that  precept,  and  of  obtaining 
the  promised  reward  in  the  most  perfect  form  it  was  possible  it 
could  have  been  represented  to  him. 

The  first  word  spoken  by  our  Lord  on  the  Cross  testified  that 
his  divine  charity  extended  to  all  sinners  without  exception,  peni- 
tent or  otherwise,  sinner  or  converted.  In  his  prayer  was  included 
each  of  his  persecutors,  executioners,  and  bitterest  enemies.  But 
one  is  presented  to  him  possessing  all  the  qualities  of  true  con- 
trition, who  makes  humble  confession  of  his  sin  to  him  before  the 
whole  multitude,  who  acknowledges  that  the  sentence  on  him  is 
inflicted  most  justly,  and  who,  having  no  hope  of  mercy  on  earth, 
turns  to  him,  his  Redeemer,  and  conjures  him  to  receive  him  into 
his  kingdom.  It  is  a penitent  thief  who  is  thus  rewarded  with 
Christ’s  most  consoling  promise  of  pardon  and  Paradise.  These  are 
all  united  in  the  first  fruit  of  the  out-poured  blood  of  Jesus,  the 
Saviour  of  the  world.  This  penitent  thief,  then,  is  a model  for  all 
penitents.  Unlike  to  others  wdio  make  so  many  efforts  to  repent, 
he  at  once  from  a culprit  became  a saint.  Why  do  we  not  imitate 
his  all-powerful  and  glorious  example  ? 

But,  may  we  take  for  our  model  him  who  was  thus  suddenly 
converted  and  sanctified,  that  we  may  live  in  carelessness  of  our 
salvation,  deferring  our  conversion  until  our  last  hour,  and  that 
when  we  shall  have  come  near  death,  we  may  look  to  our  Saviour, 
and  be  moved  to  sincere  repentance,  hoping  then  to  receive  the 
fulness  of  pardon,  like  the  penitent  thief  ? 

This,  alas ! is  not  only  the  habit,  but  the  heresy  of  too  many 
in  our  times,  who  make  use  of  “the  name  and  mercy  of  Jesus” 
only  to  insult  and  blaspheme  him,  talking  of  “ hoping  and  trust- 
ing alone  in  him,”  whilst  they  will  not  co-operate  with  him  or 
with  his  grace,  which  calls  them  to  repentance,  and  to  the  saving- 
course  “ which  brings  forth  fruit  worthy  of  penance.” 
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From  this  delusion  we  are  warned  by  the  no-less  remark- 
able and  still  too-often-recurring  example.  It  is  the  example  of 
the  other  companion  of  our  Lord,  who,  although  dying  at  the 
side  of  his  all-forgiving  Saviour,  was  not  moved  by  him  to  change 
his  impenitent  heart  and  daring  thoughts,  for  penitential  tears  and 
sorrow,  with  an  entreaty  for  mercy  and  pardon. 

But  we  “ die  daily,”  and  as  our  worthless  life  passes  away 
with  every  wave  of  time  that  flow9  into  the  past ; as  every  day, 
however  much  we  may  struggle  against  it,  “ we  are  nailed  to  the 
cross  ” of  many  sufferings,  and  have  no  other  Redeemer  and  Medi- 
ator of  redemption  (although  we  have  many  as  intercessors)  than 
this  our  Lord  and  King  of  glory,  who  once  bore  the  weight  of  all 
our  misery,  why  should  we  not  daily  call  upon  him  with  tears 
and  contrition,  conform  our  hearts  and  wills  to  his,  and  surrender 
our  souls  to  his  eternal  love  and  service  ? 

“ Say  not,”  exclaims  the  Prophet,  “ the  Lord  hath  forsaken 
me  ; the  Lord  hath  forgotten  me.  Can  a mother  forget  her  infant, 
so  as  not  to  have  pity  on  the  son  of  her  womb  ? And  if  she 
should  forget,  yet  I will  not  forget  thee.  Behold,  I have  graven 
thee  in  my  hands.” — Isaias , xlix,  14,  15. 

Let  us,  then,  cry  out  with  confidence  to  him,  “ Remember 
me,  O Lord  ! for  I am  in  need  of  help.  Remember  me,  O Lord  ! 
in  thy  goodness.”  I have  done  so  little  good  and  so  much  pevil, 
that  with  grief  and  contrition,  I must  call  out,  “ Remember  me, 

O Lord  ! in  thy  mercy,  and  in  thy  tender  mercies  have  compassion 
on  me.”  I think  so  little  of  thee,  and  walk  so  little  in  thy  pres- 
ence, that  I must  constantly  exclaim,  “ Remember  not  my  foolish- 
ness, and  cast  me  not  away  from  thy  face.”  When  I am  assailed 
by  temptation,  and  in  danger  of  becoming  faithless  to  thee,  “ Re- 
member me,  O Lord  !”  and  strengthen  my  will.  When  the  world 
shall  vanish  from  my  sight,  when  my  limbs  shall  grow  cold  at 
death’s  approach,  and  when  that  great  moment  shall  have  come, 
in  which  my  eternal  doom  shall  be  decided,  oh,  then,  sweet  Jesus, 
Lord  of  truth  and  life ! say  to  my  soul,  “ This  day  thou  shalt  be 
with  me  in  Paradise.”  Amen. 

Ah  ! my  brethren,  before  we  pass  from  this  reflection,  of  the 
Three  upon  their  respective  crosses,  the  One,  of  infinite  sanctity  ; 
the  other,  of  atoning  sorrow,  and  the  last,  of  impenitence  and 
hate ; let  us  learn  the  great  lesson  which  they  inculcate, 

Here  we  behold  the  wonders  of  the  Lord.  What  power  has 
effected  this  prodigy  ? The  Cross  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  the  cross 
of  the  penitent  malefactor.  It  is  the  Cross.  The  Cross  of  the 
Son  of  God  becomes  also,  as  it  were,  the  cross  of  the  penitent 
thief.  Mark  well  the  passing  scenes.  This  robber  suffers ; he  grows  > 
strong;  he  is  in  torture;  but  grace  touches  his  heart;  he  feels, 
he  repents,  he  cries,  he  prays,  and  heaven  is  opened  before  him. 
Here  life  is  in  death,  and  salvation  through  Jesus  is  in  the  Cross. 
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No  human  intellect  can  fully  conceive  this  mighty  change; 
our  faculties  are  too  limited  to  comprehend  this  mystery.  The 
highest  Angels  are  here  equally  at  a loss  with  ourselves.  It  must, 
nevertheless,  be  believed.  It  prostrates,  it  crushes,  it  softens,  and 
changes  nature.  “ Life  is  in  death,  and  salvation  through  Christ 
is  in  the  Cross.”  You,  at  least,  comprehend  that  this  truth,  al- 
though in  other  respects  mysterious,  is  simple,  solid,  and  efficacious. 

Good  Friday  gives  life  to  the  world,  only  because  the  Eter- 
nal Son  of  God  suffers  death  personally  in  his  human  nature;  for 
in  his  Divine  nature  he  could  not  suffer;  he,  therefore,  assumed 
the  nature  of  our  poor  humanity,  in  order  that  his  death  might  be 
possible,  and  that  by  his  death  he  might  redeem  the  world. 

O suffering,  dying  Jesus ! from  thy  saving  Cross  give  me 
words  of  peace  and  pardon ! Blot  out  my  sins,  and  as  I forgive 
all  others  who  may  have  injured  or  offended  me,  do  thou,  0 sweet 
Jesus  ! in  thy  infinite  mercy  pardon  me,  and  at  my  dying  moment 
say  to  my  poor  soul,  “ This  day  thou  shalt  be  with  me  in  Para . 
dise.” 


[Silence  for  about  ten  minutes.] 


THE  THIRD  WORD. 


Woman  ! behold  thy  Son ; and  to  the  disciple,  behold  thy 
Mother .” — St.  John,  xix,  26,  27. 

It  has  been  said  by  some,  that  “ the  Son  of  God  upon  the 
Cross  suspended  for  some  moments  the  redemption  of  the  world, 
to  acquit  himself  of  the  debt  of  filial  piety  which  he  owed  to  his 
Eternal  Father.”  But  no ; the  ransom  of  the  world  was  not  sus- 
pended. It  was  continued  until  it  was  finally  consummated  by  the 
crucifixion  of  the  infinitely  pure  and  perfect  Victim,  who  “ offered 
himself  to  the  death  of  the  Cross”  for  the  sins  of  men  ! There  is 
in  this  a profound  mystery,  something  which  we  must  not  seek 
to  penetrate,  but  bow  down  before  it  in  mute  adoration  and  most 
ardent  love. 

This  word,  “ 0 all  ye  who  pass  by  ! attend,  and  see  if  there  be 
any  sorrow  like  unto  my  sorrow,”  although,  as  predicted  by  the 
Prophet,  was  once  peculiarly  the  word  of  Christ  in  the  midst  of 
his  agony,  is  unquestionably  now  issuing  from  the  grief-parched 
lips  of  a woman.  What  woman  ? The  Woman  of  women.  It 
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is  the  wailing  and  unheard-of  lamentations  of  a Mother  who  sees 
her  beloved,  her  only  Son  in  the  agonies  of  a most  cruel  death. 

Oh ! my  brethren,  upon  that  awful  Calvary,  wondrous  events 
are  taking  place  ! On  that  fatal  spot,  strange  extremities  and  con- 
trarieties have  met.  There  was  there  in  one  single  person,  a 
Woman,  a Virgin,  and  a Mother.  The  first  Eve,  by  her  disobedience 
in  the  garden  of  Paradise,  entailed  sin  and  death  upon  herself, 
her  husband,  and  on  their  posterity.  It  was,  therefore,  most  ap- 
posite and  congruous,  that  the  second  Eve  should  he  a Virgin 
without  stain  or  sin,  the  most  innocent,  the  most  pure,  and,  in  fine, 
Immaculate,  to  participate  with  her  most  Divine  Son  in  the  re- 
generation and  redemption  of  mankind.  Yes,  it  was  agreeable  to 
the  economy  of  Gods  wisdom,  that  a spotless  Mother  should  be 
standing  erect  by  the  side  of  the  Cross,  to  consummate,  conjointly 
with  her  spotless  Son,  the  sacrifice  of  redemption. 

A Mother ! that  is  to  say,  that  weak  and  yet  sublime  creature, 
who,  by  the  omnipotence  of  God,  was  made  all-strong,  all-powerful, 
at  once  the  most  pure,  the  most  just,  the  most  noble,  and  most  sa- 
cred upon  earth.  A Mother  the  most  inconceivably  great  that  ever 
was  created,  whom  the  God  of  heaven  and  earth  had,  by  a mys- 
terious link,  associated  to  his  Divine  Providence,  to  continue  with 
him  the  work  of  the  new  creation.  Hence,  as  the  exalted  being, 
-woman,  in  the  person  of  Eve,  forgot  her  destiny,  and  gave  us 
death  instead  of  life,  so  the  cooperation  of  maternal  sorrow,  in 
the  person  of  an  Immaculate  Woman,  was  required  to  consum- 
mate the  sacrifice  on  Calvary ! 

It  has  been  truly  said,  that  ever  since  the  primeval  fall,  the 
crown  of  maternal  dignity  is  beautiful  and  holy.  It  descends 
from  heaven.  It  is  conferred  by  God  in  mercy  to  man,  and  when 
He  places  it  upon  the  brow  of  virtue,  although  misfortune  may 
strive  to  dim  its  lustre,  its  chaste  diadem  is  brighter  than  the 
most  splendid  throne,  and  less  burdensome  to  the  heart  than  the 
sceptre  of  kings.  Who  shall  describe,  who  shall  tell  the  sweet- 
ness and  the  strength,  the  majesty  and  surpassing  power  of  ma- 
ternal love  ? Who  shall  find  measure  or  words  to  describe  its 
solicitude,  its  cares,  its  energy,  its  eminence,  its  tenderness,  and 
its  sorrows  ? Maternal  wo  is  indescribable,  unutterable.  No 
language  can  convey  even  a notion  of  its  intensity.  It  cannot 
he  alleviated  except  by  a strength  that  is  Divine.  It  needs  only 
a mother’s  instinct  to  estimate  its  excess,  or  to  judge  of  its  might 
and  magnitude. 

When  that  crown  is  broken ; when  a young  and  tender  flower 
is  violently  uprooted  ; when  the  mother’s  sweets  are  converted  into 
bitterness  ; when  that  joy  which  makes  the  sharpest  sufferings  he 
forgotten,  is  by  misfortune  or  poverty  trodden  down ; when,  in 
fine,  death  is  about  to  deprive  the  fond  Mother  for  ever  of  her 
darling  Child ; oh  ! then  sullen,  gloomy,  agonizing  silence  is 


supreme  ; and  on  that  uncrowned  brow  dark  and  lowering  clouds 
now  dwell. 

That  sad,  that  mournful,  heartrending  cry  which  we  now  hear 
from  the  foot  of  the  cross,  “ O all  ye  who  pass  by  ! attend  and 
see  if  there  be  any  sorrow  like  unto  my  sorrow is  it  not  the 
wailing  of  a Mother  whose  heart  is  breaking  and  whose  soul  is 
agonizing  even  unto  death  ? How  truthful  is  maternal  grief,  and 
yet,  how  tender  ! How  holy  is  its  efficacy,  and  yet  how  astound- 
ing its  majesty  ! How  simple  its  words,  and  yet  how  brilliant  its 
lustre  ! It  is  the  sob  of  the  soul,  and  the  throb  of  the  heart. 
It  bruises  the  spirit,  and  yet  invigorates  the  arm.  It  gives  nerve 
to  the  most  subdued,  and  vigour  to  the  weakest  of  creatures 
when  her  child  is  violently  taken  away  from  her  fond  bosom  or 
last  embrace. 

“ Give  me  back  my  son !”  shrieked  a mother  on  her  knees  to 
the  lion  of  Florence  in  the  madness  of  her  grief.  The  furious, 
fierce  monarch  of  the  forest,  seized  with  terror,  crouched  beneath 
her,  and  placed  her  child  at  her  feet  amidst  the  astonished  mul- 
titude ! There  is  no  nature  so  savage,  no  ferocity  so  extreme,  as 
to  resist  that  cry.  Ah  ! my  brethren,  I despair  of  expressing  to 
you  in  words  this  anguish,  it  is  so  immeasurable  and  so  profound. 
Sometimes  called  upon  by  our  ministry  to  comfort  the  sorrows  of 
the  afflicted,  1 have  met  with  a mother’s  sadness,  and  have  always 
found  it  to  be  inconsolable.  Doubtless,  there  is  in  it  something 
which  can  be  healed  only  in  heaven.  It  may  be,  perhaps,  some- 
thing divine,  which,  withered  by  the  afflictions  of  the  earth,  cannot 
revive  except  in  a better  or  more  glorious  life,  or  it  may  be  some- 
thing partaking  of  the  compassion  and  tenderness  of  the  heart  of 
God.  For  David,  no  doubt  owing  to  the  force  of  his  love,  it  is 
emphatically  said,  “was  after  God’s  own  heart.”  But  oh!  how  far 
more  so  is  this  true  of  his  Virgin  Mother,  ou  whom  we  are  now 
reflecting ! The  Gospel  intimates  this,  not  only  in  reference  to 
maternal  grief  in  general,  showing  that  its  wounds  are  incurable, 
and  bid  defiance  to  the  most  lively  joy ; but  directly  speaks  of 
Mary  keeping  “ all  these  things  in  her  heart.”  Flow,  then,  must 
she  not  have  felt  in  her  soul  the  woes,  the  wounds,  the  agony, 
and  the  passion  of  her  Son  Jesus ! A voice  was  once  heard  in 
Bethlehem ; it  was  the  lamentation  of  Rachel,  who  deplored  her 
lot  with  tears  that  would  not  be  dried  up.  She  wept  and  would 
not  be  consoled,  because  her  children  were  torn  from  her.  Oh  ! 
at  the  sight  of  this  sad  bereavement,  I feel  myself  animated  with 
the  most  deep  and  religious  compassion.  For  such  mothers,  I 
sympathize  in  the  most  crushing  woes  of  fallen  nature ! 

It  was  said  to  all  women,  in  the  person  of  Eve,  “ Woman, 
thou  shalt  bring  forth  in  pain ; and  in  sorrow  shalt  thou  rear  up 
thy  children,”  and  in  sorrow  shalt  thou  see  them  sometimes  die. 
All  the  sufferings  of  humanity  weigh  heavy  upon  thee.  Thou 
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first  committedst  sin,  and  it  is  by  these  sorrows  that  the  faithful 
women  expiate  the  crime  of  their  first  parent  Eves  primeval 
guilt;  and  for  this  reason  had  maternal  sorrow  a place  in  the  sa- 
crifice of  Calvary ! 

Well,  then,  my  brethren,  there  was  upon  the  earth,  eighteen 
centuries  ago,  a Woman,  a Virgin,  a Mother.  A Woman  long 
blessed,  and  happy  amongst  all  women ; a Virgin  enjoying  rich 
comfort  and  delight,  then,  all  at  once,  overwhelmed  in  bitterness 
and  in  wo  ! A Mother,  she  had  been  long  honoured  amongst 
mortals,  the  fruit  of  her  womb  was  blessed,  and  the  Angels  of  God 
came  to  visit  her  dwelling ! 

O joys  of  Nazareth  ! O hallowed  amenities  of  Mary’s  humble 
domicile!  O happiness  of  living  alone  with  Jesus  for  thirty  en- 
tire years,  unknown  to  the  earth,  hidden  to  the  world ! O pure 
joys,  joys  unutterable  ! 0 rapturous  time,  in  which  you  behold 

him  grow  up  beneath  your  eyes ! O sweet  reflection  of  the  bliss 
of  Heaven ! must  thou  come  to  an  end  ? O Mary ! shall  the 
evening  of  your  life  be  clouded  and  black,  after  a morning  so 
bright  and  so  fair ! 

But  the  felicity  of  this  Mother  was  not  to  be  durable,  nor  free 
from  mental  pain  or  anguish.  A mysterious  old  man  had  an- 
nounced to  her  that  one  day  her  Son  would  be  the  Victim  of  a 
bloody  sacrifice,  and  that  she,  his  tender  Mother,  would  be  pre- 
sent on  that  sad  occasion,  as  co-operating  in  the  immolation  of 
the  Victim.  “What  joy,  then,  could  she  feel  from  the  moment 
of  the  venerable  Simeon’s  prophecy,  or  what  alleviation  of  her 
anguish,  (cries  out  the  Abbe  McCarthy),  could  she  receive  ?” 
During  the  whole  time  she  carried  the  Divine  Infant  in  her  womb, 
that  she  nourished  him  at  her  breast,  that  she  saw  him  grow  up, 
the  heart-rending  thought  that  he  was  ripening  for  sacrifice  was 
ever  before  her  mind.  She  could  not  banish  the  dreadful  images 
of  the  Garden  of  Olives,  the  hall  of  judgment,  and  Calvary.  All 
that  gives  consolation  to  ordinary  mothers,  was  changed  into  tor- 
ments for  her.  When  he  held  forth  his  innocent  hands,  she  must 
have  fancied  that  she  already  saw  them  loaded  with  the  chains 
which  were  to  bind  him,  or  pierced  with  the  nails  which  were  to 
fasten  him  to  an  infamous  gibbet  upon  a future  day.  When  he 
smiled  upon  his  Mother,  or  directed  a glance  of  affection  towards 
her,  or  solicited  her  caresses,  she  figured  to  herself,  by  a heart- 
rending anticipation,  his  eyes  closed  and  dying,  his  countenance 
bathed  in  blood  and  tears,  his  whole  body  torn,  and  presenting 
one  continued  wound  ! This  was  a continuous  martyrdom,  which 
every  moment  renewed,  and  which  Jove  alone  enabled  her  to  en- 
dure. But  why  should  I mention  her  endurance  ? See  her  ac- 
tually co-operating  in  the  sufferings  of  that  adorable  Son,  and 
becoming  for  our  sakes  the  minister  of  the  rigorous  designs  of 
his  Eternal  Father  in  his  regard.  Did  she  not  deliver  him  to  the 
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knife  of  circumcision,  that  his  blood  might  begin  to  flow  for  us 
even  then  ? Did  she  not  carry  him  in  her  arms  to  the  Temple, 
to  offer  him  as  our  Victim  there,  and  thus  solemnly  devote  him 
to  death,  and  to  hear  the  assurance  that  she  had  nothing  to  ex- 
pect hut  the  most  crushing  afflictions,  until  the  sword  of  grief 
should  pierce  her  heart  at  last  ? Et  tuam  ipsius  animam  per- 
transibit  yladius. 

If  I may  add  to  the  Gospel  narrative,  that  which  I have 
probable  grounds  for  conjecturing  to  have  been  the  subject  of  the 
intimate  and  familiar  conversations  of  Jesus  and  Mary  during 
thirty  years  in  their  retreat  at  Nazareth,  must  it  not  have  been 
that  very  passion  about  which  he  constantly  spoke  to  his  Disciples, 
and  which  always  engrossed  his  thoughts  ? What  afflicting  con- 
versations must  not  these  have  been  to  a mother  ! What  deep 
wounds  must  not  every  such  discourse  have  inflicted  upon  her 
heart ! And  yet,  she  never  had  the  weakness  to  exclaim  with 
St.  Peter,  “ Lord  ! be  it  far  from  me ; this  shall  not  be  done  unto 
thee."  On  the  contrary,  she  adds  new  ardour  to  the  burning  de- 
sires of  her  Son.  They  both  drank  together,  they  both  drained 
the  bitter  cup  of  that  dreadful  chalice,  and  they  encouraged  each 
other  to  drink  it  to  the  very  dregs,  in  order  thereby  to  procure 
our  salvation.  Need  we  refer  to  any  other  proofs  of  this  besides 
the  manner  in  which  she  acted,  when  that  fatal  hour  had  come  ? 
Alas ! my  brethren,  what  a sad  spectacle  is  presented  now  to  our 
view  ! and  who  can  behold  it  without  emotion  ! The  Son  of  man 
is  condemned  to  death,  overwhelmed  beneath  the  most  degrading 
treatment.  His  blood  and  strength  exhausted,  laden  with  a heavy 
cross,  under  which  he  is  often  forced  to  sink,  he  is  rather  drag- 
ged than  conducted  to  the  place  of  execution.  The  pious  wo- 
men who  are  aware  of  his  innocence,  and  who  see  him  reduced  to 
such  a frightful  extremity,  are  unable  to  restrain  their  groans. 
They  fill  the  air  with  their  piteous  lamentations.  But  where  is 
his  Mother  ? Has  she  fled  far  from  the  scene  where  such  an  aw- 
ful tragedy  is  prepared  ? Has  she  gone  to  bury  her  deep  and  in- 
tolerable anguish  in  concealment  ? Has  she  remained  dying  and 
desolate  at  home  ? Ah  ! she  is  beside  the  Victim  ; she  ascends 
the  mountain  of  sacrifice  in  company  with  him  ; and  the  Gospel 
does  not  tell  us  that  she  even  wept.  She  sees  the  executioners 
strip  her  Son,  and  stretch  him  unmercifully  upon  the  fatal  wood. 
She  sees  them  bury  the  nails  in  his  hands  and  feet  with  repeated 
blows.  She  sees  his  tears  trickling  down,  and  his  blood  flowing 
on  every  side.  She  hears  his  sighs  and  groans  mingled  with  the 
shouts  of  rage  and  the  savage  insults  of  his  enemies.  She  does 
not  stand  at  a distance  from  this  heart-rending  spectacle  like  the 
holy  women  and  the  other  friends  of  our  Saviour,  for  all  his  ac- 
quaintances and  the  other  women  stood  afar  off ; but  she  is  at  the 
very  foot  of  the  Cross,  in  the  midst  of  the  hideous  array  of  tor- 
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ture,  amidst  the  soldiers  and  executioners,  and  so  close  beside  her 
expiring  Son,  that  no  portion  of  his  sufferings  can  escape  her. 
But,  perhaps,  the  very  excess  of  her  sorrow  has  deprived  her  of 
all  consciousness;  perhaps  she  is  no  longer  in  a condition  to  dis- 
cern anything : a dark  veil  has  covered  her  eyes,  or  else  she  has 
fallen  fainting  and  lifeless  to  the  earth.  O amazing  wonder  ! my 
dear  brethren.  The  Mother  of  Jesus  stands  in  the  attitude  of  a 
Priest,  while  offering  sacrifice  before  that  altar  upon  which  the 
mighty  Holocaust  is  consumed.  Stabat  juxta  crucem  Jesu 
mater  ejus. 

Whilst  Jesus  offers  himself  to  his  Father  in  expiation  of  his 
sin,  his  Mother  offers  him  also  to  his  Father  for  the  same  end. 
She  consents  to  his  torments,  to  his  ignominy,  to  his  death,  that 
we  may  obtain  forgiveness.  She  entreats  an  offended  God  to 
wreak  his  vengeance  on  that  innocent  Lamb,  and  to  spare  us. 
See  to  what  an  extent  has  the  heart  of  Mary  loved  us  ! So  much 
were  we  the  exclusive  objects  of  the  thoughts  of  both  the  Son  and 
the  Mother  at  this  awful  moment,  that  Jesus,  addressing  his  dying 
words  to  Mary  from  the  Cross,  speaks  neither  of  her  nor  of  him- 
self, but  of  us  alone.  He  sees  beside  him  one  of  his  Disciples, 
who  represents  all  the  rest.  He  makes  him  our  representative, 
and  presents  us  all  to  Mary  in  his  person,  saying  to  her,  “ Woman, 
behold  thy  Son  !”  Second  Eve,  behold  thy  family ! Thou  alone 
shalt  be  henceforth  the  true  Mother  of  all  the  living,  of  all  my 
disciples.  Thou  hast  given  them  birth  to-day  in  the  excess  of  the 
most  inconceivable  anguish ; and  in  thee  shall  the  prediction 
which  had  been  made  to  the  first  woman,  be  fulfilled  to  its  fullest 
extent. — “ In  sorrow  shalt  thou  bring  forth  children.”  They  have 
cost  thee  too  dearly,  that  they  should  not  be  thine.  I give  them 
to  thee  now ; love  them  even  as  thou  hast  loved  myself.  And  you 
also,  my  Disciples,  learn  to  love  your  Mother.  To  you  I transfer 
all  my  claims  upon  her ; have  recourse  to  her  love  in  all  your  ne- 
cessities ; although  she  has  not  borne  you  in  her  womb,  she  bears 
you  at  present  in  her  heart.  She  has  loved  you  more  than  she 
loved  the  life  of  her  only  Son,  and  if  anything  could  equal  my 
affection  for  you,  it  would  be  hers.  Ecce  Mater  tua.  “ Chil- 
dren, behold  your  Mother.”  The  Mother  of  a Man-God,  the 
Mother  of  Jesus,  is  also  thy  Mother.  Does  the  dawn  of  self- 
knowledge  and  repentance  arise  in  the  dark  and  sinful  mind  ? 
Mary  is  the  morning  star  that  heralds  in  the  light  of  grace.  Has 
the  sun  of  God’s  favour  set  in  the  unhappy  heart  through  passion, 
error,  or  sinful  habit?  The  evening  star  still  shines.  Mary, 
warning,  praying,  alluring,  still  looks  down  upon  the  wandering 
sinner,  oftentimes  as  the  only  ray  of  light  amidst  the  universal 
gloom.  It  is  she  who  awakens  sinners ; she  is  the  friend  of  the 
innocent,  the  instructress  of  youth,  the  comforter  of  the  suffer- 
ing, the  hope  of  the  dying  ; she  is  the  merciful  Mother  of  ail 
men,  for  she  is  the  Mother  of  the  Man-God. 
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0 Mother  of  men  ! we  all  cry  to  thee,  exiled  children  of  Eve, 
from  this  vale  of  tears  ! Turn,  O heavenly  advocate,  turn  to  us 
thine  eyes;  protect  us  in  thy  love  ; speak  for  our  souls.  “ Behold 
thy  Mother.”  Amen. 

[An  interval  of  ten  minutes.] 


gj  / 

THE  FOURTH  WORD. 

“ My  God ; my  God,  why  hast  thou  forsaken  me  V’ — Matt,  xxvii, 
46. — Mark,  xv,  84. 

The  time  at  length  has  come  for  the  contemplation  of  this  great 
and  eternal  mystery,  which  was  to  be  the  astonishment  of  men 
and  Angels.  The  great  work  of  the  regeneration  of  the  human 
race  has  now  commenced ; the  greatest  of  mysteries  is  now  about 
to  be  accomplished ; the  consent  of  all  concerned  has  been  obtain- 
ed ; the  last  decisive  conflict  is  being  enacted ; when,  all  at  once, 
the  scene  changes  upon  Calvary  ! Hitherto  the  sun  had  enlighten- 
ed the  earth ; now  the  prospect  assumes  a different  phase.  Every- 
thing is  shrouded  in  dense  horror.  The  torch  of  day  is  enve- 
loped in  a bloody  eclipse;  a thick  night  broods  over  the  universe. 
Jesus  Christ  seems  to  disappear  with  the  Mother  of  Sorrows,  the 
holy  mountain  and  the  Cross,  the  executioners  and  the  Victim. 

It  was  like  the  sanctuary  of  eternal  justice,  veiled  with  infinite 
awe.  Jesus  enters,  as  he  did  before,  into  the  cloud  of  the  tabernacle, 
and  remains  therein  during  three  hours.  He  who  was  “ the  light 
of  the  world,”  dwells  in  this  gloom  in  the  most  profound  silence. 
During  this  period,  not  a sound  or  word  was  heard  upon  the 
earth ; the  Divine  Logos,  or  Word  Incarnate , wus  communing 
with  his  Father. 

The  hour  was  come  for  entering  into  treaty  with  Heaven ; for 
presenting  himself  as  a sacrifice  to  appease  the  wrath  of  the  Most 
High ; for  plucking  out  of  the  handwriting  of  God,  the  fatal  sen- 
tence, and  fastening  it  to  the  Cross.  Jesus  Christ  maintains  all 
the  time  a silence  not  interrupted  even  by  the  blasphemies  of  the 
wicked.  Jerusalem  and  the  entire  land  was  in  deep  consternation, 
and,  as  it  were,  frightfully  oppressed  by  the  shades  that  dwelt 
upon  them.  God  permitted  no  impious  reviling  to  be  uttered  when 
the  interests  of  his  justice  were  under  consideration.  The  human 
passions  were  hushed,  and  obliged  to  be  still,  whilst  the  Redeemer 
offered  his  life  for  the  expiation  of  our  crimes.  There  should  be 
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a moment  of  perhaps  necessary  and  reasonable  repose  for  the  ran- 
som of  the  world. 

The  mysterious  stillness  or  silence  appears,  nevertheless,  to  be 
interrupted  for  an  instant  by  tears  and  prayers,  by  groans  and 
sighs.  His  Mother,  who  stood  beneath  the  Cross,  and  his  friends, 
who  were  weeping  near  it,  approached  in  the  darkness,  that 
they  might  consider  him  more  attentively,  and  according  to 
what  they  related,  they  heard  the  venerable  Victim  speak,  urge, 
supplicate,  and  support  our  eternal  interests  with  the  utmost 
energy  and  grief.  Upon  that  gibbet,  a great  debate,  a violent  dis- 
cussion took  place  between  the  Divine  crucified  Jesus,  and  an  in- 
vincible Power  ; but  it  will  be  for  ever  and  ever  God’s  secret.  We 
merely  know  that  the  Heavenly  Father  pitilessly  withdrew  his 
assistance 'from  his  Divine  Son. 

Formerly,  in  the  cloud  of  the  tabernacle,  a voice  was  heard  to 
say,  “This  is  my  beloved  Son,  in  whom  I am  well  pleased ; ’ but 
on  this  occasion  God  makes  himself  known  to  his  Son  by  saying, 
“ Cursed  be  he  who  liangeth  on  the  wood.”  Let  him  die,  for  he 
is  accursed.  He  represents  all  sin  ; he  has  taken  it  up  ; let  him 
suffer  its  whole  weight.  He  is  sin  personified. 

And  now  wTas  completed  the  work  of  deadly  hate  and  of  life- 
giving  love.  Here  was  exhibited  the  most  obstinate  resistance 
against  God,  and  the  most  submissive  obedience  to  his  will. 
All  that  the  hatred  of  the  enemies  of  Christ  could  do,  imagine,  or 
desire,  is  now  accomplished.  They  have  tortured  his  body  and 
have  treated  him  as  the  most  abject  of  slaves  and  worst  of  male- 
factors. On  the  tree  of  the  Cross  he  hangs,  bleeding,  and  so  dis- 
figured, that  you  would  not  know  him.  He  is  like  a trodden 
worm,  a spectacle  of  scorn,  “ the  very  outcast  of  men,  and  de- 
spised by  the  people.”  And  now  the  Eternal  Justice  is  subdued. 
It  yields  to  the  Cross  and  all  its  terrors. 

You  have  seen,  my  dear  brethren,  'the  atmosphere  surcharged 
with  sulphureous  vapours,  lightnings  flash  with  forked  fury  from 
the  angry  gloom,  the  forerunner  of  wild  confusion,  whilst  the 
electric  fluid  is  bursting  in  the  air  above  with,  a horrific  crash ; but 
shortly  after  the  sky  clears  and  smiles  in  peace.  And  so  it  was 
with  Calvary.  During  that  awful  night  of  pitchy  darkness,  rat- 
tling peals  of  thunder  were  heard  to  fall  upon  the  head  of  that 
divine  and  innocent  Victim,  whilst  in  thrilling  voice  he  exclaims, 
“ My  God ! my  God ! why  hast  thou  forsaken  me  ?”  Terrible, 
moving  words  from  Him  “who,”  as  the  Prophet  says,  “was 
wounded  for  our  iniquities  and  bruised  for  our  sins !”  ( Isaias , liii, 
5);  “ He  who  was  offered  because  it  -was  his  own  will,  and 
opened  not  his  mouth,  but  was  led  as  a sheep  to  the  slaughter,” 
{ibid.  v.  7);  yet,  he  thus  speaks  not  as  to  his  Father,  so  much 
as  to  his  God  : “ Why  hast  thou  forsaken  me  ?”  thy  Eternal  Son. 

All  at  once,  by  virtue  of  his  extreme  sufferings,  the  roar  of 
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conflicting  elements  ceases  ; the  fury  of  the  tempest  subsides  into 
a calm;  the  murky  clouds  are  dispersed  ; the  troubled  horizen  be- 
comes bright,  whilst  high  above,  a Cross  is  seen  immovable ; a 
peaceful,  beaming  Cross,  at  once  the  signal  of  redemption  and 
serenity  to  the  souls  of  all.  Peace  is  made ; it  is  signed,  sealed, 
and  ratified  with  the  blood  of  Jesus.  “ He  hath  delivered  his 
soul  unto  death,  and  was  reputed  with  the  wicked,  and  he  hath 
borne  the  sins  of  many  (of  us  all),  and  hath  prayed  for  the  trans- 
gressors.”— ( Isaias , liii,  12).  The  fatal  sentence  is  revoked; 
pardon  is  offered ; and  through  his  atoning  blood  we  are  saved ! 

Yes ; peace  is  made.  How  strange  is  the  thought  which  presents 
itself  to  my  mind  ! 

You  are  here  sufficiently  numerous  to  represent  humanity  in 
every  stage  of  existence.  Peace  has  been  made  for  you ! Allow 
me  to  ask  you,  why,  then,  do  you  still  make  war  ? But,  above 
all,  why  do  you  make  war  upon  God  ? why  upon  the  Cross  ? why 
upon  its  Victim,  Jesus  Christ  ? “ He  who”  in  the  words  of  St. 
Paul,  “ being  in  the  form  of  God,  thought  it  not  robbery  to  be 
equal  with  God.  But  emptied  himself,  taking  the  form  of  a ser- 
vant, being  made  in  the  likeness  of  men,  and  in  habit  found  as  a 
man : He  hunbled  himself,  becoming  obedient  unto  death ; even 
to  the  death  of  the  Cross.” — {Phil,  ii,  6,  7,  8). 

O sinners  ! when  you  offend  your  God,  you  make  war  upon  the 
Cross.  Every  time  you  commit  mortal  sin,  you  insolently  and  im- 
piously rise  up  in  revolt  against  Jesus  Christ : you  insult  his  love, 
you  despise  his  mercy,  you  join  with  his  enemies,  you  deform  his 
image,  and  you  trample  under  foot  the  blood  that  has  redeemed 
you  : yes,  “ you  crucify  again  the  Son  of  God,  and  make  a mockery 
of  him  !”  Of  whom  does  St.  Paul  utter  that  fearful,  that  dreadful 
sentence  ? Of  all  those  who  still  embrace  and  persist  in  the  sins 
which  he  died  to  expiate.  If  they  do  not  repent,  if  they  wickedly 
persevere  in  sin  until  death,  their  case  is  hopeless.  They  are 
beyond  redemption  ! Oh  ! my  dear  brethren,  at  that  last  sad  and 
most  decisive  moment,  when  your  souls  shall  be  fluttering  on  the 
confines  of  eternity,  how  abject,  how  forlorn  will  be  your  situation, 
if  you  will  have  continued  the  war  upon  the  Cross,  and  upon  its 
Victim,  Jesus  Christ ! 

In  the  case  of  Jesus,  the  supernatural  gloom  before  existing 
was  dispelled  from  the  face  of  nature,  and  the  light  and  peace  of 
the  Father’s  countenance  were  restored  to  the  heart  of  Jesus.  But 
in  your  case,  if  dying  in  war  against  God,  all  will  be  reversed. 
If  the  only  object  which  could  then  animate,  encourage,  and  con- 
sole you,  shall  be  lost  to  you  or  found  powerless  in  your  hands, 
will  not  your  case  be  desperate,  without  pardon,  without  interest, 
without  hope,  for  an  endless  eternity  ? 

Cling,  therefore,  O Christians,  cling  closely  to  the  Cross  of 
your  Redeemer;  sit  down  frequently,  as  you  have  done  to-day,  in 
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spirit,  under  its  shadow ; study  its  sublime  lessons,  imbibe  its 
heavenly  inspirations,  and  adopt,  in  spite  of  the  world,  its  holy 
maxims.  Be  assured  it  will  be  your  best  guide  in  life,  and  your 
safeguard  in  death. 

O suffering,  agonizing,  expiring  Jesus ! at  this  hour  do  not 
forsake  me.  Let  the  cry  of  thy  mercy  overpower  the  cry  of  my 
sins.  Pardon  me,  now  and  for  ever,  0 Divine  Lord  and  Mas- 
ter ! Amen. 


[An  interval  of  ten  minutes.] 


THE  FIFTH  WORD. 


“ Afterwards , Jesus  knowing  that  all  things  were  now  accom- 
plished t that  the  Scripture  might  be  fulfilled , said  : I thirst.” 

St.  John,  xix,  28. 

Thirst,  as  well  as  hunger,  is  an  extremity  of  pain,  well  known 
to  be  one  of  the  greatest  torments  of  the  human  frame.  Sitio ; 
“I  thirst.”  Warriors  covered  with  wounds,  exhausted  from  loss 
of  blood,  stretched  weltering  upon  the  field  of  battle,  have  been 
seen  to  forget  all  their  sufferings,  whilst  an  intolerable  thirst  was 
raging  and  consuming  their  strength.  This,  a torture  so  great, 
so  dreadful,  so  far  absorbing,  that  they  could  say  no  more  than, 
“ I thirst.”  It  was  the  punishment  of  the  rich  glutton.  He  said, 
" I thirst ;”  and  begged  a drop  of ' water  to  cool  his  burning 
tongue,  and  it  was  not  given  him.  Thou,  O Lord  ! art  not  the  glut- 
tonous rich  man,  and  thou  hadst  to  suffer  the  pang  of  thirst ! 
You  know,  my  brethren,  how  much  spent  by  fatigue  and  loss  of 
blood  our  Saviour  was;  first,  along  the  streets  of  Jerusalem, 
from  the  effects  of  the  bloody  scourging  which  opened  every  pore ; 
then  beneath  that  crown  which  penetrated  his  brow  ; then  under 
the  weight  of  his  Cross,  which  he  had  dragged  to  Calvary ; at  length, 
in  this  long  crucifixion,  in  this  violent  stretching  out  of  all  his 
lacerated  veins,  his  blood  flowed  in  such  abundance,  that  it  soon 
drained  out.  Lie  said,  “ I thirst !” 

Then,  indeed,  was  fulfilled  in  our  Divine  Saviour  that  expres- 
sion, “ My  strength  is  dried  up  like  a potsherd,  and  my  tongue 
hath  cleaved  to  my  jaws.” — (Psalm,  xxi,  16.)  This  thirst  felt  by 
the  suffering  Jesus,  is  both  natural  and  mysterious.  The  quantity 
of  blood  he  had  lost,  his  not  having  taken  anything  since  the 


evening  before,  and  the  excessive  pain  he  had  suffered,  were 
enough  to  cause  this  extreme  thirst.  But  this  torment  in  the 
case  of  our  Divine  Saviour  was  not  merely  a natural  thirst.  Af- 
ter accomplishing  the  will  of  his  Heavenly  Father,  there  yet  re- 
mained one  oracle  relating  to  him  to  he  fulfilled,  as  St.  John  tells 
us.  It  was  foretold,  that  in  his  thirst  they  should  give  him  vine- 
gar to  drink. — (Psalm  lxviii,  22.)  Consequently,  the  Divine 
Lamb  exclaims,  “ I thirst,”  that  such  prophecy  should  he  accom- 
plished. The  executioners  presented  him  the  vinegar,  which  he 
tasted,  thereby  increasing  his  pains. 

It  must  not  be  thought  that  Jesus  Christ  weakly  yielded  to  his 
sufferings.  From  the  height  of  his  Cross,  he  held  in  his  immor- 
tal hands  the  destinies  of  all  ages  and  nations.  He  now  looks 
upon  the  fulfilment  of  all  the  types  by  which  he  had  been  fore- 
shadowed. The  Prophets  who  had  sung  or  spoken  of  his  sorrows, 
foretold  his  thirst.  Their  predictions  should  be  accomplished. 
The  executioners  blindly  walked,  guided  by  the  hand  of  God, 
whom  they  had  crucified,  and  concurred  in  spite  of  themselves  in 
the  completion  of  the  prophecy ; they  rise  up,  and  present  him 
with  that  draught  of  vinegar  and  gall,  which  he  only  tastes.  You 
thirst,  dear  Jesus  ! but  it  is  for  the  salvation  of  the  world,  and 
the  redemption  of  our  souls.  It  was  charity  which  parched 
your  tongue  and  palate.  This  was  the  devouring  thirst  which 
made  you  say,  with  so  much  anxiety  and  grief,  “ I thirst.”  Cha- 
rity burned  in  your  heart ; you  thirst  after  our  happiness,  and  it  was 
this  which  brought  you  from  the  divine  abode  of  heaven,  that  sub- 
lime and  delightful  dwelling,  to  our  lowly  earth.  It  was  this  that 
made  you  say,  “ I wish  to  drink  the  chalice  that  has  been  prepared 
for  me.”  “ With  desire  I have  desired  to  eat  this  Pasch  with 
you.”  It  was  this  which  made  you  say  upou  the  Cross,  Sitio ; 
“ I thirst.” 

One  of  the  severest  pains  which  Christ  felt  upon  the  Cross,  was 
his  intense  thirst,  but  he  did  not  here  speak  of  his  mere  bodily 
thirst;  for  no  word  of  lamentation  escaped  the  lips  of  the  innocent 
Lamb,  no  complaint.  To  his  Divine  Father  he  addressed  himself, 
and  not  to  man,  when  he  said,  “ I thirst for  when  they  who  took 
the  meaning  literally,  gave  him  to  drink,  he  did  not  do  so.  The 
ardent,  the  burning  affections  of  his  heart,  were  the  thirst  of  which 
he  spoke  : a twofold  thirst,  proceeding  from  his  love  for  God  and 
his  love  for  man.  His  heart  thirsts  to  be  united  with  his  Father, 
never  more  to  be  parted;  he  thirsts  to  save  the  souls  of  all  man- 
kind, as  well  as  those  around  his  Cross,  to  bring  them  to  the  pos- 
session of  his  Father’s  kingdom,  to  the  bliss  of  eternal  beatitude. 
Oh  ! how  happy  is  he  who  hungers  and  thirsts  with  Jesus  ! The 
tears  of  love  and  repentance  are  the  most  acceptable  offering  you 
can  present  to  Jesus,  and  the  most  valuable  gift  you  can  bestow 
on  him. 


When,  at  the  Pharisee’s  house,  the  full  goblet  was  before  him, 
it  was  unnoticed  ; it  was  uncared-for  by  him.  The  tears  of  the 
penitent  that  bedewed  his  feet  were  the  comforts  and  solaces  he 
sought,  and  refreshed  and  quenched  his  thirst  more  than  the 
most  delicious  draughts  and  most  luxurious  drinks  of  the  Pha- 
risee. Oh ! how  it  refreshes  the  soul  of  the  Divine  and  tender 
Jesus,  to  behold  the  tears  of  penitent  sorrow ! How  it  parches 
and  saddens  him,  when  those  for  whom  he  thirsts,  present  to  him, 
in  their  hardness  of  heart,  and  remaining  so  deaf  to  his  fatherly 
admonitions,  the  vinegar  and  gall,  not  to  refresh,  but  to  increase 
his  agony  and  pain  ! 

O hearts  bowed  beneath  the  weight  of  crime,  oppressed  with 
the  burden  of  sin  ! come  to  the  feet  of  the  expiring  Jesus ; pour 
forth  on  them  the  tears  of  bitterest  sorrow  and  repentance.  Come, 
he  will  slake  your  thirst  with  the  life-giving  waters  of  reconcilia- 
tion ; he  will  not  depart  till  he  has  seen  you  guests  at  the  adorable 
Banquet  prepared  for  those  who,  though  they  have  sinned,  yet, 
beneath  the  shadow  of  the  Cross,  and  washed  by  the  redeeming 
waters  flowing  from  Him  who  is  extended  thereon,  have  repented, 
have  returned  to  him  who  created  them  ! 

And  you  would  deign  to  give  my  soul  wherewith  to  slake  its 
thirst ! You  would  vouchsafe  to  draw  me  from  those  miseries  of 
life,  from  those  shameful  pleasures  which  cannot  satisfy  my  soul, 
or  give  me  that  felicity  for  which  I sigh  ! Ah,  Lord  ! I will  re- 
peat with  joy  those  words  of  the  Holy  Scripture  : “As  the  hart 
panteth  [and  thirsteth]  after  the  fountains  of  water,  so  doth  my  soul 
pant  after  thee,  0 God  !”  It  was  this  thirst  which  our  Divine 
Redeemer  wished  to  excite  in  the  soul  of  the  Samaritan  woman, 
when  he  said  to  her,  “ If  thou  didst  know  the  gift  of  God,  and 
who  he  is  that  saith  to  thee,  Give  me  to  drink;  thou,  perhaps, 
wouldst  have  asked  him,  and  he  would  have  given  thee  living 
water.”  Let  us  away,  then,  to  this  fountain,  to  which  he  invites 
us  in  these  words  : “ If  any  one  thirst,  let  him  come  to  me  and 
drink.”  Let  us  drink  of  this  water  which  alone  can  refresh  us. 
We  shall  not  thirst  for  ever,  because  it  shall  become  in  us  a foun- 
tain of  water  springing  up  into  life  everlasting. 

O Divine  Jesus ! Saviour  and  Redeemer  of  men  ! make  us,  like 
unto  thee,  thirst  for  eternal  joy  and  happiness  ! Thirst  here  for 
thy  glory  and  thine  honour,  and  thirst  for  ever  for  “ thy  king- 
dom that  is  to  come.”  Amen. 


[An  interval  of  ten  minutes.] 


THE  SIXTH  WORD. 


“ When,  therefore,  Jen  us  had  taken  the  vinegar,  he  said : All  is 
consummated .” — St.  John,  xix,  30. 

Consummatum  est ; “ All  is  finished.”  A word  at  which  we 
ought  rather  bow  down  in  adoration,  than  attempt  to  explain  its 
meaning.  Let  us,  however,  rest  a moment  to  consider  it.  There 
is  nothing  great  or  beautiful  but  what  is  perfect,  complete,  and 
finished.  God  perfects  and  finishes  all  that  he  does.  God  has 
worked  out  creation  and  redemption.  When  he  finished  creation, 
he  proclaimed  it  to  the  universe  by  saying,  “ The  earth  is  good.” 
Redemption  is  a work  glorious  and  difficult  in  a far  different  way. 
There  was  no  longer  question  of  producing  the  world  from  chaos ; 
but  of  delivering  the  world  and  man  himself  from  sin.  Redemp- 
tion was  to  have  its  consummation,  full  and  entire,  and  the  ex- 
pression, Consummatum  est,  was  to  fall  from  the  Cross ; but  I 
see  also  another  consummation ; that  of  all  human  iniquity. 

My  brethren,  imagine  to  yourselves  a serpent  struggling  with 
a lion.  Such  was  the  scene  of  Calvary.  Whilst  the  old  serpent, 
the  conqueror  of  mankind,  the  promoter  of  all  the  depravity  of 
the  earth,  exhausts  himself  against  the  dread  Lion  of  the  tribe  of 
Juda,  he  suddenly  fell  powerless,  and  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross, 
foaming  with  rage  and  vomiting  forth  poison,  he  is  laid  prostrate 
and  is  vanquished  before  the  tranquil  and  invulnerable  Lion. 
Human  passions,  you  also  had  your  consummation.  Mendacity, 
could  you  have  gone  farther  than  in  the  heart  of  Caiphas  and  the 
vindictive  Pharisees  ? Ingratitude  and  insidiousness,  could  you 
have  exceeded  that  of  the  traitor  Judas  ? Lying  calculations  of 
worldly  policy,  could  you  go  to  a greater  extent  than  you  did  in 
the  vile  heart  of  Pilate  ? But  this  your  iniquity  shall  remain  a 
perpetual  monument  to  render  infamous  the  Pilates  of  all  future 
ages ! Stupid  and  flagitious  indifference  to  truth  and  virtue, 
could  you  have  gone  farther  than  in  the  heart  of  that  man,  seized 
all  at  once  by  a vain,  vile,  morbid  curiosity  ? Sacrilegious  and 
scoffing  incredulity,  could  you  go  farther  than  you  did  in  the 
heart  of  a Herod,  who  asked  for  a miracle  to  charm  away  his 
idleness — who  mocked  the  Son  of  the  Most  High  as  a fool, 
and  covered  the  Eternal  Wisdom  with  a garb  of  ignominy  ? Be- 
hold the  consummation  of  man’s  iniquity  ! The  passions  could 
go  no  farther. 

But  let  us  leave  all  this  earth-scene.  There  took  place  in  a 
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region  above  a magnificent  consummation,  and  the  Divine  cruci- 
fied Jesus,  from  the  height  of  his  Cross,  from  the  summit  of  that 
holy  mountain,  from  the  immortal  tree,  which  already  began  to 
spread  its  branches  to  the  four  corners  of  the  earth,  and  rear  its 
beaming  front  to  the  highest  heavens,  from  the  Cross  the  Son  of 
God  casts  a long  look  towards  the  Celestial  Paradise,  the  Heavenly 
Jerusalem.  Then  a retrospective  view  at  eras  gone  by ; then  a 
glance  at  all  succeeding  ages  until  the  period  of  the  world’s  du- 
ration ; and  from  thence,  to  the  depth  of  the  abyss : that  done, 
He  exclaims  with  a loud  voice,  Consummatum  est,  “ All  is 
finished.” 

The  powers  of  darkness  are  defeated ; hell  is  troubled ; the 
gates  of  the  infernal  empire  are  shattered  ; the  prince  of  dark- 
ness and  his  fallen  spirits  are  crushed ; death  is  subdued.  It  seems 
to  the  evil  spirit  now,  that  he  should  not  have  attacked  that  Di- 
vine life ; that  by  that  unheard-of  attempt,  he  has  given  to  his 
own  power  a deadly  blow.  He  has  caused  the  conquering  foot  to 
be  placed  upon  his  neck,  at  the  moment  when  he  was  raising  his 
arm  against  the  corner-stone  of  the  Church.  He  is  repulsed  ; he 
plunges  into  his  eternal  flames.  All  his  edifices  fall  around  him, 
and  he  is  buried  beneath  the  ruins.  It  was  the  consummation 
of  heaven,  of  earth,  and  of  hell  ; the  consummation  of  the 
Cross ! 

The  instruction  which  we  ought  to  derive  ftom  the  expression, 
Consummatum  est , “ All  is  finished,”  uttered  by  our  Redeemer 
at  the  close  of  his  intense  sufferings,  is  to  attend  to  the  work  we 
have  to  accomplish  here  below ; to  labour  at  it  and  to  complete 
it  whilst  it  is  yet  in  our  power.  What  a subject  of  despair  will 
it  be  for  a Christian,  when  the  hour  of  death  arrives,  to  feel,  that 
so  far  from  being* able  to  say,  “ All  is  finished,”  he  finds  that  he 
has  not  commenced  the  work  which  he  was  commanded  to  do, 
and  that  he  is  on  the  point  of  rendering  his  last  account  to  his 
God  ! This  work,  for  every  Christian,  is  “ the  sanctification  of 
his  soul.”  Behold  the  “ one  thing  necessary,”  which  every  indi- 
dual has  to  perform  in  this  world.  But,  alas  ! how  many  do  we 
see  die  daily,  who  so  far  from  being  occupied  with  it,  do  not  even 
think  upon  it,  or  who  are  always  employed  in  works  of  iniquity, 
of  whom  it  may  be  said,  that  what  they  have  consummated,  is 
the  eternal  reprobation  of  their  souls ! O dreadful,  terrible 
thought  for  all ! 

Heaven  grant,  that  this  idea  may  produce  in  our  hearts  a salu- 
tary fear,  which  will  induce  us  to  take  every  serious  precaution 
to  avoid  the  only  evil  which  we  really  have  to  fear.  Now,  the 
best  and  most  infallible  means  we  can  adopt,  is  to  think  each  in- 
stant of  our  lives  on  the  fatal  moment  when  everything  in  this 
world  shall  vanish,  good  as  well  as  evil,  joy  and  grief,  riches  and 
poverty,  pleasure  and  pain  ; to  represent  to  ourselves  that  then 


359 


all  will  be  consummated  as  far  as  we  are  concerned ; that  the  time 
for  labouring  has  come  to  a close,  and  that  nothing  will  remain 
in  our  hands  but  our  good  or  bad  works,  which  will  merit  for  us 
an  eternal  recompense  or  unutterable  and  everlasting  wo.  “ Ah  !" 
says  the  Wise  Man,  “ whatsoever  thy  hand  is  able  to  do,  do  it 
earnestly ; for  neither  work,  nor  reason,  nor  wisdom,  nor  know- 
ledge shall  be  in  hell,  whither  thou  art  hastening."  “ Let  us 
work,"  says  the  Lord,  “ whilst  it  is  day,  because  the  night 
cometh,  when  no  man  can  work." 

But  who  can  express  what  consolation  will  fill  the  soul  of  the 
Christian  who  shall  find  himself  able  to  say,  at  the  close  of  his 
mortal  career,  that  by  his  obedience,  “ all  is  accomplished?”  The 
designs  of  the  Lord  in  his  regard  are  consummated,  and  with 
similar  feelings  he  can  repeat,  in  the  words  of  the  great  Apostle, 
“ I have  fought  a good  fight ; I have  finished  my  course  ; I have 
kept  the  faith.  As  to  the  rest,  there  is  laid  up  for  me  a crown 
of  justice,  which  the  Lord,  the  just  Judge,  will  render  to  me 
on  that  day." — 2 Tim.,  iv,  7,  8. 

The  shorter  the  expressions  of  our  Divine  Lord,  the  deeper  is 
the  meaning  conveyed,  in  them.  In  each  word  he  utters,  count- 
less and  wonderful  mysteries  are  contained.  “ It  is  finished ;" 
Gonsummatum  est.  What  is  finished  ? A long  life  full  of  love 
for  mankind ; a life  of  poverty,  sorrow,  persecution,  pain,  and 
anguish.  It  is  accomplished  ! The  whole  of  the  ancient  pro- 
phecy, all  is  completed,  all  is  brought  to  the  last  and  perfect 
state.  Nothing  more  can  He  do  for  man,  than  to  give  himself, 
his  life,  accompanied  by  the  most  intense  and  ignominious  suffer- 
ing. Not  one  letter  remains  to  be  added  to  the  words  expressive 
of  him : “ Behold,  I come.”  When  the  last  scene  of  life  has 
come,  who  can,  on  looking  backward  to  the  years  he  has  spent 
on  this  earth,  exclaim  with  confidence  to  his  God,  “ It  is  finish- 
ed ; my  days  have  been  passed  in  the  performance  of  good  and 
holy  works,  and  now  all  that  is  left  me,  is  to  fly  far  away  from 
this  miserable  earth,  to  thee,  my  Hope  and  Comfort."  One 
alone  could  thus  speak  to  his  Heavenly  Father;  our  Saviour  on 
the  Cross,  the  Expiator  of  the  sins  of  all  men.  The  Man-God 
wished  to  leave  this  earth  and  go  to  his  Father,  that  he  might,  in 
his  heavenly  kingdom,  bestow  on  us  the  abundance  of  that  love 
and  mercy,  the  price,  the  purchase  of  his  sufferings.  All  is  in- 
deed accomplished  for  Him;  all  begins  for  man. 

The  earth,  renewed  by  the  death  of  the  Most  High,  commences 
a new  life.  Man  stands  in  a different  position  before  the  Almighty, 
now  that  Christ  hath  died  for  him.  In  a few  moments  more,  “ a 
new  heaven  and  earth"  shall  he  have  created,  where  he  shall  be 
blessed  and  praised  for  ever,  for  the  countless  and  never-ending 
joys  which  in  that  hour  Jesus  accomplished. 

0 Divine  Lord  Jesus ! now  about  to  die,  say,  “All  is  now  con- 
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summated say  to  us  at  our  last  hour,  “ All  is  ended  in  your 
life  and  death  ; all  is  completed  enter  into  the  joys  of  the  Lord  ; 
all  is  finished.  Enjoy  my  eternal  beatitude.”  Amen. 


[An  interval  of  ten  minutes.] 


THE  SEVENTH  AND  LAST  WORD. 


“ And  Jems  crying  out  with  a loud  voice , said : “ Father , into 
thy  hands  I commend  my  spirit .” — St.  Luke,  xxiii,  40. 

If  ever  there  was  a solemn  moment  in  nature,  in  the  realms 
above,  on  earth  below,  or  in  hell  beneath,  it  is  the  hour  to  which 
we  are  now  approaching.  An  awful  silence  reigns  throughout  the 
court  of  heaven.  The  harmony  of  the  celestial  canticles  is  inter- 
rupted. The  Angels  of  peace  weep  bitterly,  and  in  the  attitude 
of  adoration,  place  themselves  upon  the  summit  of  Calvary.  The 
Almighty  Father  remains  alone  in  his  majesty  ; the  Cherubim 
who  encompass  his  throne  entone  in  feeble  and  broken  strains  the 
anthem  of  eternity:  “Holy,  Holy,  Holy!’ — Sanctus , Sanctus, 
Sanctus  /”  They  cannot  finish  it.  The  earth  knew  not  these 
things.  Hell  is  in  trouble  and  dismay,  and  Jesus,  recovering  his 
strength  and  his  confidence,  in  the  pride  of  his  glory  exclaims, 
“ Father,”— for  he  hath  found  his  Father, — “Father,  into  thy 
hands  I commend  my  spirit In  man  us  tuas,  Do  mine,  commendo 
spiritual  meum.  He  had  found  his  Father;  we  have  found  ours  ; 
and  if  we  hope  to  benefit  by  the  Cross,  let  us,  through  Jesus 
Christ,  send  up  to  Heaven  that  exclamation  so  tender,  so  loving, 
and  so  filial,  “ Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven,”  we  also  commend 
our  souls  into  thy  hands,  since  thou  art  our  Creator,  our  Redeem- 
er, and  our  Father.  Oh ! we  shall  never  again  stray  from  thy  pa- 
ternal house,  thy  children  as  we  are.  Into  thy  hands,  0 F ather ! 
we  commend  our  souls  without  reserve,  for  time  and  for  eternity. 

What  intense  anguish  did  not  the  words  of  Jesus  express ! All 
around  was  desolate,  and  his  own  Divine  Soul  filled  with  wretched- 
ness and  despondency.  His  broken  and  bleeding  heart  gave  vent 
to  its  last  mournful  throbs  by  this  feeling  and  pathetic  exclamation  : 
“ Father,  into  thy  hands  I commend  my  spirit.”  “ My  God  ! my 


God ! why  hast  thou  forsaken  me  ?”  tones  that  seem  to  sound  the 
laments  of  our  Redeemer,  as  they  are  recorded  in  the  prophetical 
Psalm  (xxi,  2) — the  outpouring  of  a crushed  spirit.  Yet,  as  we 
often  see  the  sun,  after  the  heavens  have  been  for  a time  dark  and 
stormy,  shine  forth  in  all  its  brightness,  cheering  and  vivifying 
all  hearts ; so  the  countenance  of  the  Saviour  became  suddenly 
bright,  as  if  the  darkness  had  passed  away  from  his  soul,  as  if  his 
words  had  impressed  and  softened  the  heart  of  his  Father.  He 
makes  use  of  the  word  “ Father  and  now,  into  his  hands  he 
commends  his  spirit,  as  all  had  been  accomplished.  Such  was 
unnecessary,  but,  for  the  fulfilment  of  justice  and  righteousness, 
and  that  he  might  leave  us  in  his  final  word  a perfect  and  com- 
plete lesson,  he  did  it.  He  left  his  holy  life  as  it  were  condensed 
in  a few  words,  that  we  might  all  be  encouraged  by  his  example 
to  place  ourselves  completely  in  the  hands  of  God.  Let  not  these 
words  be  forgotten  as  soon  as  heard.  Let  them  dwell  in  your 
hearts  so  deeply,  that  when  the  final  hour  shall  come,  and  your 
friends,  attentive  to  every  sound  issuing  for  the  last  time  from 
your  lips,  shall  stand  around  your  bed,  your  dying  exclamation 
shall  be,  “ Father,  into  thy  hands  I commend  my  spirit.” 

The  final  word  has  been  pronounced ; all  is  finished.  Nothing 
remains  but  the  completion  of  the  Sacrifice  by  the  death  of  the 
Victim.  All  things  on  earth  seem  to  be  agonized,  as  if  a new  life 
was  about  commencing.  The  rending  of  the  veil  of  the  temple, 
the  opening  of  the  sepulchres,  and  giving  up  the  dead,  have  al- 
ready taken  place.  Soon  shall  the  veil  of  the  temple  be  rent  in 
twain,  and  the  hidden  mysteries  of  the  Old  Law  revealed,  show- 
ing forth,  that  no  one  resides  in  that  rent  tabernacle.  The  Old 
Covenant  is  disappearing,  the  New  one  shall  soon  commence. 
The  world’s  Redeemer,  the  Saviour  of  mankind,  the  Son  of  the 
Most  High,  has  meekly  bowed  his  head,  and  yielded  up  his  spirit. 
What  now  becomes  of  earth  ? Shall  it  be  broken  to  atoms  by 
the  dread  commotion?  No;  the  moment  when  Jesus  expired, 
was  noticed  to  the  most  distant  nations  by  the  shock  ; but  it  is 
the  harbinger  of  peace,  not  the  herald  of  torment  and  wrath. 
Through  the  earth  has  resounded,  to  be  heard  far  and  near,  ex- 
tending to  the  remotest  ages  of  time, — “ Earth,  peace  be  unto 
thee,  and  upon  thee  salvation  and  blessing  from  on  high !” 

Thou  dust  of  the  nations,  humanity ! come  and  place  thyself 
beside  the  throne  of  Justice.  Arise  from  the  tomb,  O Adam  ! 
and  cull  from  the  tree  of  Redemption  the  fruit  of  salvation.  Thy 
crime  is  expiated,  thy  fall  repaired.  Gome  and  take  thy  station 
at  the  head  of  thy  posterity,  to  gather  up  the  Divine  Blood  which 
has  been  shed  for  thee.  And. you,  0 Christian!  will  not  you  ap- 
proach in  your  turn,  to  contemplate  Jesus  Christ  ? Will  he  have 
died  in  vain  for  you  ? Has  he  not  done  enough  to  convert  you  ? 
Must  he  die  a second  time  for  you  ? Tell  us,  what  have  you  in  your 
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soul  that  can  still  hold  out  against  the  passion  of  a God  ? Suffer, 
then,  your  hearts  to  be  moved  ? Break  for  ever  with  voluptuous- 
ness and  with  your  cupidity.  Whatever  anguish  it  may  cost  you, 
seize  the  Cross ; cling  to  it.  “ There  is  no  salvation  but  in  the 
Name  of  Jesus.”  Return  to  your  homes,  striking  your  breasts 
a id  crying  out,  Ah  ! “ this  man  was  truly  the  Son  of  God,”  the 
Ruler  of  hearts,  the  King  of  empires,  the  Monarch  of  nations ! 

Could  there  he  one  amongst  you,  my  dear  brethren,  who  would 
not  wish  the  redemption  of  Jesus  Christ  ? But,  no  ; I have  more 
consoling  thoughts  in  your  regard.  Never  was  a spectacle  so 
moving,  so  consoling,  as  that  which  is  presented  me  by  the  mul- 
titudes of  the  faithful,  who  crowd  around  the  holy  pulpit  to  hear 
the  Minister  of  Jesus  Christ ! It  is  in  the  Cross  we  rest  our  min- 
istry. My  eyes  behold  with  delight  the  religious  demeanour  and 
attention  of  this  vast  congregation.  My  brethren,  it  is  a cheering 
reflection  to  tell  the  world,  that  you  belong  to  Jesus  Christ,  that 
his  Cross  is  the  banner  under  which  you  will  be  ranked  ; you  will 
then  be  truly  free,  for  real  liberty  was  acquired  on  the  summit  of 
Calvary.  Jesus  Christ  has  drunk  the  chalice  to  the  very  dregs. 
Why,  then,  shall  we  not  all  partake  of  it  ? Whoever  shall  in- 
voke, with  contrite  hearts,  the  Name  of  Jesus  Christ,  will  be 
saved.  He  who  asks  for  life,  shall  not  perish.  The  Cross  will  be 
our  hope,  our  glory,  our  salvation.  Come,  then,  my  brethren, 
prostrate  yourselves  before  that  sacred  emblem,  crimsoned  for 
your  sake,  with  the  blood  of  a God.  With  contrite  and  humble 
hearts,  mingle  your  tears  with  his  Blood ! Behold  that  venerable 
Cross,  which  you  have  so  often  insulted  and  blasphemed,  but  still 
the  source  of  comfort  and  consolation  to  our  souls.  There  lies 
[( exhibit  the  Cross ] the  Victim  of  charity  now,  not  a God  of  ven- 
geance. Say  but  you  will  now  renounce  your  enormities ; he  is 
ready  to  receive  you,  with  head  inclined  to  give  you  the  kiss  of 
peace  and  pardon ; with  arms  not  only  extended  to  embrace  you, 
but  even  nailed  in  that  position,  to  show  that  he  puts  it  out  of 
his  power  this  day  to  reject  the  greatest  sinner  if  he  ask  pardon. 

Come  to  Jesus  this  holy  season,  and  when  once  forgiven,  say, 
that  neither  sin,  nor  hell,  nor  all  your  passions,  shall  ever  separate 
you  again  from  bis  service  or  his  Cross.  Come,  Christians ; the 
thousand  sins  and  the  thousand  more  you  may  have  committed, 
will  disappear  in  that  purple  stream,  that  issues  now  from  a 
Saviours  side.  Oh  ! approach  the  Cross  this  day  ; reverence  that 
sacred  image  that  reminds  you  of  a Redeemer’s  mercy.  Although 
cold-hearted  infidelity  may  call  it  “ superstition,”  believe  it  not. 
Erroneous  is  the  creed  that  would  accuse  you  of  idolatry.  It  can- 
not be  a crime  to  cherish  the  picture  of  a parent  as  a proof  of  your 
affection  for  the  original.  And  what  parent’s  love  can  ever  be  put 
in  competition  with  that  of  Jesus  ? Come,  and  may  the  impres- 
sion of  his  sacred  wounds  you  this  morning  receive  upon  your 
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senses,  pass  to  your  hearts,  and  there  remain,  a permanent  proof 
of  his  love  here,  and  a precious  pledge  of  eternal  happiness  here- 
after. 

O Jesus  Christ ! thou  Redeemer  and  Ransomer  of  all  men  ! 
Thou  who  hast  expired  in  mercy  and  in  peace,  give  us  mercy, 
pardon,  and  peace.  Thou  who  wert  declared  even  by  the  crowd 
to  be  “ truly  the  Son  of  God,”  be  truly  our  Father  and  our  God, 
Be  to  us  a Father  of  compassion;  we  are  thy  poor  destitute  chil- 
dren. Be  also  our  God ; but  a God  of  pity,  who  alone  can  save 
and  forgive ; who  can  raise  us  from  the  depths  of  our  misery,  and 
“ place  us  among  the  princes  of  thy  people,”  in  eternal  joy  and 
beatitude.  Amen. 
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A SERMON 

ON  THE  FEAST  OF 

THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN  MARY, 

MOTHER  OF  CONSOLATION, 
patroness  of  % of  £i.  J^ugusfint  atdr  &t.  poitka. 


For  behold,  henceforth  all  generations  shall  call  me  blessed.” — Luke , i,  48v 

The  Church  has  endeavoured  in  all  ages  to  exhibit  with  the 
most  zealous  ardour  of  respect,  a proper  degree  of  honour  and 
veneration  to  the  Holy  and  Immaculate  Mother  of  God.  Her 
most  illustrious  sons  have  enrolled  themselves  as  her  champions, 
and  have  united  their  greatest  efforts  to  extol  and  manifest  her 
as  the  sublimest  object  of  praise  and  imitation.  Arrayed  in  all 
the  pomp  of  glorious  eloquence,  adorned  with  a profusion  of  the 
richest  epithets,  and  decorated  with  all  that  the  most  exalted  im- 
agination can  devise,  they  seem  to  consider  her  as  still  far  superior 
to  all  their  eulogies,  and  to  wish  for  even  angelic  oratory  to 
pour  forth  in  the  strongest  and  most  worthy  manner  the  ardent 
effusions  of  their  zeal.  Thus,  my  brethren,  is  the  verification 
of  lifer  own  sacred  oracle  perpetuated  from  age  to  age.  “ Behold," 
says  she,  “ henceforth  all  generations  shall  call  me  blessed.” 

And,  indeed,  if  God  is  wonderful  in  his  saints,  as  the  Royal 
Bsalmist  says,  and  therefore  to  be  celebrated  in  them  for  tha 
glorious  triumphs  of  his  grace  and  mercy,  where  did  they  operate 
such  marvellous  effects  as  in  Mary,  the  balmy  influence  of  which 
extended  itself  in  a wide  universal  circuit  of  beneficence  to  man- 
kind ? And  what  a boundless  tribute  of  praise  shall  we  not  offer 
to  God  in  her,  and  to  her,  who  was  by  him  selected  to  give  birth 
to  the  happy  and  propitious  Instrument  of  our  redemption  ! With 
what  transcendent  virtues  was  not  the  soul  of  Mary  adorned',  who 
was  destined  to  be  the  Mother  of  him  who  is  the  Model  and  Source 
of  all  perfection,  and  with  what  alacrity  should  we  not  laud 
and  extol  the  wondrous  operations  of  the  power  of  God  in  her 
who.  united  heaven,  as  I may  say,  with  earth,  by  conceiving  his 
only-begotten  Son,  Jesus  Christ,  our  most  blessed  Mediator,,  and- 
Hhe  Author  of  all  our  hopes  of  glory  !; 
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This  is  the  chosen  Royal  Virgin,  who  was  invested  with  a dig- 
nity far  surpassing  the  power  of  language  to  express,  a dignity 
which,  although  not  much  enlarged  upon  by  the  Evangelists,  who 
are  so  many  sacred  oracles  of,  the  Holy  Ghost,  is  still  sufficiently 
indicated  by  them  in  a few  words.  What  more  august  title,  what 
more  preeminent  quality  could  they  give  her,  what  more  could 
they  say  than  that  she  was  Mother  of  God,  that  of  her  Jesus  was 
born  ? The  Holy  Fathers  seem  to  vie  with  each  other  in  pouring 
forth  the  marks  of  their  zeal  and  piety  by  calling  her  Queen  of 
Angels,  Mediatrix  between  man  and  the  Sovereign  of  heaven  and 
earth  ; by  representing  her  as  the  master-piece  of  the  power  of 
God  ; by  considering  her  as  the  happy  channel  through  which 
graces  are  communicated  to  us ; by  proposing  her  to  criminals 
as  their  asylum,  to  the  afflicted  as  their  consolation,  and  to 
sinners  as  their  refuge.  These  are  pompous  titles,  these  are 
magnificent  qualities ; but  there  is  something  still  more  sublime, 
more  grand;  it  is  of  her  Jesus  was  born,  de  qua  natus  eat  Jesus. 
“ This,”  says  St.  Anselm,  “ comprises  all  that  can  be  said  of  the 
grandeur  of  Mary;  this  is  the  motive  of  our  veneration,  and  the 
subject  of  our  confidence.”  This  is  the  principle  which  stimu- 
lated the  primitive  writers  of  the  Church  to  exhaust  their  elo- 
quence in  the  most  glorious  and  splendid  encomiums  of  Mary. 
Those  ancient  and  holy  supporters  of  the  doctrine  of  the  Church 
never  thought  they  could  pay  homage  to  the  Son  by  slighting  the 
Mother;  yet  such  are  the  unfounded  apprehensions  of  some,  who 
think  that  any  application  to  Mary  wrongs  the  dignity  and  honour 
of  Christ,  and  is  an  insult  to  his  character  as  Mediator.  This  error 
I shall  endeavour  to  rectify,  with  the  Divine  assistance,  by  briefly 
pointing  out  to  you,  that  it  is  not  only  lawful,  but  good  and  useful 
to  honour  the  Holy  Virgin,  and  to  invoke  her  intercession  for  us. 

It  is  an  incontrovertible  truth,  that  the  first  and  principal  object 
of  devotion  is  the  love  and  service  of  God,  which  does  not  prevent 
the  Christian  religion  from  giving  to  the  Saints  who  enjoy  eternal 
bliss,  a religious  worship  which  is  their  due  : this  has  been  the 
uniform  and  universal  practice  of  our  holy  Church.  The  doctrine 
of  that  sacred  spouse  concerning  the  invocation  of  the  Mother 
of  God  and  the  Saints,  is  as  ancient  as  the  Church  itself.  If 
we  look  back  into  the  most  remote  ages,  we  shall  find  innumerable 
proofs  of  this  assertion.  If  we  open  the  Sacred  Volume,  we 
will  find  that  the  foundation  of  the  honour  which  we  give  to 
Mary  is  no  other  than  that  which  God  himself  laid  down  in  the 
Gospel  of  St.  Luke  (c.  i,  v.  49),  "‘For  he  that  is  mighty  hath 
done  great  things  to  me,  and  holy  is  his  name.”  This  passage 
alone  should  be  sufficient  to  convince  any  rational  being  of  the 
lawfulness  of  the  honour  due  to  Mary.  God  hath  done  great 
things  to  her,  so  that  all  succeeding  generations  should  call  her 
blessed.  It  is  but  natural  and  reasonable  to  honour  the  creature; 
(on  whom-  God  had.  bestowed  so  many  and  signal  blessings,  as^ 
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the  subject  upon  whom  the  temporal  prince  lavishes  his  favours 
has  a peculiar  claim  to  the  respect  of  his  fellow* subjects.  Shall 
we  dare,  then,  to  deny  homage  to  this  Immaculate  Virgin,  this 
sacred  vessel  of  election,  this  living  temple  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
whom  God  predestined  from  all  eternity  to  bear  in  her  womb  his 
only  Son,  Jesus  Christ?  Can  we  contemplate  the  exalted  diguity 
of  Mary,  who  bore  in  her  womb  the  great  God  of  immensity, 
whom  the  heavens  and  the  earth  cannot  contain,  without  con- 
fessing that  she  is  deserving  our  marked  veneration  and  respect  ? 
Let  us  say  with  St.  Paul,  “ Let  honour  be  given  to  whom  it  is  due.” 
To  whom  is  so  much  honour  due  as  to  Mary  ? To  question 
this,  we  must  be  swallowed  up  in  an  ocean  of  prejudice,  deaf  to 
the  voice  of  nature,  destitute  of  every  mark  of  true  piety,  and 
guilty  of  the  blackest  ingratitude  to  Jesus,  who,  as  the  Royal 
Psalmist  expresses  it,  “ honours  his  friends  exceedingly.” 

In  order  to  convince  the  most  obstinate  enemies  of  Mary  that 
respect  and  veneration  are  due  to  her,  I have  only  to  produce  the 
authentic  testimony  of  the  Church  in  every  age  up  to  the  time  of 
the  Apostles.  The  Greek  and  Latin  liturgies  have  constantly 
proclaimed  her  praise.  Sacred  history  tells  us  of  many  religious 
orders  established  for  her  honour,  many  temples  dedicated  to  her, 
many  feasts  consecrated  to  her  dignity  by  the  Church,  which  is 
ever  guided  by  the  influence  of  the  Divine  Spirit.  So  early  as 
the  fourth  century,  Vigilantius  stood  up  to  oppose  this  point  of 
Catholic  doctrine,  as  we  learn  from  St.  Jerome,  who  wrote  against 
him.  Luther  and  Calvin,  in  the  16tli  century,  maintained  the 
same  error,  as  appears  from  the  former’s  book  to  the  Waldenses, 
and  the  latter’s  Theological  Institutions,  b.  i,  c.  14  ; against 
whom,  and  all  assertors  of  the  same  doctrine,  the  Church,  which 
is  “ the  pillar  and  ground  of  truth,”  has  always  taught,  and  still 
continues  to  teach,  that  the  Saints  do  pray  for  us  on  earth,  and 
that  the  invocation  of  them  is  lawful,  good,  and  useful..  What 
I shall  say  concerning  the  Saints,  holds  good  with  respect  to 
the  Holy  Virgin,  as  she  cannot  be  deprived  of  her  share  in  this 
prerogative.  The  Saints  now  reigning  with  Christ  in  heaven 
pray  not  less  for  the  Ghristian  militant  Church,  than  Moses  and 
Samuel  did  formerly  for  the  Jewish  synagogue,  for  we  cannot 
suppose  them  to  have  less  love  and  charity  for  us  than  they 
had  for  the  Jews.  This  is  evidently  understood  by  the  following 
words  of  God  himself,  in  the  15th  chapter,  1st  verse,  of  the 
Prophet  Jeremy  : “ If  Moses  and  Samuel  shall  stand  before  me, 
my  soul  is  not  towards  this  peopler”  Here  we  clearly  see  these 
holy  men  pray  for  the  faithful  on  earth.  St.  Cyprian  says  in 
his  59th  epistle,  “ If  any  of  our  brethren  should  be  sooner  re- 
ceived from  this  world  to  enjoy  the  kingdom  of  heaven,  let 
charity  still  persevere,  and  let  not  intercession  cease  with  the 
Father  of  mercies  for  our  brethren.”  This  doctrine  has  been 
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delivered  down,  both  in  the  Eastern  and  Western  Church,  in 
an  uninterrupted  series  of  time.  It  is,  therefore,  certain,  from 
the  Scripture  and  Fathers,  that  the  Saints,  while  enjoying  eternal 
bliss,  do  pray  for  us  on  earth.  It  is  also  lawful  to  invoke  the 
prayers  of  the  Saints  who  reign  with  Jesus  Christ,  because  it 
cannot  be  proved  that  the  invocation  of  them  is  in  itself  evil  or 
prohibited;  for,  if  it  were  so,  it  would  be  evil  under  every  circum- 
stance of  place  or  time ; and  yet,  it  was  lawful  to  beg  the  prayers 
of  the  Saints  while  on  earth.  In  the  7th  chapter  of  the  1st  book 
of  Kings,  the  children  of  Israel  say  to  Samuel,  “ Cease  not  to 
cry  out  for  us  to  the  Lord  our  God,  that  he  may  save  us  from 
the  Philistines/’  St.  Paul,  in  the  15th  chapter  to  the  Romans, 
says,  “ I beseech  you,  brethren,  that  you  may  assist  me  in  your 
prayers  for  me  to  God.”  The  invocation  of  Saints  is,  therefore, 
not  evil,  and,  by  a necessary  consequence,  not  unlawful. 

The  perpetual  practice  of  the  Church  furnishes  us  with  an 
irresistible  proof  of  the  lawfulness  of  invoking  the  Immaculate 
Mary  and  the  other  Saints.  We  read  in  the  liturgy  of  the  Greek 
Church,  which  was  used  so  remotely  as  the  fourth  century,  the 
following  passage  : “ Let  us  make  a commemoration  of  our  most 
holy,  inviolate,  most  glorious,  and  blessed  Lady,  Mary,  the  Mo- 
ther of  God,  always  a Virgin,  and  of  all  the  Saints  and  the  just, 
that  by  their  prayers  and  intercession  we  may  all  obtain  mercy.” 

St.  Augustine,  in  his  17th  Sermon,  says,  “The  faithful  are 
instructed  not  to  pray  for  the  Martyrs  whose  names  are  recited  at 
the  altar  of  God,  because  it  is  an  injury  to  pray  for  the  Martyrs 
to  whose  prayers  we  ought  to  be  recommended  ourselves.”  St. 
Ambrose  says,  in  his  book  De  Viduis,  “ The  intercession  of  the 
Martyrs  is  to  be  implored,  whose  protection  we  seem  to  secure 
for  ourselves  by  possessing  the  pledges  of  their  bodies.”  It  may 
be  alleged,  that  the  practice  of  invoking  the  Mother  of  God  and 
the  Saints  was  first  introduced  in  the  fourth  century ; but  St. 
Cyprian  and  Origen,  who  flourished  in  the  third  century,  and 
whom  I have  already  mentioned,  testify  the  contrary.  Besides, 
it  is  glaringly  absurd  to  suppose  such  a custom  could  be  intro- 
duced all  at  once,  and  so  universally  received,  without  any  op- 
position from  the  pastors  and  rulers  of  the  Church,  if  it  were  con- 
trary to  faith  and  sound  doctrine.  The  invocation  of  Saints  is 
likewise  useful,  because,  if  it  is  useful  to  entreat  the  prayers 
of  holy  persons  on  earth,  to  invoke  the  prayers  of  the  blessed  in 
heaven  must  be  also  useful,  because  they  have  it  in  their  power 
and  will  to  intercede  for  us  with  God.  For,  as  their  charity  is 
now  greater  and  more  perfect  than  when  on  earth,  their  prayers 
are  also  of  greater  estimation,  and  more  efficacious  in  the  sight 
of  God.  They  love  us  in  a higher  degree  of  perfection,  and  are, 
consequently,  more  solicitous  about  our  salvation,  as  St.  Cyprian 
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says.  Being  secure  about  their  own  lot,  they  are  careful  of  our 
safety. 

I shall  now  proceed  to  solve  the  argument  of  our  opponents, 
who  falsely  imagine  that  this  custom  is  injurious  to  Christ  as 
a Mediator  between  God  and  man.  If  we  asserted  that  Mary 
and  the  other  Saints  were  mediators  or  intercessors  for  us  in  the 
same  manner  as  Jesus  Christ,  then,  indeed,  such  doctrine  would 
be  impious,  and  should  be  rejected.  But  according  to  our  doc- 
trine, we  expect  nothing  from  the  prayers  of  the  Saints  but  in 
Jesus  Christ,  by  him,  and  through  him  alone.  Thus,  when  the 
ministers  of  the  Church  beg  the  prayers  of  the  Saint  whose  festi- 
val is  celebrated,  the  prayer  is  always  concluded,  “ Through 
Christ  our  Lord/’  etc.  The  merits  of  the  Saints  are  the  effect 
and  participation  of  the  merits  of  Christ  himself;  and  con- 
sequently, their  intercession  for  us  is  not  derogatory  to  the  honour 
of  Christ,  as  the  utility  of  it  is  founded  in  him,  without  whom 
their  prayers  could  not  avail  us  in  the  smallest  degree.  As  that 
person  would  «ot  commit  an  injury  to  a mediator  constituted  by 
a temporal  prince  between  himself  and  his  people,  who  should 
entreat  the  prince  to  pardon  a criminal  on  account  of  the  merits 
of  the  mediator ; neither  would  the  Saints  derogate  from  the  dig- 
nity of  Christ,  if,  in  his  name  and  on  account  of  his  merits, 
they  should  humbly  beg  of  God  to  spare  the  sinner  for  the  sake 
of  Jesus  Christ,  his  beloved  Son  and  our  Mediator. 

I shall  not  detain  you  longer  by  polemic  argument,  but  shall 
endeavour  to  augment  your  devotion  to  our  Holy  Mother  by  re- 
minding you  of  the  eulogy  pronounced  on  her  in  Sacred  Writ, 
that  she  is  the  Mother  of  Jesus  Christ,  which  is  the  most  exalted 
dignity  that  God  could  bestow  on  any  creature.  He  bestowed  on 
her  every  gift,  every  grandeur,  and  every  prerogative  which  cor- 
responded to  this  unspeakable  dignity  of  Mother  of  God.  We 
can  easily  recognize  in  her  three  plenitudes  of  graces,  which 
she  received  in  the  three  most  distinguished  moments  of  her  life. 
First,  at  the  moment  of  her  Immaculate  Conception  she  received 
a plenitude  of  grace  which  exempted  her  from  even  the  smallest 
blemish  of  sin  ; a plenitude  which  prepared  her  for  the  most 
splendid  and  ineffable  of  all  favours,  that  is,  to  conceive  the  Son 
of  God,  and  to  be  a mother  and  virgin  at  the  same  time.  At  the 
instant  the  Word  of  God  was  incarnated  in  her  womb,  she  received 
all  that  perfection  of  charity  and  love  of  God  which  is  the  source 
of  every  blessing.  At  her  death  she  received  eternal  glory,  which 
is  the  crown  of  all  the  graces  bestowed  upon  her. 

I will  now  say,  with  the  Fathers  and  Doctors,  speaking  of  the 
manner  in  which  God  had  honoured  Mary,  that  his  love  for  her 
was  immense,  as  he  rendered  her  capable  of  containing  in  her 
womb  the  Divine  Word,  whose  immensity  is  boundless,  whose 
power  is  infinite,  and  wdhose  existence  is  Irom  all  eternity.  If 


is  from  this  boundless  love  that  we  may  endeavour  to  form  some 
idea  of  the  immensity  of  the  honour  which  he  conferred  on  her, 
and  of  the  degree  of  grandeur  to  which  he  elevated  her.  In 
this  august  maiernity  of  Mary,  we  find  the  strongest  motive  of 
the  most  respectful,  and,  at  the  same  time,  most  just  devotion 
for  her.  As  Jesus  Christ  impresses  the  character  of  his  great- 
ness on  everything  he  touches,  and  nothing  is  more  worthy  of 
our  veneration  than  that  which  has  any  union  with  him,  what 
respect  do  we  not  owe  to  her  who  was  so  closely  united  with 
him  as  to  be  his  Mother ! The  Scripture  makes  no  mention  of 
the  genealogy  of  the  infidel  kings,  Cyrus,  Nabuchodonosor,  or 
Assuerus,  because  Jesus  was  not  come  from  their  race ; but,  on 
the  contrary,  with  what  care  and  diligence  does  it  not  trace  the 
tribes  and  families  from  whence  the  Messiah  was  to  be  born  1 In 
the  holy  maternity  of  Mary,  we  behold  the  long  and  ardent  de- 
sire of  the  ancient  Patriarchs  and  Prophets  accomplished.  What 
did  Abraham  seek  in  his  posterity  ? The  Promised  One  that 
was  to  be  born  in  his  race.  What  did  Isaac  look  for  in  his  mar- 
riage ? Jesus,  in  whom  all  nations  were  to  be  blessed.  What 
did  David  in  his  canticles,  and  the  just  in  their  sacrifices  wish 
for  ? Jesus,  the  Saviour  of  man.  Jesus  has  now  appeared  on 
earth.  By  what  means  ? Through  Mary.  God  could  have  given 
us  a redeemer,  as  Adam,  by  creation,  forming  him  without  the 
aid  of  a mother ; but  he  preferred  giving  him  through  Mary. 
Mary,  then,  became  the  depositary  of  this  treasure ; it  is  from 
her  pure  hands  we  received  this  ineffable  present.  The  grace  of 
Christians  is  to  receive  Jesus ; the  grace  of  Mary  is  to  give  him. 
Bor,  my  brethren,  Jesus  was  given  to  Mary  before  he  was  given 
to  the  world.  To  her,  as  Mother,  belongs  the  glorious  preroga- 
tive of  exhibiting  him  to  the  world : she  manifested  him  to  St. 
John  while  he  was  still  shut  up  in  her  chaste  womb  ; she  presented 
him  to  the  view  of  the  shepherds  and  eastern  kings,  his  first 
adorers,  who  discovered  not  Jesus  without  his  Mother.  Let  us 
join  this  holy  Virgin,  acknowledging  the  goodness  of  God,  saying, 
“ He  hath  done  great  things  to  me yes,  my  brethren,  so  great, 
that  the  most  energetic  language  is  not  adequate  to  describe  them. 
Let  us  conclude,  that  as  God  has  so  particularly  honoured  Mary, 
we  are  bound  to  honour  her  as  far  as  we  are  able. 

To  praise  what  we  do  not  endeavour  to  imitate,  is  either  the  ef- 
fect of  a latent  hypocrisy  in  the  heart,  or  betrays,  in  an  extreme 
degree,  our  pusillanimity  and  cowardice.  If  we  are  fully  con- 
vinced the  actions  we  extol  are  great  and  laudable,  why  such  re- 
pugnance to  imitate  them,  since  the  way  to  virtue  is  open  to  all, 
which  can  alone  confer  true  praise  and  excite  an  honest  emulation  ? 
Our  passions  abstract  our  weak  and  inefficacious  desires  from  pro- 
ducing a proper  effect.  But  let  us  consider,  my  brethren,  that 
the  Saints  had  their  difficulties  to  overcome,  and  that  we  possess 
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the  same  helps  and  advantages  which  they  so  happily  used  to  at- 
tain to  so  eminent  a pitch  of  sanctity.  Their  examples  are  set  be- 
fore our  eyes,  that,  as  St.  Augustine  says,  “ we  may  not  he  unwil- 
ling to  imitate  that  which  we  take  pleasure  to  extol ; but  (con- 
tinues he)  we  would  willingly  rejoice  with  the  Saints,  and  yet 
we  refuse  to  bear  tribulation  and  adversity  with  them.”  Who- 
ever will  not  endeavour  to  imitate  the  Saints,  cannot  arrive  to  their 
happiness  ; for  St.  Paul  says,  “ If  we  are  companions  in  suffering, 
we  shall  be  so  likewise  in  consolation,”  Our  Lord  says,  in  the 
Gospel,  “ If  the  world  hates  you,  know  that  it  hated  me.”  If  any 
one  object  that  they  cannot  follow  the  footsteps  of  the  Saints,  I 
answer,  we  can  imitate  not  only  the  Saints,  hut  the  Lord  himself, 
with  his  divine  assistance,  if  our  will  be  so  inclined.  Hear  him- 
self addressing  the  whole  world  : “ Learn  from  me  because  I am 
meek  and  humble  of  heart.”  “ Christ  has  suffered  for  us”,  says 
St.  Augustine,  “ leaving  us  an  example  that  we  may  follow  his 
footsteps.” 

As  we  celebrate  this  day,  instituted  in  honour  of  the  Blessed  and 
Glorious  Mother  of  God,  under  the  title  of  Mother  of  Consolation, 
I shall  endeavour  to  exhibit  her  exemplary  conduct,  that  our  praises 
may  not  be  without  effect,  hut  have  the  sanction  of  imitation.  As 
humility  is  the  foundation  of  perfection,  let  us  consider  the  unin- 
terrupted series  of  humiliations  of  this  august  Virgin.  No  crea- 
ture had  ever  received  such  noble  titles  of  eminence  from  Heaven 
as  this  holy  Virgin.  She  was  of  the  royal  race  of  David,  des- 
tined for  the  most  glorious  of  all  stations,  a Virgin,  though  preg- 
nant. Finally,  the  sublime  dignity  of  being  the  Mother  of  God, 
added  splendour  to  all  the  other  titles  she  possessed  by  birth  and 
the  effects  of  grace.  Nevertheless,  none  of  those  pompous  de- 
grees of  honour  appeared  in  her  during  her  whole  life.  Her  birth 
was  obscured  by  the  scantiness  of  her  fortune ; the  superior  ex- 
cellence of  the  grace  she  possessed  was  concealed  under  the  veil 
of  a simple  manner  of  life.  The  elevation  of  her  dignity,  and 
the  sublime  quality  of  being  the  Mother  of  God,  was,  as  it  were, 
contradicted  by  an  ordinary  human  form  which  her  Son  had 
assumed.  Judea  looked  upon  her  as  merely  the  Mother  of 
Jesus  of  Nazareth,  a man  like  themselves.  Nothing  distinguishes 
her  from  the  other  mothers  in  that  country.  She  leaves  them  in 
ignorance  of  the  great  things  which  God  had  operated  in  her ; she 
is  not  solicitous  to  undeceive  them ; she  allows  herself  to  he  de- 
prived of  all  the  grandeur  that  is  due  her,  that  is  to  say,  of  the 
greatest  glory  that  could  be  communicated  to  a creature ; she  hears 
the  want  of  public  praise  and  applause  with  joy;  no  part  of  her 
conduct  is  so  regulated  as  to  betray  the  secret  of  her  humility ; and 
pleased  to  live  in  that  humble  obscurity,  she  wishes  only  that  the 
glory  of  her  Son  may  he  known,  and  his  kingdom  established  on 
earth. 
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If  we  possess  any  advantage  of  nature  or  grace,  instead  of  being 
careful  to  preserve  them  in  their  original  value  by  a real  and  pro- 
found humility,  after  the  example  of  Mary,  our  only  study  is 
generally  to  seek  the  vain  applauses  of  a deluding  world,  and  thus 
render  useless  and  unfruitful  the  most  precious  gifts  of  Divine 
beneficence.  How  many  are  there  whose  imagination  is  elated 
with  the  notion  of  their  own  vast  progress  in  Christian  perfection, 
because  they  have  received  some  applause  for  the  more  than  ordi- 
nary sanctity  of  their  lives  from  the  ignorant  and  injudicious  ; 
whose  virtues  are,  perhaps,  only  the  result  of  their  peculiar  tem- 
perament, and  serve  to  conceal  a want  of  real  and  solid  virtue  ! 
For  example,  abhorrence  of  luxury,  superfluities,  pomp,  etc.,  (not 
in  the  sense  of  the  Gospel),  often  serves  as  a cover  for  avarice. 
Meanwhile,  these  pretenders  to  sanctity  are  destitute  of  its  basis, 
which  is  real,  not  fictitious  humility.  If  they  allege  that  they 
think  meanly  of  themselves,  how  can  that  coincide  with  a con- 
tempt of  others  ? how  can  it  agree  with  detraction,  slander,  and 
obloquy  ? Thus,  with  an  appearance  of  virtue,  without  its  solidity, 
they  deceive  themselves,  and  frequently  deceive  the  world.  Oh  ! 
how  profound  was  the  humility  of  Mary  ! she  who  was  elected  to 
be  the  Mother  of  God,  calls  herself  in  her  heavenly  canticle  by 
the  humble  appellation  of  his  handmaid.  Behold,  my  brethren,  as 
in  a mirror,  the  model  of  your  conduct : when  adorned  with  the  gifts 
of  nature  and  grace,  cease  not  to  reflect  upon  your  native  meanness, 
and  attribute  not  to  yourselves  in  the  smallest  degree  what  you 
are  indebted  for  to  the  Divine  bounty  alone,  and  the  only  tribute 
God  requires  of  you  is  an  humble  acknowledgment  of  your  own 
incapacity  for  whatever  is  good  and  great,  together  with  an  entire 
dependence  upon  his  paternal  goodness. 

Let  us  now  consider  the  fortitude  of  Mary  triumphing  over 
every  difficulty  and  obstacle  that  was  opposed  to  her  in  the  road 
of  perfection.  She  resolutely  overcame  all  worldly  suggestions, 
and  the  rigour  and  austerity  of  a holy  life  had  nothing  to  make 
her  recede  from  her  plan  of  sanctity  and  piety.  This  we  shall 
clearly  see  by  remarking  the  circumstances  which  attended  her 
visitation  to  Elizabeth,  mother  of  St.  John  the  Baptist.  What 
was  her  motive  for  departing  from  Nazareth  ? An  Angel  an- 
nounced to  her  the  pregnancy  of  Elizabeth,  notwithstanding  her 
old  age  and  barrenness,  and  that  she  herself  was  to  bring  forth  the 
Saviour  of  the  world  promised  for  so  many  ages,  who  was  to  be 
the  Light  of  nations,  and  the  Glory  of  Israel.  Could  she  think 
to  evade  the  derision  of  fools,  and  of  those  who  pique  themselves 
upon  possessing  a profound  stock  of  reason  ? Besides,  as  she  was 
descended  from  the  kings  of  Juda,  and  adorned  wuth  the  dignitv 
of  being  the  Mother  of  God,  does  it  not  appear  unseemly,  and  is 
it  not  too  great  a condescension,  for  one  of  her  exalted  rank  to 
exhibit  the  most  menial  offices  to  a woman  so  far  below  her  ? and 
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yet  all  these  specious,  worldly  motives  do  not  deter  her  from  the 
paths  of  perfection.  How  often  are  not  such  reasons  alleged  by 
those  who  are  swayed  by  human  respects  from  entering  into  a state 
of  fervour  and  piety ! The  fear  of  the  contempt  and  derision  of 
the  world,  of  being  accused  of  singularity,  or  some  other  pretext, 
is  deemed  a sufficient  excuse  for  neglecting  the  most  important  of 
all  cares,  which  is  that  of  their  salvation.  Fear  not,  my  brethren, 
the  derision  and  censure  of  libertines  to  engage  in  so  laudable  a 
singularity,  lest  you  should  be  involved  in  their  general  condem- 
nation. Mary  traversed  mountains  in  search  of  her  cousin  Eliza- 
beth : considering  it  a part  of  her  duty,  she  was  not  terrified  at 
the  difficulties  and  dangers  of  the  journey.  Ah  ! my  brethren, 
what  a lesson  for  us  to  triumph  over  all  the  obstacles  which  self- 
love  and  our  passions  throw  in  the  way  of  our  sanctification  ! Ter- 
rified at  the  rigour  of  the  evangelical  precepts,  we  basely  abandon 
the  enterprise,  not  considering  the  immense  reward  that  is  offered 
for  the  temporary  violence  we  must  exercise  upon  ourselves  in  or- 
der to  attain  it.  We  do  not  reflect,  likewise,  that  God  softens  the 
yoke  that  is  borne  on  his  account,  and  is  always  ready  with  his 
divine  grace  to  sustain  our  weakness,  and  to  enable  us  to  with- 
stand the  most  vigorous  efforts  of  diabolical  malice. 

Finally,  let  us  reflect  on  the  perseverance  of  Mary,  and  her 
steadiness  in  the  prosecution  of  her  holy  designs.  She  continues 
always  the  same  course ; the  tediousness  of  the  journey  over  lofty 
and  rugged  mountains,  and  the  wearisomeness  inseparable  from  it, 
do  not  deter  her  from  her  purpose,  nor  induce  her  to  seek  a more 
pleasant  way  to  arrive  at  her  destination.  This  is  an  admirable 
lesson  for  us,  my  brethren,  never  to  deviate  from  the  career  of 
sanctity.  How  many  artifices  are  practised  to  retard  its  progress, 
how  many  suggestions  that  heaven  may  be  acquired  without  exer- 
cising so  much  vigour  on  ourselves,  and  without  depriving  our- 
selves of  those  worldly  gratifications  which,  although  dangerous, 
the  voice  of  the  multitude  deems  innocent  and  blameless ! Ah  ! 
my  brethren,  what  a fatal  error ! Let  us  never  forget  that  the 
kingdom  of  heaven  is  to  be  obtained  by  practising  a holy,  perse- 
vering violence  upon  ourselves.  We  should  resemble  the  rock  which 
braves  the  fury  of  the  tumultuous  surges,  and  repels,  with  un- 
shaken firmness,  their  repeated  attacks.  In  vain  they  roar  about 
it ; it  still  remains  unimpaired  by  violence,  and  solidly  permanent 
amidst  the  general  fluctuation. 

With  a view  of  exciting  us  to  devotion  towards  the  Blessed  Mary, 
the  Church  has  approved  of  many  congregations,  or  Confraternities, 
established  by  the  piety  of  the  faithful  throughout  the  different 
nations  of  Christendom,  in  which  many,  from  all  ranks  and 
stations  in  life,  were  incorporated,  in  order  to  partake  of  the  salu- 
tary advantages  resulting  from  them.  A Confraternity  composed 
of  so  many  Christians  offering  their  united  prayer  to  Fleaven,  can- 
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not  fail  to  produce  the  most  beneficial  spiritual  advantages,  as 
Jesus  Christ  assures  us  in  the  Gospel,  that  where  two  or  three 
are  assembled  in  his  name,  he  will  be  in  the  midst  of  them,  to 
hear  their  petitions  and  grant  their  request.  If  the  prayer  of  two 
or  three  be  so  powerful,  how  much  more  so  must  not  he  the  pray- 
ers of  a numerous  assembly  ! Hence,  Saint  Francis  of  Sales 
Introduction  to  a Devout  Life’)  strongly  recommends  to  Chris- 
tians to  enter  willingly  into  Confraternities,  and  by  such  a union, 
to  co-operate  with  their  neighbour  to  glorify  God  by  a concurrence 
of  good  works.  This  ancient  Archconfraternity  of  St.  Augustine 
was  erected,  and  approved  of  by  Eugene  IV,  in  the  year  J431, 
under  the  invocation  and  patronage  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mother 
of  God,  called  “ Mother  of  Consolation,”  on  account  of  the  many 
blessings  and  consolations  she  obtains  for  her  devout  clients. 
Each  Confraternity  has,  in  imitation  of  the  original  practice  of 
wearing  the  hahit  of  their  particular  order,  introduced  some  port- 
able and  more  convenient  distinctive  mark,  with  a view  to  indicate 
the  difference  of  one  from  another,  and  to  remind  them  of  their 
obligation  of  leading  a penitential  life.  The  specific  badge  of  this 
Confraternity  of  St.  Augustine  is  a leather  cincture,  similar  to 
that  worn  by  the  Holy  Doctor  in  imitation  of  the  Prophet  Elias, 
which  is  a memorial  of  mortality,  a symbol  of  integrity,  an  em- 
blem of  purity,  penance,  and  mortification.  The  members  are 
required,  in  addition  to  their  ordinary  devotions,  to  say  thirteen 
Paters  and  Aves,  with  the  Anthem,  Salve  Regina ; the  thirteen 
Paters  and  Aves  in  honour  of  Christ  and  his  twelve  Apostles. 
But,  in  order  to  secure  the  special  protection  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
of  Consolation,  the  essential  duties  of  religion  must  be  complied 
with ; works  of  precept  must  precede  works  of  supererogation. 
The  members  must  not  be  content  with  the  external  sign  of  piety, 
thinking  if  their  names  are  enrolled  in  the  register  of  the  Confra- 
ternity, they  are  written  in  the  book  of  life.  It  is  necessary  to  be 
animated  with  an  interior  spirit  of  piety,  to  admonish  others  by 
your  good  example,  by  frequenting  the  Sacraments,  attending  re- 
ligious ceremonies,  and  endeavouring  to  promote  the  honour  and 
glory  of  God  by  every  means  in  your  power,  and  thus  you  will 
become  partakers  of  the  many  indulgences  granted  to  this  holy 
Confraternity  by  the  Pontiffs  and  Vicars  of  Jesus  Christ,  Gregory 
XIII,  Boniface  IX,  Sixtus  IV,  Clement  X,  Pius  V,  and  many 
others.  A blessing,  &c. 
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A SERMON 

ON  THE  FEAST  OF 

ST.  NICHOLAS  OF  TOLENTINE. 


He  was  “ beloved  of  God  and  men,  whose  memory  is  in  benediction.” — 
Ecclesiasticus,  xlv,  1. 

If,  in  turning  over  the  pages  of  the  great  volume  of  human  na- 
ture, and  there  considering  the  actions  of  mankind  in  their  differ- 
ent pursuits,  we  should  he  influenced  merely  by  the  desire  of 
gratifying  an  idle  curiosity ; if  we  should  censure  the  actions  of 
the  wicked,  and  at  the  same  time  want  the  resolution  of  copying 
the  acts  of  the  good,  our  labour  would  be  as  unproductive  as  our 
motive  would  be  criminal.  I admit,  that  the  “ proper  study  of 
mankind  is  man but  I contend,  it  should  not  be  a mere  theo- 
retical, speculative  knowledge,  but  a practical  one.  The  true 
philosopher  and  Christian  should,  like  the  bee,  extract  the  sweet 
from  the  bitter ; he  should,  from  a knowledge  of  the  past,  en- 
deavour to  turn  the  present  to  his  advantage,  and  provide  for  the 
future;  he  should,  from  the  knowledge  he  has  of  the  weakness  of 
his  fellow-men,  endeavour  to  steer  his  course  wide  of  the  gulf  in 
which  they  have  plunged  themselves : this,  my  dear  brethren,  is 
the  true  and  real  method  that  should  be  observed  in  the  moral 
world.  Yet,  strange  to  say,  everything  but  this  is  acted  upon  by 
mankind,  and  very  often,  after  all  their  researches,  their  knowledge 
renders  them  like  the  barren  fig-tree  in  the  Gospel ; it  possesses 
vegetation,  yet  produces  no  fruit. 

But  I may  be  told  that  all  men  are  not  capable  of  taking  such 
an  abstract  view  of  things.  Granted ; yet  still  there  is  instruction 
for  the  most  illiterate.  Can  a human  being  contemplate  the  ter- 
rific height  of  mountains  perpetually  mantled  in  snow ; can  he 
survey  the  tremendous  heaving  of  the  troubled  ocean,  and  be  im- 
movable ? Do  not  such  objects  as  these  which  nature  furnishes 
us  with,  call  forth  at  the  same  time  his  fear  and  admiration  ? Do 
they  not  suggest  tb  his  heart  the  idea  of  a Supreme  Being,  and 
manifest  at  once  the  magnificence  of  God  and  the  insignificance 
of  man  ? Yes,  my  brethren,  they  do.  And  even  this,  together 
with  the  knowledge  engraved  by  the  finger  of  God  on  the  human 
heart,  would  enable  him  to  avoid  those  actions  which  demoralize 
and  debase  him  at  the  same  time.  Yet,  my  brethren,  such  is  the 
goodness  of  God,  that  he  has  supplied  us  with  more  ample  means 
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towards  obtaining  perfect  happiness ; he  has  established  for  us  a 
Church  at  the  price  of  his  own  blood ; he  has  enriched  us  with 
divine  faith  and  grace,  and  is  daily  speaking  to  our  hearts  by  Jus 
holy  inspirations,  and  by  the  examples  of  his  Saints. 

In  order,  therefore,  to  co-operate  with  the  designs  of  God  to- 
wards you,  I shall,  this  day,  hold  up  to  your  view  an  illustrious 
example  of  Christian  virtue.  I shall  lay  before  you  the  life  of  the 
glorious  St.  Nicholas  of  Tolentine,  a life  which  to  know  is  to  ad- 
mire, and  which  would  draw  forth  praise  even  from  the  most  pre- 
judiced mind.  In  assuming  this  task,  I do  not  mean  to  go  merely 
through  all  the  circumstances  of  his  life,  as  that  would  require 
more  time  than  is  usually  employed  on  such  an  occasion  as  the 
present.  But  I will  briefly  state  the  most  striking  facts,  which, 
few  as  they  may  be,  are  yet  capable  of  letting  you  see  how  de- 
ficient you  are,  and  well  calculated  also  to  excite  you  to  a life  of 
virtue  and  morality,  without  which  all  other  efforts  would  be  vain. 
May  our  good  God,  then,  who  sees  how  far  we  have  swerved  from 
our  duty  towards  him  and  ourselves,  infuse,  this  day,  his  holy 
grace  into  our  hearts,  and  render  them  docile,  and  that  while  I re- 
cite to  you,  you  may  be  disposed  to  hear  with  attention,  and  prac- 
tise, as  far  as  your  respective  conditions  require,  the  virtues  of  the 
great  Saint  which  you  shall  have  heard. 

St.  Nicholas  was  born  in  the  village  of  St.  Angelo.  He  was  call- 
ed Nicholas  of  Tolentine,  not  because  Tolentine  was  the  place  of  his 
birth,  but  from  his  long  residence  there.  Nicholas,  like  the  Pro- 
phet Samuel,  was  obtained  from  God  by  the  prayers  of  his  parents, 
and  like  Samuel,  he  was  dedicated  to  God  from  his  very  infancy. 
It  has  been  very  wisely  remarked,  that  example  is  the  best  pre- 
ceptor; of  this  truth  we  have  a strong  proof  in  Nicholas.  He 
was,  as  I said  before,  dedicated  to  God,  and  furnished  with  the 
most  choice  graces  from  Heaven ; and  these  were  so  well  nourished 
in  the  heart  by  the  pious  example  and  instruction  of  his  parents, 
that  even  when  yet  a child  he  became  the  object  of  universal  ad- 
miration, the  modesty  of  his  deportment  and  the  innocence  of  his 
mind  attracting  the  notice  and  esteem  of  all  the  surrounding 
country.  In  the  morning  of  life,  before  the  sun  of  reason  begins 
to  appear  and  shed  its  beams,  when  children  are  hurried  along  by 
that  impetuosity  and  giddiness  which  we  witness  every  day,  even 
at  that  very  period  Nicholas  was  a prodigy  for  shunning  the  com- 
pany and  puerile  diversions  of  those  of  his  own  age.  He  was 
always  found  either  praying  in  the  house  of  God,  or  speaking  of 
Heaven  and  of  his  immortal  soul  to  the  ministers  of  religion. 
Long  before  he  had  entered  on  his  tenth  year  he  began  to  fast 
three  days  every  week  on  bread  and  water.  Such  an  early  piety 
and  ardent  love  of  God  could  not  but  be  productive  of  something 
extraordinary  in  the  conduct  of  Nicholas.  As  Christ  says  in  the 
Gospel,  “ From  their  fruit  you  shall  know  them,”  so  also  you  can 
know  what  virtue  and  sanctity  Nicholas  possessed.  Nor  was  this 
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unheard-of  rigour  the  effect  of  a passing  fit  of  devotion.  No, 
my  brethren  ; he  strictly  observed  this  fast  until  his  death.  His 
heart  melted  with  pity  at  the  sufferings  of  the  poor  ; he  entertained 
them  at  his  house,  and  to  those  whom  he  could  not  assist,  he  gave 
his  heart ; and  so  acceptable  to  God  was  the  piety  of  Nicholas, 
that  we  read  in  his  life,  that  one  day,  while  assisting  at  the  Holy 
Sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  he  had  the  happiness  to  behold  his  Saviour 
smile  at  him  under  the  form  of  an  infant  in  the  hands  of  the  Priest. 

From  what  you  have  already  heard,  my  brethren,  it  would  not 
be  difficult  to  ascertain  what  sort  of  a life  Nicholas  intended  to 
lead.  From  the  dawn  of  reason,  he  considered  that  to  embrace 
a religious  life  would  be  the  greatest  happiness  he  could  enjoy  on 
this  earth,  and  as  he  happened  to  hear  a preacher  of  the  Order  of 
St.  Augustine  exhorting  the  people  to  a love  for  virtue,  a contempt 
of  the  world  and  its  vanities,  that  fire  which  was  kindled  in  his 
young  heart  burst  forth  into  a blaze.  His  resolution  was  taken  ; 
■with  teal’s  in  his  eyes  and  entreaties  on  his  lips,  he,  then  only  ten 
years  old,  begged  to  be  admitted  as  a member  of  the  Order  of  St. 
Augustine.  His  pious  request  was  not  immediately  acceded  to, 
as  the  will  of  his  parents  was  not  known  on  this  head.  He  flies 
to  get  their  leave ; on  bended  knees  he  implored  that  they  would 
not  throw  any  obstacle  in  his  way,  and  this  holy  pair,  worthy  of 
such  a son,  not  only  consented,  but  returned  God  most  warm 
thanks  for  inspiring  their  child  with  such  a holy  resolution.  Now, 
my  brethren,  it  is,  that  I feel  my  own  insufficiency,  and  that  I per- 
ceive I am  quite  inadequate  to  describe  to  you  those  virtues  which 
Nicholas  practised  in  the  cloister;  now  that  he  began — as  I may 
say  with  the  Scripture — now  that  he  began  to  gird  himself  like  a 
mighty  giant  to  run  his  course  ; his  poverty,  his  chastity  and 
obedience,  his  redoubled  fasts,  whole  nights  protracted  in  prayer 
and  chastising  his  innocent  body,  not  suffering  himself  to  sleep 
that  he  might  wake  to  God,  and  when  overpowered  by  fatigue, 
sleeping  on  the  ground,  with  a large  stone  for  his  pillow.  To 
describe  all  this  adequately  would  exceed  the  capacity  of  persons 
far  more  gifted  than  I am.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  whatever 
Nicholas  did  not  practise,  could  not  properly  be  called  virtue,  and 
that  he  was  a prodigy  to  be  admired,  rather  than  an  example  to 
be  copied.  Let  Christian  parents,  then,  consider,  how  much  de- 
pends on  the  example  they  give  their  children.  Let  them  consider 
that  many  a child  has  been  lost  through  their  culpable  neglect  and 
total  omission  of  forming  the  mind  to  virtue.  I do  not  mean  to 
say  that  Nicholas,  too,  like  the  rest  of  mankind,  would  have 
relaxed  in  his  course  of  piety  if  his  parents  afforded  him  a bad 
example.  No ; as  to  that  I can  say  nothing;  but  this  I say,  that 
whatever  gifts  God  may  bestow  on  the  young  mind,  that  they  can 
with  great  difficulty  ever  be  brought  to  maturity,  if  not  assisted 
by  the  example  and  instruction  of  those  whom  God  has  placed 
over  them. 
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He  fostered  with  care  the  first  graces  afforded  him  by  God ; he 
preserved  unsullied  the  white  robe  of  baptismal  innocence,  and 
his  natural  propensity  to  virtue  was  much  increased  by  the  ex- 
ample and  pious  instruction  of  his  father  and  mother.  For,  the 
young  mind,  like  softened  wax,  will  receive  any  impressions  made 
on  it,  and,  incapable  of  judging  for  itself  on  entering  the  boister- 
ous ocean  of  this  world,  it  will  easily  suffer  the  shipwreck  of  its 
innocence,  if  not  piloted  by  a more  experienced  hand.  With  in- 
justice, then,  I say,  do  parents  lament  over  and  censure  the  crimes 
of  their  children,  because,  on  a little  reflection,  they  might  easily 
discover  that  they  were  the  persons  who,  by  their  loose  conduct 
and  criminal  neglect  of  their  duty  towards  their  children,  fanned 
into  a flame  the  embers  of  vice,  that  otherwise  might  have  been 
extinguished. 

The  holy  life  of  Nicholas,  and  his  extensive  knowledge  of 
sacred  literature,  were  known  to  all.  His  superiors,  with  much 
reluctance  on  his  part,  caused  him  to  receive  Holy  Orders,  and, 
at  the  same  time,  commissioned  him  to  go  preach  the  Word  of 
God,  and  to  endeavour  to  bring  over  from  sin  and  perdition  souls 
that  were  created  for  virtue  and  heaven.  Wherever  he  appeared, 
nothing  was  to  be  witnessed  after  his  sermons  but  heart-felt  sighs, 
tears  of  repentance  for  their  past  ill-spent  lives,  and  a salutary  reso- 
lution of  amendment.  It  could  not  be  supposed  that  while  he  was 
so  eager  for  the  salvation  of  his  fellow- creatures,  he  would  remain 
insensible  to  the  torments  sustained  by  the  departed  faithful.  No, 
my  brethren,  though  he  practised  every  virtue,  yet  still  his  bene- 
volent, his  charitable  heart,  gave  him  a particular  inclination  for 
the  relief  of  the  souls  in  purgatory ; he  supplicated  the  Almighty 
through  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  with  fasting,  with  tears  and 
prayers,  to  have  mercy  on  them,  and  he  had  the  consolation  to 
know  from  God  that  his  prayers  were  not  spurned. 

Of  all  the  tenets  of  the  Catholic  Church,  which  are  as  pure 
and  true  as  the  God  from  whom  they  emanate,  that  of  prayer  for 
the  dead  claims  our  attention,  because  there  is  no  practice  more 
pleasing  to  God,  and  congenial  to  a humane,  benevolent  mind : 
for,  as  one  of  the  most  learned  Protestants  then  England  had 
(Dr.  Johnson)  expresses  it,  “if  our  sensation  of  kindness  and 
love  be  intense  here,  those  whom  we  have  revered  and  loved  death 
cannot  wholly  seclude  from  our  concern.  Such  evidence  of  our 
surviving  affection  may  be  thought  ill-judged  by  those  who  do  not 
pray  for  the  dead ; but  surely  they  are  generous,  and  some  na- 
tural tenderness  is  due  to  a practice  which  thus  originates  in  piety 
and  benevolence ; ” and  he  goes  on  in  the  following  words,  answer- 
ing a person  who  asked  him  what  he  thought  of  purgatory,  as 
believed  by  the  Koman  Catholic  Church.  He  says,  “ It  is  a very 
harmless  doctrine.  Catholics  are  of  opinion  that  the  generality 
of  mankind  are  neither  so  obstinately  wicked  as  to  deserve  ever- 
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lasting  punishment,  nor  so  good  as  to  merit  being  admitted  into 
the  society  of  blessed  spirits ; and,  therefore,  that  God  is  graci- 
ously pleased  to  allow  a middle  state,  where  they  may  be  purified 
by  certain  degrees  of  suffering.  You  see,”  continues  Dr.  Johnson, 
“ there  is  nothing  unreasonable  in  this ; and  if  it  became  estab- 
lished that  there  are  souls  in  purgatory,  it  is  proper  to  pray  for 
them  as  for  our  brethren  of  mankind  who  are  yet  in  this  life.” 
Here,  my  brethren,  you  have  the  opinion  of  a man,  a Protestant, 
who  has  been,  and  who  is  to  this  day,  respected  for  his  learning 
and  piety.  You  have  him  saying  that,  if  purgatory  be  true,  we 
ought  to  pray  for  the  dead  ; that  it  is  quite  reasonable,  most  inci- 
dent to  a good  mind.  But  we  Catholics,  who  believe  in  it,  who 
do  not  require  any  proof  to  establish  a doctrine  that  has  been  be- 
lieved even  before  the  coming  of  Christ ; we,  I say,  must  be  very 
culpable  in  not  practising  what  that  doctrine  teaches,  a doctrine 
admired  by  those  who  differ  from  us,  and  a doctrine  which,  ab- 
stractedly from  all  scriptural  proofs,  is  sustained  even  by  the  in- 
clination of  human  nature ; for  the  human  breast  shrinks  back 
with  horror  at  the  idea  that,  when  death  has  separated  the  bodies, 
it  has  also  separated  and  severed  the  affections  of  the  soul. 
What  a consolation  must  it  not  be  for  the  widow,  and  often  for 
the  widow  and  mother  together,  to  profess  a doctrine  which  tells 
her  that  the  spouse  whom  she  loved,  that  the  child  of  her  heart, 
though  taken  from  her  by  the  arm  of  death — that  yet  she  can 
assist  him,  that  she  can  pour  forth  from  her  heart  the  burning 
tide  of  sorrow  that  oppresses  her,  and  with  warm  tears  and  warmer 
love,  implore  mercy  from  the  Most  High  on  the  departed  ob- 
ject of  her  affection ! If  we  have  been  hitherto  negligent  in  the 
discharge  of  a duty  inculcated  by  God  and  by  our  own  feelings, 
let  us  endeavour  to  make  amends  by  a speedy  and  lasting  practice 
of  it.  It  is  our  own  advantage,  for  if  we  show  or  obtain  mercy 
for  others,  God  will  show  mercy  to  us- — “ Blessed  are  the  merci- 
ful, for  they  shall  obtain  mercy.” 

In  such  acts  of  piety  towards  his  God  and  his  fellow- Christians, 
both  living  and  dead,  did  Nicholas  employ  his  time.  For  the 
space  of  thirty  years  he  subsisted  only  on  bread  and  water,  and 
even  abstained  from  the  same  three  days  in  the  week.  Such  ex- 
treme rigour  could  not  but  weaken  and  destroy  his  health,  especi- 
ally when  we  consider  the  manner  in  which  he  tormented  himself, 
so  as  to  be  covered  all  over  with  blood  from  the  strokes  of  an  iron 
chain  with  which  he  chastised  his  body.  Having  fallen  into  sick- 
ness, and  being  requested  to  eat  some  flesh  meat,  he  refused,  and 
only  on  the  express  command  of  his  superior  did  he  suffer  him- 
self to  taste  of  it.  He  seemed  now  to  approach  near  his  end,  such 
was  the  malignity  of  his  fever ; but  confiding  in  God,  through 
the  intercession  of  his  patrons,  Mary  and  Augustine,  he  recovered 
his  health.  For,  while  asleep,  he  was  favoured  with  a vision  from 
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Heaven,  whereby  he  was  instructed  to  dip  in  water  a small  por- 
tion of  the  bread  which  he  had  begged,  and  that  so  he  would  be 
restored.  The  fact,  my  brethren,  proved  the  truth  of  the  vision ; 
for,  on  awaking,  he  complied  with  the  injunction,  and  miracu- 
lously recovered  on  the  instant.  Hence  it  is,  that  Pope  Eugene 
IV  not  only  sanctioned,  but  warmly  recommended  to  the  faithful, 
the  use  of  the  bread  blessed  on  this  day  in  every  church  belong- 
ing to  the  order  of  St.  Augustine.  Its  efficacy  has  been  proved 
on  several  occasions  in  restoring  the  sick  and  infirm  to  health 
and  vigour.  We  all  admit  that  God  can  give  virtue  and  efficacy 
to  any  of  his  creatures,  whether  animate  or  inanimate,  provided 
he  makes  use  of  them  with  a strong  faith  and  a perfect  reliance 
on  His  goodness. 

Though  the  life  of  Nicholas  was  pleasing  to  God  and  admired 
by  men,  you  are  not  to  imagine  that  he  acquired  so  much  sanctity 
and  arrived  at  such  perfection  by  the  sole  austerity  of  his  life  and 
the  severity  with  which  he  treated  himself.  No,  my  brethren ; for 
though  his  humility  and  self-denial  were  acceptable  in  the  eyes  of 
God,  yet,  what  enhanced  his  merit  and  rendered  him  truly  per- 
fect, was  the  constant,  the  obstinate  struggles  he  had  with  the 
enemy  of  God  and  man,  the  devil.  Though  daily,  nay,  hourly, 
assaulted  by  the  infernal  monster,  he,  like  unto  gold  in  the  fur- 
nace, came  out  of  the  contest  more  pure,  sterling,  and  always 
victorious.  The  fiend  t>f  hell  perceiving  that  the  virtue  of  Ni- 
cholas was  proof  against  all  his  temptations,  boiled  with  pride 
that  a son  of  Adam  should  be  invincible,  while  his  progenitor, 
endued  with  innocence  and  grace,  became  his  slave.  Satan,  there- 
fore, despairing  to  acquire  any  advantage  over  the  soul  of  Nicho- 
las, directs,  in  diabolical  fury,  all  his  efforts  and  rage  towards 
the  body,  so  much  so  that  Nicholas,  like  holy  Job,  was  afflicted 
and  persecuted  in  the  most  severe  manner.  To  humble  Satan’s 
pride,  it  pleased  the  Almighty  to  suffer  the  devil  to  torment  Ni- 
cholas in  the  most  cruel  manner.  As  the  soul  of  our  Saint,  all 
inflamed  with  love  towards  God,  would  not  allow  the  body  any 
repose,  he  was  accustomed  to  rise  before  his  brethren,  to  pour 
forth  the  warm  and  ardent  sentiments  of  his  soul.  Twice,  while 
in  prayer,  was  he  dashed  with  such  impetuosity  against  the  door 
of  the  choir,  which,  on  account  of  the  earliness  of  the  hour,  was 
yet  closed,  that  he  seemed  as  if  deprived  of  life  through  the 
violence  of  the  assault.  The  humble,  the  mortified  Nicholas 
offered  to  God  whatever  he  suffered  in  his  service,  but  to  perfectly 
confound  this  adversary  of  our  souls,  as  St.  Peter  calls  him,  who 
“ goes  about  like  a roaring  lion,  seeking  whom  he  may  devour  ; ” 
the  Lord,  I say,  allowed  him  to  proceed  further,  so  that  the  holy 
man  was  so  cruelly  beaten,  that  the  other  conventuals  were  obliged 
to  bring  him  to  his  chamber,  giving  no  indication  whatsoever  of 
life;  and  the  treatment  he  received  on  this  occasion  from  the 
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devil  was  so  excessive,  that  the  wounds  he  received  were  easily 
distinguished  over  his  whole  body  until  his  death.  The  health  of 
Nicholas  from  that  hour  so  rapidly  declined,  that  he  was  obliged 
to  support  his  emaciated,  mortified,  and  wounded  frame  with  a 
staff.  The  only  thing  that  afflicted  the  heart  of  St.  Nicholas  was, 
that  he  was  not  any  further  able  to  visit,  as  frequently  as  his 
charity  prompted  him,  the  sick,  and  pour  the  phial  of  comfort 
into  the  afflicted  heart.  You  may  perceive,  my  brethren,  that  I 
have  not  even  cited  one  miracle  the  great  Saint  performed  while 
in  life,  though  he  had  obtained  the  name  of  Thaumaturgus , or 
“ Performer  of  wonders.”  I pass  by  in  silence  the  dumb  to  whom 
he  restored  the  power  of  speech ; the  blind,  the  deaf,  and  the 
lame,  to  whom  he  restored  vision,  hearing,  and  strength.  It 
would,  as  I observed  in  the  commencement,  carry  me  beyond  the 
limits  prescribed  to  myself.  I shall  content  myself  with  the  death 
of  Nicholas,  which,  like  his  life,  was  precious  in  the  sight  of 
the  Lord.  Understanding  that  his  end  was  approaching,  he  re- 
ceived the  last  sacraments  with  that  piety  which  characterised  his 
whole  life,  and  with  a confidence  augmented  at  the  hour  of  death 
through  the  conviction  of  his  well-spent  life,  with  joined  hands, 
and  his  eyes  fixed  on  heaven,  he  exclaims,  “ Into  your  hands, 
O Lord ! I commend  my  spirit and  thus  he  finished  his  life  as 
he  began  it ; pure  as  the  thought  of  infant  innocence,  he  breathed 
forth  his  soul,  and  went  before  his  God  as  pure  as  God  created 
him. 

How  can  it  be  possible  that  if  we  reflect  seriously  on  the  life 
of  this  great  Saint,  that  we  should  not  be  alarmed  for  ourselves ! 
Nicholas,  my  brethren,  delights  in  practising  a penitential  life,  yet 
not  conscious  of  ever  having  offended  the  Almighty  ; and  we,  whose 
entire  lives  could  be  defined  an  uninterrupted  tissue  of  crime  from 
our  cradle  to  the  dark  precincts  of  the  gaping  grave,  we,  I say, 
move  on  with  tranquillity,  with  a number  of  crimes  calling  for 
vengeance,  and  not  one  virtue  that  could  stand  up  in  our  defence. 
Ah  ! my  brethren,  if  I were  to  speak  to  you  for  an  entire  day,  I 
could  not  say  more  than  what  I am  now  going  to  mention,  namely, 
that  where  there  is  sin,  there  must  be  repentance ; and  where 
there  is  no  repentance,  there  can  be  no  salvation.  Yes,  my 
brethren,  the  wages  of  sin  are  death,  the  death  of  the  soul,  which, 
if  once  condemned,  no  prayer  recalls — no  diligence  redeems. 
Can  we  be  so  blind  as  to  imagine  that,  while  the  Saints  passed 
their  lives  in  penance,  that  we  will  be  saved  without  any  ? “ God,” 
says  St.  Augustine,  “ though  he  created  us  without  our  will,  will 
never  save  us  without  our  own  co-operation.”  Can  it  be  supposed 
that  he  will  be  saved  without  repentance,  who  with  artificial  smiles 
and  seeming  friendship  accosts  his  fellow- man,  deceiving  him  by 
his  bland  address  and  sweetness  of  tongue,  while  his  heart  is 
smothering  with  the  poison  of  rancour  and  malignity  or  disap  - 
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pointed  ambition  ; or  that  the  murderer  who  purples  his  hands  in 
the  blood  of  his  neighbour,  will  be  saved  without  repentance  ? 
That  the  ruffian  who  plans  the  dishonour  of  unsuspecting  inno- 
cence, who  brings  down  to  the  grave  with  dishonour  the  grey 
hairs  of  a respectable  father,  and  breaks  the  heart  of  the  tender 
mother;  who  goes  forth  triumphantly  proclaiming  his  brutality 
and  the  maiden’s  shame,  that  he  should  be  saved  without  repent- 
ance ? Forbid  it,  Heaven  ! Can  that  man  dare  pretend  to  be 
saved  who  deprives  the  afflicted  widow  of  her  right,  and  drives 
out  the  helpless  orphan,  unprotected,  naked,  and  shivering  under 
the  winter’s  blast,  exposed  either  to  famine  or  necessitated  to 
support  a miserable  existence  by  the  commission  of  crime  and 
iniquity, — that  he  should  be  saved  without  repentance  ? It  would 
be  more  rational  to  expect  the  sun  should  rise  in  the  west,  or 
omit  to  shine  at  mid-day  in  an  unclouded  sky.  The  arm  of  the 
Lord,  nerved  with  violence,  is  red  with  fury  against  such  sinners, 
and  not  only  against  such,  but  even  against  you  who  pass  for 
devout  persons,  who  waste  the  flower  of  your  days  in  kneeling, 
when  you  ought  to  work ; who  desire  human  esteem  more  than 
heavenly  blessings ; who  prefer  the  applause  of  man  to  the  friend- 
ship of  God ; who  conquer  everything  but  your  pride  and  pas- 
sion ; who  practise  every  part  of  piety  but  that  of  giving  your 
hearts  to  God,  and  consecrating  your  actions  to  his  glory.  Tell 
me,  is  this  the  contrite,  humble  heart  ? Is  not  your  case  like 
those  of  whom  David  speaks  (Ps.  lxxxvii),  who  slept  their  sleep, 
grasping  at  trifles,  but  when  they  awoke,  found  their  hands  empty  ? 
This  is  not  doing  penance,  and  yet,  as  the  Apostle  says,  “ With- 
out penance,  you  shall  all  perish.”  Do,  then,  my  brethren,  be- 
gin from  this  moment  to  act  like  true  Christians  ; reform  your 
lives  and  repent  of  your  past  sins ; call  on  your  God  for  pardon 
and  grace,  and  he  will  not  refuse  it  to  you.  “ I will  not  the  death 
of  the  sinner,  but  that  he  be  converted  and  live.”  Convert  us, 
then,  O Lord  of  mercy  ! Here,  before  your  Cross,  we  implore 
pardon.  It  grieves  us  that  we  were  so  base  as  to  offend,  not 
merely  because  by  sin  we  have  deserved  to  lose  you,  hut  because 
we  should  incessantly  have  loved  you.  Forgive,  O Lord,  our 
passed  transgressions,  which  we  are  determined,  by  the  assistance 
of  your  grace,  never  more  to  repeat.  We  will  avoid  evil  and  do 
good.  This  is  our  last,  unalterable  purpose.  Do,  then,  my 
brethren,  make  good  my  words  before  you  go.  Resolve  never 
more  to  offend  your  good  God,  but,  by  a hearty  repentance,  to 
deserve  -one  day  to  rejoice  with  him  for  all  eternity.  A blessing,  &c. 
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A SERMON 

ON  THE 

FEAST  OF  ST.  JOHN  THE  BAPTIST. 


“ What  hare  you  gone  to  see  in  the  desert?  a reed  shaken  by  the  wind." — St, 
Matthew , xi,  7. 

When  St.  John  the  Baptist  was  bound  in  chains  and  cast  into 
prison  by  Herod,  that  most  cruel  and  impious  king,  because  he 
reproved  him  for  marrying  Herodias,  the  wife  of  his  brother 
Philip,  he  sent  his  Disciples  to  Christ,  requesting  him  to  tell  if 
he  was  the  person  that  should  come,  or  were  they  to  expect  ano- 
ther ; not  that  he  possessed  a shadow  of  doubt  concerning  Christ,* 
whom  he  recognized  even  in  his  Mother’s  womb ; upon  whom  he 
saw  the  Holy  Ghost  descend  in  the  form  of  a dove,  and  whom  he 
pointed  out  with  his  finger,  when  he  said,  “ Behold  the  Lamb  of 
God,  behold  him  who  taketh  away  the  sins  of  the  world his  own 
knowledge  of  Christ  being  clear,  and  his  faith  unshaken,  he  sent 
his  Disciples  to  him,  that  they  also  might  acknowledge  and  know 
him  to  he  the  Messiah  and  the  Saviour ; which  Christ  himself  con- 
firmed by  his  own  miracles,  performed  in  their  presence. 

After  their  departure,  Christ,  lest  he  should  appear  to  flatter 
St.  John,  said  to  the  multitude,  “ What  have  you  gone  to  see  in  the 
desert  ? a reed  shaken  by  the  wind.”  Such  instability  belonged 
not  to  St.  John,  hut  rather  an  invincible  firmness  of  mind,  whom 
Christ  extolled  above  the  Prophets,  and  said,  that  among  those 
born  of  women,  a greater  has  not  risen ; and,  according  to  the 
prophecy  of  Malachy,  he  honoured  him  with  the  title  of  Angel ; 
for,  as  the  good  Angel  in  the  beginning  of  his  creation  loved  God, 
and  never  departed  from  that  love  ; so  St.  John  the  Baptist  never 
lost  that  sanctifying  grace  which  he  received  in  his  mothers  womb. 

From  this  beautiful  passage  of  Scripture  we  learn,  after  the  ex- 
ample of  St.  John,  to  preserve  an  unremitting  constancy  in  the 
service  of  God ; which  I propose  as  the  subject  matter  of  this  in- 
struction, in  which  I shall  endeavour  first  to  show,  that  to  obtain 
eternal  salvation,  perseverance  in  good  works  is  absolutely  neces- 
sary ; and  secondly,  I shall  prescribe  certain  means  of  persevering 
in  good  and  virtuous  actions. 
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St.  Paul,  exhorting  the  Colossians  to  perseverance  in  good 
works,  writes  to  them  in  this  manner : “ As,  therefore,"  says  he, 
“you  have  received  Jesus  Christ  the  Lord,  walk  ye  in  him."  The 
same  duty  of  walking  in  the  commands  of  the  Lord  devolves  now 
upon  you,  since  you  have  received  Christ  Jesus  in  the  waters  of 
regeneration,  by  which  you  are  freed  from  the  dominion  of  the 
devil,  made  children  of  God  and  co-heirs  of  Christ.  As,  then,  you 
have  received  Christ  Jesus,  you  have  not  walked  in  Him,  who  is 
the  Way,  the  Truth,  and  the  Life,  hut  by  your  voluntary  crimes, 
you  have  forsaken  his  commands,  and,  like  reeds,  agitated  by  the 
slightest  breath  of  temptation,  you  are  hurried  into  the  most 
abominable  sins  of  pride,  unchastity,  hatred,  envy,  and  revenge, 
in  which  state,  if  left  without  remedy,  you  would  be  wretched 
and  miserable,  a prey  to  every  vice,  and  the  sport  of  every  law- 
less passion.  But  infinite  thanks  to  our  merciful  God,  who  has 
provided  for  sinful,  fallen  man,  not  only  a remedy  for  his  crimes, 
but  the  reward  of  his  virtues.  Conducted,  as  you  are,  by  the 
holy  sacrament  of  penance,  and  returning  to  God  in  the  sincerity 
of  unfeigned  sorrow,  you  have  found  mercy  at  his  hands ; and, 
admitted  once  more  to  his  friendship,  feasting  on  the  banquet  of 
his  love,  you  have  received  Jesus  Christ  in  the  embraces  of  your 
soul,  as  an  everlasting  monument  of  your  fidelity,  to  live  mind- 
ful of  his  commands,  not  as  heretofore,  when  by  your  crimes  you 
had  forsaken  him,  and  exposed  yourselves  to  his  wrath,  but  ad- 
vancing in  the  way  he  has  marked  out  for  you,  never  losing  sight 
of  the  object  of  your  hope,  but  established  in  him,  like  the  firm 
oak  that  strikes  deep  root  in  the  earth,  proof  against  every  vio- 
lence of  tempest  or  of  storm. 

There  are  many  who  with  fervour  and  piety  commence  a religi- 
ous life,  but  listening  to  the  suggestions  of  the  tempter,  and 
growing  weary  of  the  sweet  yoke  of  Christ,  they  abandon  the  happy 
work  which  they  had  begun,  and  dying  enemies  of  God,  they  are 
lost  for  all  eternity.  Of  this  we  have  a fatal  example  in  the  per- 
son of  Judas,  who  being  promoted  to  the  high  dignity  of  an 
Apostle,  commenced  a life  in  the  service  of  God.  With  the 
other  Apostles,  he  preached  the  Gospel,  cured  the  sick,  cast  out 
devils,  and  performed  many  other  miracles ; but,  influenced  by 
avarice,  he  betrayed  Christ,  his  Lord  and  Master,  whom  he  sold 
for  thirty  pieces  of  silver,  and  delivered  him  into  the  hands  of 
his  enemies ; till  at  length,  despairing  of  his  own  salvation,  and 
appalled  at  the  foul  deed  he  had  perpetrated,  he  hung  himself,  and 
thus  perished  both  soul  and  body.  St.  Paul,  although  having 
first  the  misfortune  to  persecute  the  Church  of  God  and  make 
open  war  against  the  followers  of  Christ,  became  a vessel  of  elec- 
tion, the  doctor  of  nations,  the  evangelical  trumpet,  proclaiming 
to  the  world  the  faith  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  infusing  into  every 
heart  the  fire  of  his  divine  love ; and  thus  adhering  to  Heaven’s 
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call,  longing  to  be  dissolved  and  to  reign  with  Christ,  he  fought 
the  good  fight,,  he  finished  his  course,  and  enjoys  now  a blessed 
immortality. 

The  great  Augustine,  that  model  of  true  penance  and  luminary 
of  the  Church  of  God,  once  despising  the  ways  of  the  Lord,  by 
pursuing  through  the  dark  mazes  of  error  and  infidelity  the  object 
of  every  unlawful  desire ; when  touched  by  the  grace  of  God,  he 
became  sensible  of  his  error,  deploring  in  the  book  of  his  Con- 
fessions the  sins  of  his  youth,  and  burning  with  the  love  of  God, 
he  obeyed  him  faithfully  to  the  end,  till  he  arrived  at  the  fruition 
of  that  happiness  which  he  so  much  desired.  But  happy  and 
blessed  are  those,  above  all  others,  who,  like  St.  John  the  Bap- 
tist, dedicate  to  the  Lord  the  first  dawn  of  understanding  and 
glimmering  of  reason  ; who,  like  him,  in  the  vernal  bloom  of  life, 
and  in  the  days  of  their  innocence,  presenting  to  the  Lord  the 
first  homage  of  their  heart,  and  receiving  every  day  new  acces- 
sions of  grace,  terminate  that  work  which  they  so  happily  had 
begun.  Looking,  then,  on  Christ  Jesus,  the  Author  and  Finisher 
of  your  faith,  let  him  be  ever  present  to  your  mind,  and  his  law 
deeply  indented  on  your  heart,  that  you  may  always  remember 
your  allegiance  to  him,  and  place  him  before  your  eyes  as  the 
pattern  of  every  one  of  your  actions.  As  the  skilful  painter, 
when  about  to  draw  some  beautiful  picture,  frequently  looks  with 
attention  on  his  model,  by  which  he  is  to  be  directed  ; so,  in  like 
manner,  beholding  your  pattern,  which  is  Christ,  you  may  portray 
in  yourselves  his  constancy  and  example ; since  he  is  the  Author 
of  your  faith,  externally  proposing  his  own  doctrine  to  your  be- 
lief, through  the  preaching  of  his  Gospel  and  the  ministry  of  his 
word ; and  internally  producing  in  you  through  his  grace  that 
same  enlivening  faith  of  which  he  himself  is  the  perfection ; for 
coming  into  this  world,  assuming  mortal  flesh,  he  commenced 
the  great  work  of  your  salvation,  and  after  having  spilt  the  last 
drop  of  his  precious  blood,  expiring  in  tortures  on  a disgraceful 
cross,  he  said,  “ All  is  finished.” 

As,  then,  your  blessed  Redeemer  has  gone  before  you,  leaving 
you  an  example  to  follow  his  steps,  what  will  it  profit  you  to  have 
begun  in  the  spirit  and  to  end  in  the  flesh  ? to  have  spent  many 
years  in  the  service  of  God,  and  to  lose  in  one  moment  the  merit 
of  all  your  good  works  by  the  commission  of  one  mortal  sin  ? 
“ If  the  just  man,”  says  the  Prophet  Ezekiel,  “ shall  turn 
from  God,  his  justice  shall  no  longer  be  remembered.”  He  may 
have  been  to  others  a model  of  piety ; like  the  Seraph,  he  may 
have  burned  with  the  love  of  God,  and  reach  the  summit  of  sanc- 
tity and  perfection,  but  if,  unfortunately,  he  consent  to  one  mor- 
tal sin,  and  die  without  repentance,  he  shall  be  lost  for  ever,  and 
all  his  good  works  consigned  to  eternal  oblivion.  The  grapes 
will  not  produce  their  wine  if  they  arrive  not  to  maturity,  nor  will 
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the  trees  their  fruit  if  they  lose  their  blossoms  and  their  flow- 
ers ; so  it  is  with  the  Christian,  unless  he  terminate  his  life  in 
the  service  of  God,  he  cannot  expect  salvation ; for  eternal 
truth  has  declared  it,  that  he  alone  shall  be  saved  who  perseveres 
to  the  end.  He  whom  heaven,  earth,  and  hell  obey,  became  him- 
self obedient  in  assuming  mortal  flesh  for  love  of  you  ; nor  was 
that  flame  of  love  extinguished  in  him  till  by  the  last  drop  of 
his  precious  Blood  he  cancelled  the  hand-writing  that  stood 
against  you,  and  completed  on  Calvary  the  great  work  of  your 
salvation,  for  which  he  was  sent  into  this  world  by  his  Eternal 
Father.  As,  then,  your  Divine  Saviour  has  left  you  the  example, 
follow  him,  your  Leader  and  Deliverer,  since  he  demands  nothing 
of  you  above  your  strength,  and  has  prescribed  for  you  certain 
and  infallible  means  of  persevering  in  good  works,  which  we  shall 
consider  in  our  second  reflection. 

Since  Christ  demands  of  you  perseverance  in  good  works  as 
indispensably  necessary  for  your  eternal  salvation,  so,  in  his  mercy, 
he  has  furnished  you  with  those  means  which,  from  all  eternity, 
he  had  in  view  and  made  choice  of,  to  render  you  capable  of  ar- 
riving at  that  happy  end  which  he  proposed  to  himself  in  your 
creation. 

If,  then,  my  beloved  brethren,  you  shall  omit  none  of  those 
spiritual  duties  to  which  you  have  been  accustomed,  and  carefully 
avoid  even  venial  offences ; if  every  morning,  in  acknowledgment 
of  your  own  infirmities  and  spiritual  wants,  you  present  to  the 
Lord  in  pious  prayer  and  contemplation  the  first  fruits  of  your 
actions  and  sentiments  of  your  heart,  and  at  the  close  of  day  re- 
turn him  due  and  sincere  thanks  for  his  providential  care  over  all 
your  affairs  ; if  you  feel  for  the  sorrows  of  a fellow-being,  and  en- 
deavour to  alleviate  his  miseries  and  his  wants  by  works  of  charity 
and  compassion  ; and  above  all,  if  you  have  nourished  your  soul  by 
a worthy  and  frequent  participation  of  the  Adorable  Sacrament  of 
the  Altar,  which  imparts  life,  and  light,  and  grace,  to  those  who, 
with  hearts  of  inflamed  love,  approach  that  Source  of  life,  which 
love  alone  brought  down  from  heaven  to  dwell  amongst  you ; then 
with  confidence  you  may  hope  to  have  taken  the  most  secure 
means  of  advancing  in  virtue,  and  persevering  in  good  works. 
But  if  you  relax  in  any  of  these  important  duties,  you  will  be- 
come by  degrees  more  indolent  in  the  service  of  God,  and  less 
able  to  resist  the  temptations  of  that  infernal  fiend,  who,  as  the 
Scripture  says,  “ goes  about  like  a roaring  lion,  seeking  whom  he 
may  devour,”  and  endeavouring,  by  his  foul  suggestions,  to  ob- 
literate from  your  mind  every  reflection  tending  to  your  eternal 
salvation,  which  ought  to  make  you  always  vigilant  in  the  dis- 
charge of  every  religious  duty,  and  abhorrent  of  every  sin,  even 
the  most  trivial  ; for,  as  the  Holy  Ghost  says,  he  that  despises 
small  offences,  shall  fall  by  degrees  into  crimes  of  greater  magni- 
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tude.  The  infernal  tempter  is  always  on  the  watch  to  assail  the 
unwary ; nearly  after  the  same  manner  by  which  a general  with 
his  army  storms  and  subjugates  a city,  well  secured  and  fortified : 
at  his  first  approach  he  makes  no  attack,  that  with  greater  ease  he 
may  execute  his  design;  knowing  well,  that  together  with  loss  and 
dishonour,  he  would  he  beaten  and  repulsed.  But  he  encloses  the 
city  by  trenches,  imperceptibly  gains  ground,  approaches  the 
walls,  with  military  instruments  breaks  through  the  fortifications, 
and  having  laid  all  his  plans,  he  commences  with  irresistible  force, 
takes  the  city  by  surprise,  and  seizes  upon  all  its  treasures. 

So  it  is  with  the  devil : he  does  not  at  once  insinuate  a derelic- 
tion of  every  religious  duty ; knowing  well,  crafty  and  subtle  as 
he  is,  that  in  this  all  his  machinations  and  stratagems  would  he 
vain  and  nugatory ; hut  his  intention  is,  that  you  diminish  a part 
of  those  good  works  which  in  conscience  you  are  hound  to  dis- 
charge. Well  aware  of  the  frailty  and  instability  of  human  nature, 
and  its  impatience  of  every  restraint,  he  advances  by  degrees, 
persuades  you  to  omit  a greater  number  of  your  spiritual  exercises, 
which,  having  obtained,  he  renders  you  inert,  indolent,  and  re- 
miss in  the  service  of  God.  Nor  does  he  at  first  endeavour  to  lead 
you  into  the  degraded  habits  of  cursing,  of  swearing,  and  of  per- 
jury ; convinced  that  in  such  an  attempt  you  would  clearly  dis- 
cover his  malice ; hut  this  he  suggests,  that  you  make  no  scruple  of 
telling  such  lies  as  may  prevent  some  trivial  disadvantage,  or  ob- 
tain some  temporal  good ; that  when  once  you  have  contracted 
that  mean  habit  of  lying,  and  shall  see  that  neither  respect  nor 
faith  is  given  to  your  expressions,  then  it  is,  with  remorseless  im- 
piety, you  will  call  upon  the  sacred  name  of  God  by  an  oath  to 
bear  'witness  to  your  assertions. 

Such  are  the  snares  employed  by  that  common  enemy  of  the 
human  race  to  lead  you  into  the  commission  of  every  crime  ; re- 
presenting sin  at  its  first  appearance  as  innocent  and  harmless ; 
hut  when  once  committed,  he  then  exhibits  it  to  you  in  its  native 
malice  and  genuine  deformity,  that  conscious  of  your  own  guilt, 
and  dreading  the  justly-merited  vengeance  of  God,  you  may  sink 
into  despair,  the  last  and  fatal  step  to  your  eternal  ruin.  Con- 
sidering, then,  your  own  frailties  and  strong  propensities  to  evil, 
fly  the  most  distant  occasions  of  sin,  since  the  word  of  God  as- 
sures you,  that  he  who  loves  the  danger  shall  perish  ; that  he  whose 
grace  is  sufficient  to  protect  you,  has  not  promised  you  that  grace 
if  you  wilfully  expose  yourselves  to  the  danger ; that  there  is  no 
victory  without  battle,  nor  a crown  without  victory ; that  you  must 
separate  yourselves  from  everything  the  nearest  and  dearest  in  this 
life  if  it  be  to  you  the  proximate  occasion  of  sin ; that  you  must 
be  disengaged  from  every  inordinate  affection,  whether  of  the  crea- 
ture, or  of  the  perishable  goods  of  this  world ; that  in  singleness 
of  heart  and  purity  of  intention,  you  may  raise  your  souls  to  the 


387 


contemplation  of  that  God  for  whom  alone  you  have  been  created, 
and  shall  be  ever  restless  till  you  rest  in  him.  Another  effec- 
tual means  to  persevere  in  good  works,  is  to  practise  humility,  that 
heaven-born  virtue,  which  assimilates  man  to  God ; who,  as  the 
Apostle  says ,f actus  est  obediens  usque  ad  mortem , mortem  autem 
Cruets ; “ who  became  obedient  unto  death,  even  the  death  of  the 
Cross.”  It  warns  us  never  to  presume  on  our  own  strength  what- 
ever graces  or  favours  we  may  have  received  from  God ; since  we 
see  that  an  Apostle,  at  the  voice  of  a silly  woman,  denied  Christ, 
his  Redeemer;  that  David,  a man  after  God’s  own  heart,  perpe- 
trated the  two- fold  crime  of  adultery  and  murder ; and  Solomon, 
the  wisest  of  men,  after  having  raised  a magnificent  temple  to 
the  honour  and  worship  of  the  true  God,  became  himself  a wor- 
shipper of  idols. 

But,  my  beloved  brethren,  as  it  behoves  you  to  hold  a diffident 
and  humble  opinion  of  yourselves,  so  it  is  necessary  that  you  pos- 
sess a strong  and  well-grounded  hope  in  the  mercies  of  God  ; con- 
soling yourselves  under  these  reflections,  that  you  never  can  lose 
him,  his  grace,  or  his  protection,  unless  by  your  own  free  and 
voluntary  consent ; that  the  Lord  is  well  pleased  with  those  who 
hope  in  his  mercy ; that  he  never  will  suffer  you  to  be  tempted 
above  your  strength ; that  he  enters  into  a covenant  with  the  just 
man  on  his  part  never  to  forsake  him ; and  finally,  that  sooner 
shall  the  heavens  and  the  earth  be  destroyed,  than  a soul  shall 
perish  whose  confidence  is  in  God.  Let  these  promises  of  your 
Divine  Redeemer’s  protection  over  you  be  always  deeply  and  un- 
alterably impressed  on  your  mind,  that  they  may  embolden  you 
to  proceed  through  every  obstacle  in  the  way  to  your  eternal  sal- 
vation, and  animate  you  with  Christian  hope  and  fortitude  to  prac- 
tise every  virtuous  action ; that  your  path,  as  a resplendent  light, 
like  that  of  the  just,  may  proceed  forward,  and  increase  even  to 
perfect  day. — ( Prov . iv).  The  sun,  after  rising  early  in  the  mor- 
ning, continues  not  in  the  same  place,  but  still  advances  higher 
towards  the  meridian.  So  it  should  be  with  you,  if  you  earnestly 
aspire  to  perfection,  never  to  remain  in  the  same  state ; but  every 
day  to  make  some  progress  in  virtue ; every  day  to  invoke  the 
Almighty’s  aid ; never  to  grow  weary  in  the  service  of  the  Lord ; 
but  remembering  that,  if  the  labour  terrifies,  the  reward  invites ; 
that  to  obtain  the  end,  you  must  employ  the  means ; that,  regard- 
less of  the  censures  of  a wicked  world,  the  malice  of  man,  or  envy 
of  the  devil,  you  must  discharge,  with  intrepidity,  those  obli- 
gations which,  as  Christians  and  as  Catholics,  you  owe  to  the 
Sovereign  God.  Let  it  be  your  ambition,  your  joy,  and  conso- 
lation, to  place  yourselves  at  the  foot  of  that  altar,  to  purify  your 
hearts  and  souls  for  the  reception  of  that  God  who  delights  to  be 
with  the  children  of  men,  and  has  pledged  himself  to  grant  eternal 
life  to  those  who  shall  worthily  receive  him.  “ He  who  eateth  mj 
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flesh,  and  drinketh  my  blood,”  says  the  Lord,  “ hath  eternal  life ; 
and  I will  raise  him  up  at  the  last  day,”  that  day  of  universal  mi- 
sery and  calamity,  when  the  sinner  in  terror  and  dismay  must  meet 
his  Judge : then  it  is  you  will  experience  the  advantage  of  those 
frequent  confessions  and  worthy  Communions  that  shall  be  to  you 
a pledge  of  future  glory,  and  preserve  you  unhurt  from  the  dan- 
gers that  shall  surround  you. 

Returning  now  to  the  example  of  St.  John,  whom  we  proposed 
in  the  beginning  of  this  subject  as  the  model  of  perseverance  in 
good  works,  without  which  there  is  no  salvation,  and  weighing 
well  those  infallible  and  unerring  means  which  the  Almighty  has 
put  into  our  hands,  let  us  embrace  and  practise  them ; remitting 
nothing  of  our  spiritual  exercises,  carefully  avoiding  even  venial 
sins,  diffiding  in  ourselves,  and  confiding  in  God,  let  us  advance 
in  every  virtue,  and  with  all  our  strength  aspire  to  perfection. 
Thus,  my  beloved  brethren,  we  shall  receive  a greater  portion  of 
grace  in  this  life,  and  obtain  a greater  weight  of  glory  in  the  king- 
dom of  Heaven;  which,  may  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son,  and 
the  Holy  Ghost,  grant  you  all.  Amen. 


A SERMON 


ON  THE  FEAST  OF 


“ She  opened  her  mouth  unto  wisdom  ; she  had  the  law  of  clemency  on  her 
tongue,  and  was  attentive  to  the  care  of  her  family." — Prov.  xxxi,  26,  27. 

The  intention  of  the  Church  in  celebrating  the  festivals  of  the 
Saints  is  so  just,  rational,  and  laudable,  that  upon  a due  con- 
sideration of  the  matter,  one  is  apt  to  be  surprised  that  it  should 
ever  have  become  an  object  of  contempt,  ridicule,  or  aversion.  The 
overstrained  devotion  and  unauthorized  superstitious  practices, 
perhaps,  of  some  of  the  uninformed  and  ignorant  might,  no  doubt, 
give  birth  to  the  idea  of  the  pretended  equalization  of  the  Saints 
with  their  Creator,  the  Author  as  well  as  Rewarder  of  all  sanctity. 
He,  my  brethren,  is  the  Centre  of  the  great  circle  of  holiness,  and 
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all  the  rays  of  light,  with  their  concomitant  splendour,  must  neces- 
sarily flow  from  and  terminate  in  Him,  the  Source  of  all  the  beauty, 
the  grandeur,  and  majesty  of  sanctity,  without  whom  there  is  nothing 
truly  good,  truly  praiseworthy,  neither  can  the  smallest  advance 
be  made  towards  perfection.  Hence,  the  life  of  the  Man* God, 
Jesus  Christ,  is  the  model  of  all  others,  which  are  more  or  less 
laudable  as  they  approach  that  most  secure  and  blessed  pattern. 
His  doctrine  and  example  combined,  are  the  only  polar  star  to 
guide  us  with  safety  in  the  practice  of  all  our  respective  duties. 
With  him  we  cannot  err ; without  him  our  frail  nature  sinks  con- 
tinually into  faults  and  mistakes. 

It  is  for  faithfully  following  the  footsteps  of  this  our  divine  and 
heavenly  Guide,  that  the  Church  celebrates  with  joy  the  me- 
mories of  those  heroic  Christians  of  both  sexes,  who  have  in  a 
particular  manner  edified  the  faithful  by  the  peculiar  and  striking 
sanctity  of  their  lives  and  conduct,  whose  conversation  throughout 
was,  (if  I may  so  express  it),  a living  Gospel,  and  excited  all  the 
ardour  of  wonder  and  imitation,  which  such  noble  examples  were 
so  well  calculated  to  raise  in  all  those  who  were  not  totally  in- 
attentive or  dead  to  the  sublime  beauty  and  prerogatives  of  true 
and  genuine  Christian  virtue.  The  astonishing  and  wonderful 
austerities  of  some  of  the  Saints;  those  macerations  without  in- 
termission, so  terrifying  to  flesh  and  blood ; the  perpetual  abstinence 
from  things  in  themselves  indifferent  and  permissive  ; their  utter 
retreat  from  the  world  and  all  its  pleasures,  to  bury  themselves  in 
gloomy  deserts  or  in  the  awful  and  meditative  silence  of  the 
cloister;  their  entire  death  to  this  life  to  look  for  that  hidden  one 
(as  St.  Paul  says)  with  Christ  in  God ; in  fine,  all  the  vast  and 
ponderous  fabric  of  their  sanctity,  so  dearly,  according  to  worldly 
ideas,  sought  after  and  acquired,  fills  you  with  despondency ; you 
gaze  with  wonder,  but  bereft  of  hope,  on  that  transcendent  eleva- 
tion on  which  they  are  placed,  without  the  smallest  wish  to  en- 
deavour to  ascend  that  mountain  so  lofty  and  so  rugged,  which 
conducted  them  to  their  present  situation  of  glory  and  felicity. 

But,  on  the  festival  which  assembles  us  this  day,  my  brethren,  I 
will  address  you  in  the  words  of  the  Lord  in  the  book  of  Deuter- 
onomy. “ The  precept  which  I give  you  this  day  is  not  afar  off,  no** 
situated  in  the  heavens,  nor  placed  beyond  sea,  so  that  any  of  you 
may  say,  who  among  us  shall  be  able  to  cross  the  sea  ? But  it  is 
very,  very  near  to  you.”  It  consists  in  duties  common  and  domes- 
tic, duties  in  the  midst  of  the  world  and  its  affairs,  which  lie  with- 
in your  grasp,  and  require  but  to  be  seen  to  convince  you  imme- 
diately of  the  possibility  of  imitation.  Yes,  my  brethren,  the 
illustrious  Monica,  who  claims  our  attention  this  day,  shall  serve 
as  an  actual  and  most  exemplary  model  to  convince  us  of  this 
truth,  who,  in  the  midst  of  the  wTorld  and  discharging  all  the  or- 
dinary duties  in  every  state,  whether  maid,  wife,  mother,  or  widow, 
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had  always  her  God  in  view,  and  thereby  sanctified  all  the  most 
general  and  usual  occurrences  of  human  life.  But,  before  we  at- 
tempt  to  draw  her  excellent  and  edifying  portrait,  let  us  humbly 
beseech  the  Giver  of  all  good  things  to  excite  in  our  hearts  a 
truly  Christian  ardour  of  imitation,  that  our  praises  may  not  be 
totally  barren  and  unfruitful.  In  this  we  humbly  hope  to  be 
seconded  by  the  intercession  of  the  ever-Immaculate  Virgin  Mo- 
ther of  God. 

At  the  moment  we  are  left  to  our  own  guidance,  and  masters  of 
our  own  actions,  nay,  when  we  begin  to  open  our  eyes  upon  the 
world,  this  artful  impostor  immediately  resolves,  upon  our  seduc- 
tion, by  all  those  objects  that  may  flatter  our  passions,  by  an  in- 
numerable train  of  artifices  which  it  knows  but  too  well  how  to 
employ,  and  by  a specious  though  spurious  kind  of  wisdom,  it  i& 
apt  to  deceive  and  misguide  a heart,  the  best  inclined  to  virtue, 
because  on  a cursory  view  the  maxims  and  principles  of  it  appear 
as  just,  and  built  upon  a rational  foundation.  But  Monica,  sus- 
ceptible from  her  most  tender  years  of  the  impressions  which  a 
truly  Christian  education  makes  upon  the  heart,  and  having  a 
thorough,  willing  conviction  of  the  extreme  and  delicate  importance 
of  the  great  affair  of  salvation,  the  one  only  thing  necessary  of 
the  Gospel,  is  set  above  and  secured  from  the  wily  insinuations  of 
that  false  wisdom,  which,  as  St.  Gregory  observes,  consists  in 
refined  dissimulation,  in  veiling  the  heart  with  innumerable  artifices, 
and  by  an  interested  complaisance  and  politeness,  to  obtain  what 
rapacity  in  secret  sighs  for,  but  cannot  compass  by  force  and 
violence ; and  we  all  know,  my  brethren,  that  many  horrible  inroads 
may  be  made  upon  morality  in  several  respects,  without  forfeiting 
the  character  of  a gentleman  and  a respectable  man  of  the  world. 

Our  Saint,  in  the  early  bloom  of  life,  carefully  shuts  her  eyes  to 
all  the  false  and  delusive  wisdom  of  the  world,  and  is  much  more 
solicitous  to  please  God  than  man ; she  eagerly  imbibes  that  true 
and  heavenly  wisdom  which  is  recommended  by  St.  James,  in 
opposition  to  the  fallacious  principles  which  are  the  offspring  of 
nature,  depraved  and  blinded  by  sin,  the  chief  characters  of  which 
are,  that  it  is  modest,  docile,  and  disposes  us  for  the  society  of  the 
good  and  virtuous. 

The  vivacity  of  her  genius,  and  her  disposition  so  full  of 
sweetness  and  affability,  might  seem  to  flatter  the  world  that  its 
false  wisdom  might  deceive  and  captivate  her  attention : by  no 
means ; for,  opening  her  eyes  to  the  lights  of  that  true  wisdom 
characterized  by  St.  James,  the  first  mark  of  which  is,  that  it  is 
modest,  she  confines  herself  strictly  within  the  bounds  of  continual 
recollection,  carefully  avoiding  the  least  dissipation  of  mind.  Pre- 
serving and  adopting  an  unobtrusive  deportment,  she  opposes  to 
the  seduction  of  worldly  pleasures  the  hopes  and  the  yearning  for 
those  which  are  celestial ; and  if  sometimes,  through  a necessary 
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condescension  or  a submissive  compliance  with  the  will  of  her 
parents,  she  appears  in  public,  a most  attentive  and  modest  circum- 
spection is  visible  in  her  looks  and  throughout  all  her  manner ; 
wherever  she  goes,  the  clouds  of  a timid  bashfulness  veil  her  from 
the  vulgar  gaze  of  men.  From  the  beginning  she  had  learned  to 
captivate  her  senses,  to  regulate  every  look,  to  anticipate  by  every 
precaution  and  shame  by  her  prudence  the  weaknesses  of  her  sex. 
She  suppresses  all  indiscreet  and  dangerous  curiosity,  which  is  too 
often  the  fatal  harbinger  of  the  secret  destruction  of  modesty,  and 
has  neither  eyes  nor  thoughts  but  for  God  ; flying  away  even 
from  the  very  shadow  of  vice,  under  the  conviction  that  true  and 
perfect  chastity  should  make  one  of  her  sex  appear  as  a kind  of 
hidden  mystery  to  the  eyes  of  sinners,  known  to  God  alone,  in  the 
just  apprehension,  that  indiscreet  looks  may,  perhaps,  awaken  de- 
sires, desires  the  passions,  and  those  latter  prevail,  so  as  inwardly 
to  obscure  and  darken  the  light  of  reason,  so  that  a maiden  (as 
Tertullian  says),  who  has  a mind  to  be  in  a state  of  security,  has 
nothing  at  first  to  fear  so  much  as  herself.  Hence  arises  the 
obligation  that  she  should  continually  distrust  herself,  conceal  her 
innocent  attractions  under  the  cover  of  the  ^severest  modesty, 
banish  those  gaudy  and  remarkable  ornaments  of  dress,  from 
which  the  eyes  of  purity  would  shrink,  and  which,  alas ! are  too 
common  and  countenanced  by  the  fashionable  world,  which 
may  he,  perhaps,  the  first  avenue  opened  to  the  secret  and  artful 
attempts  of  the  wily  seducer,  who,  like  the  devil,  takes  especial 
care  not  to  exhibit  himself  by  any  means  at  first  in  his  own  pro- 
per form,  but  by  the  slowest  and  most  imperceptible  degrees  en- 
deavours to  effect  at  length  by  his  detestable  cunning  and  inces- 
sant assiduity,  his  wicked  and  ruinous  purpose.  Let  young 
maidens  never  forget,  even  for  a moment,  the  extreme  delicacy  of 
their  state  and  condition,  which  the  envenomed  breadth  of  slander, 
perhaps  but  for  a mere  trifling  act  of  levity,  may  very  much  sully. 
Let  them  endeavour  to  preserve  throughout  all  their  conduct  a 
wise,  a careful,  and  prudent  circumspection.  The  order  of  Jesus 
Christ  to  us  all  is  strict  and  precise:  “Watch  and  pray,  that  ye  en- 
ter not  into  temptation  ; the  spirit  indeed  is  willing,  but  the  flesh 
is  weak.”  The  transition  from  virtue  to  vice,  if  we  incautiously 
expose  ourselves  to  temptation,  may  appear  but  too  full  of  seduc- 
tion and  bewitching  attractions;  purity  may  internally  expire  and 
be  lost,  the  senses  may  rebel  against  the  sovereignty  of  reason, 
and  thus,  perhaps,  the  way  may  be  prepared  at  some  time  or  other 
for  utter  ruin,  never,  perhaps,  to  emerge  from  it;  for,  as  the  first  of 
Latin  poets  says,  “ to  descend  into  the  shades  is  easy,  but  to  return 
from  thence  a matter  of  great  toil  and  labour ;”  and  an  ancient 
Father  remarks,  that  there  was  no  one  holier  than  David,  stronger 
than  Sampson,  nor  wiser  than  Solomon  ; yet  all  these  fell  by  sen- 
sual weakness  and  frailty.  After  all,  my  brethren,  of  what  great 
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importance  is  corporal  integrity  without  true  mental  purity  ? Do 
we  call  that  man  truly  honest,  whom  nothing,  we  suppose,  but 
mere  human  respect  or  the  dread  of  punishment  alone  deters  from 
gratifying  the  inward  rapacity  of  his  disposition  ? The  soul  is 
the  true  seat  and  palace  of  virtue ; it  is  the  magazine  where  should 
he  deposited  all  the  weapons  necessary  for  the  defence  and  pro- 
tection of  this  invaluable  treasure.  It  is  not  enough  to  be  chaste  ; 
it  should  appear  with  the  clearest  evidence  throughout  all  the  con- 
duct, the  conversation,  the  looks,  the  manner,  and  the  dress  of  the 
truly  Christian  virgin ; and  let  her,  like  Monica,  take  no  notice  of 
any  remarks,  any  observations,  any  ill-founded  censures,  misnaming, 
as  silly  affectation,  her  laudable  singularity.  Would  that  it  could 
not  be  denominated  so  ! But  let  her  remember  the  saying  of  St. 
Paul : “ If  I were  yet  intent  upon  pleasing  men,  I would  not  be 
the  servant  of  Christ.”  Any  capricious  or  vulgar  rusticity  of  man- 
ner, any  whimsical  resistance  to  the  common  and  truly  innocent 
forms  of  life  or  conversation,  is  certainly  by  all  means  to  be  avoid- 
ed. The  gentleness  of  Monica,  this  forming  one  of  the  greatest  and 
most  striking  characteristics  of  her  whole  life,  and  her  com- 
plaisance to  all,  extended  with  cheerfulness  and  the  native  good- 
ness of  her  heart  to  everything  but  where  she  perceived  the  small- 
est deviation  from  those  maxims  of  the  Gospel  wisdom,  which 
should  always  regulate  in  every  respect  the  entire  life  and  conduct 
of  the  daughters  of  Christianity. 

But  it  is  now  time,  my  brethren,  to  take  a survey  of  Monica  in 
another  state,  when,  in  obedience  to  her  parents,  she  enters,  for 
many  and  most  arduous  trials  of  her  piety,  her  patience,  her  re- 
signation, her  entire  submission  to  the  will  and  the  permissions 
of  Divine  Providence,  into  the  state  of  matrimony.  The  second 
condition  of  the  true  and  celestial  wisdom,  as  set  forth  by  St. 
James,  being  docility,  Monica  conforms  herself  entirely  to  it. 
She  enters  the  house  of  her  husband,  not  as  an  imperious  and 
haughty  mistress,  but  full  of  meekness:  she  does  not  seem  to 
arrogate  an  undue  air  of  command  or  authority,  as  if  showing 
that  she  was  long  heartily  weary  of  any  constraint,  dependence,  or 
submission  to  the  will  of  others,  and  that  she  was  resolved  to 
fully  indemnify  herself  by  an  immediate,  peremptory,  and  total  ex- 
ertion of  her  newly- acquired  freedom  and  ascendancy ; she  enters 
upon  her  new  state  with  an  entire  spirit  of  subordination  and  re- 
spectful submission  to  her  husband,  and  full  of*  gentleness  and 
goodness  for  the  servants  of  her  household ; she  does  not  con- 
sider their  menial  condition  as  a sort  of  foundation  for  arbitrary 
sway ; she  chooses  to  rule  much  rather  by  counsel,  by  advice,  by 
exhortation,  than  by  peremptory  mandates  and  haughty  menaces, 
and  if  ever  a reprimand  becomes  necessary,  her  visible  unwil- 
lingness and  tender  moderation  in  administering  it  never  fail  to 
bring  the  offending  party  to  an  immediate  and  thorough  sense  of 
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their  duty,  There  is  nothing  at  all  disorderly  in  her  domestic 
management ; there  is  nothing  done  out  of  the  proper  time,  and 
a pleasing  regularity,  which  makes  all  things  easy,  appears  in  every 
instance  of  it.  Her  piety,  which  is  genuine  and  solid,  never  per- 
mits her  to  choose  capriciously  for  the  hour  of  prayer  or  other 
pious  exercises,  that  which  in  reason  and  propriety  should  be  em- 
ployed in  the  discharge  of  some  domestic  duty.  Her  husband 
has  never  to  complain  of  her,  that  the  time  which  she  prepos- 
terously chooses  to  spend  in  the  house  of  God,  is  that  of  confu- 
sion and  irregularity  at  home;  that  the  unseasonable  piety  and 
ill-timed  devotion  of  his  wife  makes  her  utterly  forget  that  she 
has  a husband,  and  her  own  just  and  proper  share  of  the  cares 
and  obligations  of  a married  life ; on  the  other  hand,  my  breth- 
ren, they  never  make  her  forget  at  a due  and  proper  season  the 
express  and  particular  duties  she  owes  to  her  Creator,  to  piety,  and 
religion  ; thus,  Monica,  both  in  the  house  of  God  by  her  Aguiar 
and  well-timed  devotion,  and  at  home  in  the  discharge  of  the  most 
common  and  ordinary  domestic  duties,  by  elevating  her  intention 
in  every  instance,  and  all  the  affections  of  her  pious  heart 
towards  her  Redeemer,  sanctifies  all  the  actions  of  her  life 
without  distinction,  and  draws  down  the  blessings  of  Heaven 
upon  herself  and  her  family.  She  was  never  fanatically  rigid,  but 
religiously  exact.  In  her  piety,  then,  was  at  no  time  the  least 
sourness,  the  least  extravagance  of  ignorant,  hot,  and  impetuous 
zeal,  the  least  propensity  to  cast  the  smallest  reflection  upon 
others,  to  extol  indirectly  herself  and  her  own  wise  and  proper 
mode  of  conduct.  Wherever  she  was,  her  gentle  and  Christian 
tenderness  of  expression  soon  put  a stop  to  the  hints  and  taunts 
of  detraction  and  indiscretion. 

As  her  own  husband  was  well  known  to  be  a man  of  the  most 
violent,  nay,  brutal  temper  on  any,  the  most  imaginary  occasions, 
some  of  the  married  women  of  her  acquaintance,  after  bitterly 
complaining  of  their  husbands  for  harsh  treatment  and  ill-usage, 
expressed  to  her  their  extreme  surprise  at  the  tranquil  and  easy 
life  she  led,  whose  husband  was  notoriously  a man  of  extreme 
violence  of  disposition,  and  by  no  means  the  friend  of  peace  and 
harmony.  With  gentle  modesty,  and  most  humble  expressions 
with  regard  to  herself,  she  accounted  for  this  prodigy.  Whenever 
she  perceived  this  man  of  anger  beginning  to  be  inflamed,  she 
inwardly  invoked  from  God  the  grace  of  humility  and  patience. 
She  let  the  furious  torrent  rush  on  its  course,  and  spend  itself  in 
a million  of  invectives,  and  the  most  outrageous,  offensive,  and 
savage  expressions.  A respectful  silence,  and  answers,  when  ne- 
cessary, full  of  the  most  tender  and  lowly  submission,  were  all 
the  return  she  made ; and  this  furious  man,  in  spite  of  all  his 
rage  and  madness,  in  the  very  midst  of  it  was  inwardly  so  un- 
conquerably charmed,  in  a manner,  against  all  the  bent  of  his 
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will,  that  he  was  never  known  to  lift  up  his  hand  to  strike  her ; 
which  was  not  at  all  the  case  with  those  women  of  her  acquaint- 
ance who  questioned  her  with  regard  to  her  situation  with  her 
husband,  who  was  well  known  to  be  infinitely  more  hasty,  fiery, 
and  passionate  than  their  own  ; nor  (as  her  son  Austin  informs 
us)  did  the  sun  ever  set  upon  his  anger  with  the  gentle  and  sub- 
missive Monica.  As  soon  as  the  violence  of  his  rage  had  entirely 
spent  itself,  with  looks  of  cordial  love  and  expressions  full  of 
the  most  endearing  meekness  and  humility,  she  gave  an  account 
of  her  conduct  in  such  a manner,  that,  quite  confounded  and 
ashamed  of  himself,  he  would  rush  to  her  arms,  and  turning  all 
his  anger  upon  himself,  repeatedly  reproach  himself  with  the  ut- 
most bitterness  of  heart  and  expression  for  the  unhappy  violence 
of  his  temper,  that  he  could  for  a moment  attempt  to  give  pain 
to  such  unparalleled  and  exquisite  goodness  and  gentleness  of 
heart  *and  disposition.  Monica  admonished  those  women  who 
consulted  her,  of  the  propriety,  the  religious  and  reasonable  ne- 
cessity of  obedience,  by  reading  over  the  public  act  and  instru- 
ment of  marriage,  as  was  the  custom  in  those  days,  wherein  this 
obligation  was  clearly  and  strictly  specified  in  all  its  nature  and 
branches ; and  by  proving  to  them  that  to  act  otherwise  would  be 
to  subvert  and  overturn  all  that  harmony  so  beautiful,  which  de- 
pends upon  subordination,  which  is  so  visible  throughout  the 
creation ; that  to  obey  the  will  of  God  cheerfully  and  without  re- 
striction, and  to  follow  faithfully  the  line  marked  out  by  him,  was 
so  far  from  being  a sign  of  a poorness  of  mind,  a wretched  cow- 
ardice of  disposition,  low,  mean,  or  dishonourable,  that,  on  the 
contrary,  it  was  the  highest  honour  and  the  foundation  of  the 
greatest  glory  to  which  any  humble  creature  could  attain,  the  en- 
tire approbation  of  God,  and  the  concurring  applauses  of  all  the 
Saints  and  Angels. 

Monica,  by  always  hearkening  to  the  inspiration  of  Divine  grace, 
excels  in  every  virtue ; there  is  no  part  of  the  strong  woman  of 
Solomon,  whose  valour  is  above  all  price,  but  is  amply  fulfilled  in 
her.  Her  life  was  hut  a continual  chain  of  virtuous  and  pious 
actions,  and  the  number  of  poor  whose  distresses  and  miseries  she 
relieved  to  the  utmost  of  her  power,  was  a shining  proof  of  her 
tender,  compassionate,  and  charitable  attention  to  the  indigent, 
the  friendless,  and  the  unhappy.  She  frequently  relieved  them  (as 
the  historians  of  her  life  assure  us)  by  subtracting  the  greater  part 
of  her  own  ordinary  meal,  being  sufficiently  nourished  in  spirit  by 
the  ardent  desire  of  doing  good  to  her  fellow-creatures.  Not  con- 
tent with  relieving  their  corporal  wants,  she  endeavoured  to  in- 
struct them,  and  make  them  fully  comprehend  the  grand  and  lead- 
ing principles  of  religion.  She  earnestly  admonished  and  exhorted 
them,  with  expressions  full  of  sweetness  and  persuasion,  to  turn 
their  poverty  to  account,  to  make  of  their  present  distress  and 
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indigence  on  earth,  an  eternal  fund  of  wealth  and  riches  in  the 
kingdom  of  heaven,  by  humble  patience,  by  a meek  and  pious  re- 
signation to  the  dispensations  of  Providence  that  a virtuous  life, 
though  in  the  most  lowly,  abject,  unnoticed  state  of  utter  obscurity, 
would  raise  them  one  day  to  a throne  of  majesty  and  glory  in- 
finitely beyond  the  grandeur  of  all  the  kings  and  monarchs  in 
the  world.  Thus  was  Monica  in  the  most  signal  manner  the  mo- 
ther of  the  poor,  whose  distresses  of  every  kind,  both  spiritual  and 
temporal,  she  took  every  care  to  remedy  and  remove.  Yet  it  re- 
mained, by  the  permission  of  Providence,  for  this  so  good,  so 
tender,  so  excellent  a woman,  to  experience  the  most  pungent 
trials,  the  most  distressful  situations  we  can  well  conceive ; but 
all  only  tended  to  make  her  virtue  more  manifest,  and  show  the  ex- 
cellence of  her  pious  heart  in  the  most  conspicuous  point  of  view. 

Her  husband,  educated  in  the  morals  of  paganism,  having  no 
idea  of  the  sanctity  of  marriage,  at  length  unhappily  conceives  an 
impure  passion  for  a woman  remarkable  for  nothing  but  the  danger- 
ous art  of  seduction,  by  well-timed  artifices  and  those  blandishments 
which  seem  to  the  deluded  eye  of  passion  the  effects  of  a real  and 
heartfelt  attachment.  What  a trial  for  the  chaste,  the  virtuous, 
the  pious  Monica  ! Henceforward  she  is  treated  in  every  respect 
as  a slave,  while  she  sees  another  ravish  so  unjustly  from  her  all 
the  affections  and  attention  of  her  husband.  She  beholds  her  in- 
solent rival  affecting  to  treat  her  with  the  utmost  contempt  and 
scorn  whenever  they  happen  to  meet,  her  unfaithful  husband  not 
taking  the  least  pains,  either  through  decorum  or  in  compassion  to 
the  feeling  of  so  excellent  a wife,  to  conceal  the  total  preference  he 
gives  this  alien  over  all  the  perfections  of  the  invaluable  Monica. 
His  fits  of  anger  are  now  more  frequent,  her  ill-usage  redoubled ; 
and  although  her  unconquerable  patience  and  gentle  submission 
disarm  him  for  some  short  time  of  his  ferocity,  yet  the  fire  of 
unlawful  passion  is  never  extinct,  but  in  a moment  after  blazes  out 
as  fiercely  as  ever.  What  a situation,  my  brethren  ! And  how 
does  it  affect  her  ? Do  the  stings  of  jealousy  ever  torture  her 
soul  ? Does  she  pine  in  secret,  and  waste  away  her  days  in  pen- 
sive melancholy,  to  behold  another  usurp  that  attachment  and  at- 
tention, that  love  and  affection,  which  the  sacred  rites  of  marriage 
should  ensure  to  her  alone  ? Ah  ! if  we  thought  so,  my  brethren, 
how  much  would  we  wrong  her ! An  offended  God  so  engrosses 
all  her  thoughts,  that  although  with  the  most  reasonable  wishes 
for  the  return  of  her  husband’s  affections,  her  earnest  desires 
are  bent  upon  his  recall  to  God  by  faith  and  repentance,  as  he  was 
yet  a pagan.  But  let  us  hear  herself.  “ My  God  ! why  should  I 
impatiently  complain  of  the  unfaithfulness  of  my  husband,  since 
thou,  0 Lord,  the  Supreme  Being,  the  Sovereign  Good,  the 
Creator  and  Lord  of  all,  dost  bear  with  so  much  patience,  with  so 
much  forbearance,  the  numberless  infidelities  of  thy  own  creatures, 
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the  work  of  thy  own  hands,  and,  as  sinners,  more  contemptible 
than  the  worms  of  the  earth  ? If  such  Thou  art,  then  what  should 
I be  r 

What  a lesson  is  the  conduct  of  this  admirable  woman  for  those 
who  may  happen  to  be  in  a similar  delicate  situation  ! If,  like 
Monica,  they  have  chiefly,  and  above  all,  the  interests  of  God  in 
view,  if  they  burn  with  a holy  jealousy  for  the  honour  and  glory 
of  their  great  Creator,  and  pour  forth  like  her  their  ardent  and 
incessant  prayers  for  this  so  excellent  a purpose,  they  may  hope, 
through  the  Divine  mercy,  to  obtain  her  reward,  who  had  the  in- 
expressible consolation  to  behold  her  husband  become  a Christian, 
recall  all  his  affections  to  her,  and,  at  the  close  of  life,  expire  a 
Saint.  Excellent,  invaluable  woman ! woman  so  superior  to  all 
the  weaknesses  of  either  sex,  how  shall  I praise  thee,  how  shall  I 
extol  thee  ? In  what  colours  shall  I attempt  to  trace  out  the  in- 
estimable portrait  of  thy  virtues  ? My  internal,  unutterable  ad- 
miration must  suffice  for  the  want  of  words.  But  God  has  been 
pleased  to  raise  up  two  panegyrists  worthy  of  thee ; — Ambrose, 
that  most  illustrious  Doctor  of  the  Church,  and  thy  own  son,  the 
glory  and  light  of  the  whole  world,  the  incomparable  Augustine ! 
They  shall  praise  thee ; their  immortal  testimonies  of  admiring 
approbation  shall  heap  unfading  laurels  on  thy  head  until  time 
shall  be  no  more.  Church  of  God,  Spouse  of  Jesus  Christ,  to 
whom  art  thou  indebted  for  thy  greatest  luminary,  thy  most  in- 
vincible defender,  but  to  Monica  ? She  was  the  instrument  in  the 
hands  of  God,  my  brethren,  by  which  this  great  man  was  reclaim- 
ed from  error  and  vice,  redeemed  from  the  most  galling  Egyptian 
bondage,  to  illuminate  and  adorn  the  land  of  promise.  And  how 
did  she  not  labour  in  this  great  work  1 what  a profusion  of  inces- 
sant prayers  and  tears  did  it  not  cost  her  ! She  follows  her  re- 
bellious son,  Augustine,  rebellious,  alas ! to  faith  and  virtue,  by 
sea  and  land.  Wherever  he  goes,  in  spite  of  all  his  precautions, 
he  cannot  elude  her  vigilance ; his  pious  mother  incessantly  be- 
sieges him  to  recall  his  wandering  heart  and  affections  to  the  Lord 
his  God.  She  engages  the  most  eloquent  preachers,  the  most  en- 
lightened doctors,  particularly  the  great  Ambrose,  to  second  her 
in  her  holy  enterprise,  who  gave  her  the  comfortable  assurance 
one  day,  as  this  tender  and  pious  mother  was  pouring  forth  a tor- 
rent of  tears, — “ It  is  impossible,”  says  he,  “ that  the  child  of 
those  tears  should  perish.” 

Thus  did  this  courageous,  this  truly  Christian  mother  perse- 
vere for  the  space  of  twenty  years,  until  at  last  God  was  pleased 
to  crown  all  her  labours  with  unutterable  transports  of  joy  and 
exultation,  in  the  entire  and  total  conversion  of  her  illustrious  son. 
It  lies  not  within  all  the  powers  of  eloquence  to  express  it.  Re- 
volve but  for  a moment  in  your  minds,  my  brethren,  the  nature 
of  that  so  inestimably  good,  pious,  and  religious  a heart  which 
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she  possessed,  and  then  judge  of  the  rest.  Why  can  I not,  my 
brethren,  endeavour  to  delineate  in  a fall  and  ample  manner  all 
the  holy  labours  of  her  widowhood,  to  exhibit  her  to  you  as  a most 
exemplary  model  of  those  truly  Christian  widows,  whose  character 
and  proper  mode  of  conduct  St.  Paul  so  exactly  defines  and  des- 
cribes ? But  I fear  to  weary  and  fatigue  your  attention ; the  pa- 
negyric of  St.  Monica  is  in  itself  so  ample,  the  matter  so  abund- 
ant, that  I am  obliged  to  confine  myself  to  some  of  the  greater 
and  more  conspicuous  outlines  of  this  admirable  portrait  to  avoid 
prolixity.  Suffice  it,  then,  to  say,  that  no  unreasonable  vanity, 
no  improper  vivacity,  no  unbecoming  affectation  of  youth  or  re- 
maining beauty,  hut  prayer,  meditation,  the  care  of  her  family, 
her  domestic  duties,  and  chiefly  her  unwearied  attention  to  the 
conversion  of  her  son,  were  the  ornaments  of  her  truly  Christian 
widowhood.  Incessantly  intent  upon  holy  occupations,  she  care- 
fully avoids  all  those  defects  and  improprieties  in  that  state  which 
St.  Paul  takes  notice  of  with  every  mark  of  censure  and  disappro- 
bation. 

And  now,  Christian  women,  whom  I have  the  honour  to  ad- 
dress this  day,  is  there  anything  of  impossible  observance  in  all 
I have  said  ? You  have  heard  nothing  but  a detail  of  common 
and  ordinary  domestic  duties,  and  yet,  when  sanctified  by  a con- 
tinual religious  rectitude  of  intention,  when  always  and  in  every 
instance  referred  to  the  honour  and  glory  of  God,  as  in  Monica, 
they  have  been  sufficient  to  raise  her,  and  will  be  sufficient  to  raise 
you  also,  to  the  possession  of  immortal  bliss  and  glory,  and  to  the 
universal  and  united  respect  and  veneration  of  the  whole  Church 
of  God.  If  exposed  to  the  like  trials  with  regard  to  child  or  hus- 
band, behold  in  Monica,  without  any  difficulty,  as  in  the  clearest 
mirror,  the  model  of  your  conduct.  Whatever  may  be  your  situ- 
ation, persevere  courageously  in  the  truly  respectable  character  of 
the  good  wife  and  mother,  being  absolutely  certain  that  the  small- 
est instance  thereof  will  not  be  destitute  of  its  reward. 

At  length  the  time  arrived  when  this  excellent  woman  was  to 
receive  the  glorious  and  eternal  reward  of  all  her  merits.  At 
Ostia,  a city  in  Italy,  where  she  was  about  to  embark  with  her 
son  for  Africa,  their  native  country,  she  thus  addressed  him  a few 
days  previous  to  her  decease : “ Son,  for  my  part,  there  is  nothing 
now  in  this  life  that  gives  me  any  delight.  What  I have  to  do 
here  any  longer  I know  not : one  thing  there  was  for  which  I did 
desire  to  stay  a little  longer  in  this  life,  which  was  to  see  thee  a 
Christian  Catholic  before  I died;  and  my  God  hath  granted  me 
this  more  abundantly,  in  that  I see  thee,  despising  all  earthly  fe- 
licity, entirely  devoted  to  his  sendee.  What  have  I now  to  do 
here  ?” 

When,  in  her  last  sickness,  the  place  of  her  interment  was 
brought  in  question,  she  said,  “ Lay  this  body  anywhere ; be  not 
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concerned  about  that : only  this  I beg  of  you,  that  wheresoever 
you  be,  you  make  a remembrance  of  me  at  the  altar  of  the  Lord.” 
And  upon  another  occasion  : “ Nothing  is  far  off  from  God.  Nei- 
ther do  I need  to  fear  that  he  should  not  know  at  the  end  of  the 
world  whence  he  should  raise  me  again.”  After  this,  not  many 
days  elapsed,  when  that  truly  religious,  truly  pious  soul  was  re- 
leased from  the  thraldom  of  the  body,  and  flew  to  partake  of  that 
eternal  reward,  that  immortal  and  unfading  bliss  of  glory,  ^here- 
with God  crowns  all  the  labours  and  merits  of  his  faithful  servants 
in  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

Almighty  and  everlasting  God  ! we  beseech  thee  to  render  useful 
to  us  the  examples  of  thy  Saints,  by  inspiring  us  with  grace  and 
courage  to  follow  their  footsteps. 


LETTER 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  WILLIAM  PITT, 

BY  THE  REV.  NICHOLAS  MOLLOY. 


“TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  PUBLIC  JOURNAL. 

“ Sir, 

“ Many  circumstances  have  determined  the  writer  to  address  the  fol- 
lowing reflections  to  Mr.  Pitt  in  his  retirement,  although  he  would  not 
waste  a single  line  upon  him  when  invested  with  power.  His  avowed 
sentiments  on  giving  out  the  impossibility  of  carrying  the  question  of 
* Catholic  Emancipation,’  as  the  ostensible  motive  of  his  retirement 
from  office,  requires  at  least  the  appearance  of  impartial  attention 
to  the  apology  offered  on  their  behalf,  against  the  ungrounded  and  ma- 
licious invectives  of  their  enemies. 

“Your's,  &c.” 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  WILLIAM  PITT. 

“ Sir, 

“ Your  late  situation  as  Premier  makes  you  a very  competent 
judge  of  the  merits  of  that  apology,  so  far  as  it  rests  on  the  sys- 
tem of  policy  adopted  towards  Ireland.  During  your  adminis- 
tration, you  guided  the  secret  springs  and  instruments  of  that 
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policy,  watching  their  operations  through  the  dark  cabals  and  open 
turbulence  and  civil  strife  that  conducted  to  the  desired  consum- 
mation of  the  Union. 

’ “ Though  no  longer  actual  minister,  you  are  supposed  to 
possess  considerable  influence  over  the  public  councils,  nor  is 
your  reassumption  of  your  former  station  considered  by  any  means 
an  improbable  event,  when  the  sincerity  of  your  declarations  may 
be  authenticated  or  refuted  by  your  conduct.  Moreover,  that  por- 
tion of  praise  which  cannot  justly  be  denied  to  ability  and  per- 
severance, will  come  less  supicious  now,  than  during  the  splendid 
career  of  ^our  omnipotence,  when,  like  another  Jupiter,  you  sub- 
dued every  resistance  by  all- conquering  showers  of  gold.  I think 
it  cannot  fairly  be  denied  that  you  have  succeeded  in  the  main  ob- 
jects of  the  war.  You  have  not  resigned  the  reins,  nor  relaxed 
your  efforts,  until  the  restive  spirit  of  France  was  broken  under 
the  yoke  of  a regular  government,  more  absolute  than  the  throne 
of  the  Bourbons ; a domination  uniting  Italian  craft  with  French 
daring ; covering  the  usurpations  of  the  sword  with  the  semblance 
of  popular  election,  and  invoking  the  aid  of  superstition,  the  ever- 
ready  tool  of  every  usurper. 

"It  is  true,  your  crusade  has  given  to  France  a large  accession 
of  territory,  and  many  alliances : yet,  you  have,  to  balance  the 
Gallic  aggrandizement,  added  Mysore  to  the  British  dominions  in 
India,  and  enlarged,  by  the  Union  with  Ireland,  the  sphere  of 
British  legislation,  and  increased  the  power  of  the  Crown  far  above 
the  reach  of  effective  opposition  or  control. 

***** 

***** 


THE  END. 
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